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PUBLISHERS' NOTE 

Thx present edition of Boms's Complete Poetical Works conforms with the 
other Tolnmes in the Cambridge series — Longfellow, Whittier, Browning, Holmes, 
and LoweU — as regards mechanical features and general treatment, but its edito* 
rial equipment is drawn entirely from the Centenary Bums edited by Messrs. 
W. £L Henley and T. F. Henderson. By arrangement with Messrs. T. C. & £. C. 
Jack of Edinburgh, the publishers of that work, Messrs. Houghton, Mifflin & Co. 
aasmned the publication of the four volumes in America, and also secured the right 
of issuing the work in one volume in general uniformity with their Cambridge edi- 
tions. The plan of the Centenary Bums was that of a definitive edition. The 
editors not only reprinted all of the known poems of Burns, but were able to collect 
poems not before included. They used a careful judgment in the choice of 
mnd accompanied each poem with a minute record of other readings, so that 
tlie edition is a variorum one. Not only this ; they traced the orig^in of each poem 
and gave a full history of its evolution, where, as in many cases^ Bums had adapted 
an existing song to his own use. They explained, moreover, in prefatory and 
olber notes, the personal, historical, and local references, and they supplied a glos- 
waurj of terms as weU as copious indexes. Finally, Mr. Henley summed up the 
editorijd judgment in an essay at once critical and biographicaL 

This foil and minute treatment presents the poetical achievement of Robert 

Bums in the most scholarly form, and the Centenary is likely long to remain the 

tborougrh-g^ing edition. It will readily be seen by any one familiar with the 

rend volumes of the Cambridge series that the scheme of that series is of a more 

eondansed order, and the Editor of the Cambridge Bums has sought, therefore, to 

vse the equipment of the Centenary Edition in such a manner as to make it agree 

in the main with that of the other volumes of the Cambridge series. In place of 

ihm eusloinary brief biographic sketch, he has reprinted the whole of Mr. Henley's 

MMaay^ The headnotes both to g^roups of poems and to the individual poems and 

M>ng8 are of the same nature as those provided in other volumes of the series, 

b«t more elaborate and detailed. The variorum notes have been omitted, as also a 

iher of the more critical and exhaustive examinations of origrins which would be 

of place in a condensed, handy, one-volume edition, but all explanatory notes, 

inrfnding the most trivial by Bums himself, have been retained. In brief, it has 

WcD Um purpose of the Editor to grive the general reader all he would ask from 

the Centenary Edition, leaving out what would appeal only to a special student. 

very slig^ interpolations required in condensation are indicated by brackets []. 

glnssiry has been reprinted, but the opportunity has been taken to give it addi- 

earefnl revision. The indexes are the same as in the Centenary Bums. 

The portnut is from the painting by Alexander Nasmyth in the National Portrait 

GsQery* London. The vignette on the title-pag^ represents the Poet's birthplace 

is after % drawing by A. Donaldson. 

4 Pass Snanr, September 1, 1897. 
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TO T. F. HENDERSON 

IN MEMORY OF MUCH DIFFICULT YET SATISFYING 

WORK, HIS FELLOW IN BURNS 

\Vt E* H* 
MoswBu. Hill, 8/A 7«ify, 1897 

h 1759 the Kirk of Scotland, thoagh a less potent and oflPensiye tyranny than 
it liad been in the good old times, was still a tyranny, and was still offensive and 
itOl potent enough to make life miserable, to warp the characters of men and 
VHDen, and to torn the tempers and affections of many from the kindly, natural 
vij. Tme it is that Hatcheson (1694-1746) had for some years taaght, and 
tegbt with such authority as an Uniyersity chair can give, a set of doctrines in 
ibolate antagonism with the principles on which the E[irk of Scotland's rule was 
kiad, and with the ambitions which the majority in the Kirk of Scotland held in 
Hmt. Bat these doctrines, sane and invigorating as they were, had not reached 
Ab general ; and in all departments of life among the general the Kirk of Scotland 
ma paramount influence, and, despite the intrusion of some generous intelligences, 
VIS largely occupied with the work of narrowing the minds, perverting the instincts, 
ad eonatraining the spiritual and social liberties of its subjects. In 1759, how-/ 
fvsr, there was secreted the certainty of a revulsion against its ascendency ; f 01 
ihit year saw the birth of the most popular poet, and the most anti-clerical withal, 
Scotland ever bred. He came of the people on both sides ; he had a higl 
a proud heart, a daring mind, a matchless gift of speech, an abundance 
el banoiir and wit and fire ; he was a poet in whom were quintessentialized the 
dsMfots of the Vernacular Genius, in whose work the effects and the traditions of 
the Vemacnlar School, which had struggled back into being in the Kirk*s despite, 
were repeated with surpassing brilliancy ; and in the matter of the Kirk he did for 
Ike people a piece of service equal and similar to that which was done on other 
fiaes and in other spheres by Hutcheson and Hume and Adam Smith. He was 
apoitle and avenger as well as maker. He did more than give Scotland songs to 
n^ and rhymes to read : he showed that laughter and the joy of life need be no 
mod that freedom of thought and sentiment and action is within the reach 
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of him that will stretch forth his hand to take it He pushed his demonstration to 
extremes ; often his teaching has been grossly misread and misapprehended ; no 
doubt, too, he died of his effort — and himself. But most men do as they must 
— not ac they will. It was Bums's destiny, as it was Byron's in his turn, to be 
'< the passionate and dauntless soldier of a forlorn hope ; " and if he fell in mid- 
assault, he found, despite the circumstances of his passing, the best death man can 
find. He had faults and failings not a few. But he was ever a leader among 
men ; and if the manner of his leading were not seldom reckless, and he did some 
mischief, and gave the Fool a great deal of what passes for good Scripture for his 
folly, it will be f oimd in the long-run that he led for truth — tiie truth which ** mak- 
eth free ; " so that the Scotland he loved so well and took such pride in honouring 
could scarce have been the Scotland she is, had he not been. 



His father, William Bumess (or Bumes), and his mother, Agnes Brown, came 
both of yeoman stock — native the one to Kincardineshire, the other to Ayrshire. 
William Bumess began life as a gardener, and was plying his trade in the service 
of one Fergusson, the then Provost of Ayr, when, with a view to setting up for 
himself, he took a lease of seven acres in the parish of Alloway, with his own hands 
built a two-roomed clay cottage — still standing, but in use as a Burns Museum 
— and in the December of 1757 married Agnes Brown, his junior by eleven years. 
She was red-haired, dark-eyed, square-browed, well-made, and quick-tempered. He 
was swarthy and thin ; a man of strong sense, a very serious mind, the most vigilant 
affections,^ and a piety not even the Calvinism in which he had been reared could 
ever make brooding and inhumane. And in the clay cottage to which he had 
taken his new-married wife, Robert, the first of seven children, was born to them 
on the 25th January, 1759. 

The Scots peasant lived hard, toiled incessantly, and fed so cheaply that even 
on high days and holidays his diet (as set forth in The Blithesome Bridal) con- 
sisted largely in preparations of meal and vegetables and what is technically known 
as " offal." But the Scots peasant was a creature of the Kirk ; the noblest ambition 
of Knox * was an active influence in the Kirk ; and the Parish Schools enabled 



1 In time? of storm, he would seek out and 
rtay with his daughter, where she was herding 
in the fields, because he knew that she was afraid 
of lightning; or, when it was fair, to teach her 
the names of plants and flowers. He wrote a lit- 
tle theological treatise for his children's guidance, 
too, and was, it is plain, an exemplary father, 
and so complete a husband that there is record of 
but a single unpleasantness between him and 
Agnes his wife. 

2 The Reformer had a vast deal more in com- 
mon with Boms than with the "sour John Knox '* 
of Browning's ridiculous verses. He was the man 
of a crisis, and a desperate one ; and he played 



his part in it like the stark and fearless oppo- 
site that he was. But he was a humourist, he 
loved his glass of wine, he abounded in human- 
ity and intelligence, he married two wives, he 
was as well beloved as he was extremely hated 
and feared. He could not foresee what the col- 
lective stupidity of posterity would make of his 
teaching and example, nor how the theocracy at 
whose establishment he aimed would presently 
assert itself as largely a system of parochial in- 
quisitions. The minister's man who had looked 
through hii keyhole would have got short shrift 
from him; and in the Eighteenth Century he had 
as certainly stood with Bums against the Kirk 
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I provide its creabtres with such teaching as it deemed desir&ble. Wil- 
li wu " a very poor man " (jEL B.). Bat he had the right traditiou ; 
lunket and an obBerrer ; he read whatever he could get to read : he 
|I«h fonually but with clarity ; ' aiid he did tlie very beet he I'ould for 
k in tiie matter of edacatioD. Hubert went to school at six ; ' and in tlie 
I same year (1766) a lad of eighte<;n, one John MurdueU. was " engaged 
Bneu and four of h)8 neighbours to teach, and accordingly began to 
Kttle school at Alloway : " his " five employers " undertaking to board 
tons, and to make up a certain salary at the end uf the year." in the 
b " (joarterly payments " not amounting to a specified sum. He was aii 
pedagogue — he had William Bumess behind hi:n — especially in the 
Irammar aod rbeturic ; he trained lun scholars to a full sense uf tlie 
|ld the valne of words : lie even made tliein " turn verse into ita natural 
f," and *' substitute synonymous expressions for poetical words and . . . 
fee ullipaes." ' One of his school-books was the Bible, another Masson's. 
^ Prose and Verte, excerpted from Addison* and Steele and Dryden, 
HMMi and Shenstone, Klallet and Henry Mackenzie, witli Gray's Elegy, 
I Hume and Robertson, and scenes from Jtomeo and i/uliel, Othello, 
Ik. And one effect of his method was that Robert, according to him- 
tfMoIately a critic in sabstantivea. verbs, and participles," and, according 
I^Mon become remarkable for tlie fluency and correctness of his expres- 
Lad the few books that came in his way with much pleasure and im- 
r It is very cliaracteristio of Murdoch that when, liis school being 
I Im! came tu take leave of William Biirness at Mount Oliphant, " lie 
''* Gilbert says, '' a preeenl and memorial of him, a small English gram- 
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• As Robert Ixral.i Btrvpnvon baa nmurlud 
(Somt A^tcii of BvUrl Bvnu)! "W« sra «it- 
prited ■! the proie Dytv of Roberl; ituu of QSi- 

* "ThefarlicHlhingofronitiAritioDlrtcoIbct 
taking pivaiurp in. oa* Tli Viiion u/MIrM, and 
■ hymn of AddiMD'x bceinuuiei 'Hnw in tlir 
urvanu blened, O LonL' " (K. B.. LilUr t* 
J^oore.) "Theflril twn book"," bvaddt, "I«»eT 
nad in prirs(». and which gave m* niM* plei^ 
■lira tban anv iwn bookn 1 ev«r rrad igslii) w*t* 
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Scottiili prajnrl)c< in my T«inii whirh will hnil 
along ihurf (lie) till ihe Uooclpates o( life •hul in 
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mar and the tragedy of TUus Andronicus,** and that ^' by way of pasaing the 
evening " he ^' began to read the play aloud." Not less characteristic of all con- 
cerned was the effect of his reading. His hearers melted into tears at the tale of 
Lavinia's woes, and, *^ in an agony of distress/' implored him to read no more. 
Ever sensible and practical, William Bumess remarked that, as nobody wanted to 
hear the play, Murdoch need not leave it Robert — ever a sentimentalist and 
ever an indifferent Shakespearean,^ — *' Robert replied that, if it was left, he would 
burn it." And Murdoch, ever the literary guide, philosopher, and friend, was so 
much affected by his pupil's '* sensibility," that *^he left The School for Love 
(translated, I tliink, from the French) " in Shakespeare's place.^ 

At this time Burns had but some two and a half years of Murdoch. William 
Bumess liked and believed in the young fellow ; for when, still urged by the desire 
to better his children's chance, he turned from gardening to cultivation on a larger 
scale, and took, at a £40 rental, the farm of Mount Oliphant, his two sons went 
on with Murdoch at Alloway, some two miles off. The school once broken up, 
however, Robert and his brother fell into their father's hands, and, for divers rea- 
sons, Gilbert says, '* we rarely saw anybody but the members of our own family," 
^ 80 that ^^ my father was for some time the only companion we had." It will scarce 
be argued now that this sole companionship was wholly good for a couple of lively 
boys ; but it is beyond question that it was rather good than bad. For *' he con- 
versed on all subjects with us familiarly, as if we had been men," and further, '* was 
it great pains, as we accompanied him in the labours of the farm, to lead the con- 
versation to sucli subjects as might tend to increase our knowledge or confirm our 
irtnous habits." Also, he got his charges books — a Geographical Ghrammarj a 
Physico and Astro-Theology^ Stackhonse's History of the BiblCy Ray's Wisdom 
• / Grod in the Creation ; and these books Robert read *' with an avidity and indus- 
try scarcely to be equalled." ' None, says Gilbert, ^' was so voluminous as to slacken 



1 If we may judge him from his extant work, 
(•f. the absurd line: 

Here Douglasiorm^ wild Shakespeare into plan.' 

' le cribs but once from Shakespeare, and the hap- 

' '.est among his few quotations is prefixed to one 

t the most felicitous — and therefore the least 

: iblishable — of his tributes to the Light-heeled 

Vuse. " Sing me a bawdy song," he says with 

- ir John Falstaff, "to make us merr\'.*' And he 

-. Ids this note, in which he is Shakespearean 

■ ice again: ** There is — there must be — some 

uth in original sin. My violent propensity to 

• — dy convinces me of it. Lack a day! If that 

-ecies of composition be the special sin never-to- 

. -forgotten in this world nor in that which is to 

me, then I am the most offending soul alive. 

Mair for token," etc. (R. B. to Cleghom, 25th 

October, 1793.) 

> There is no trace of any School for Love. 



It is therefore probable that what Gilbert meant 
was The School /or Lovers: **A Comedy. As it 
is acted at the Theatre Royal in Dmry Lane. Br 
WiMiam Whitehead, Esq.; Poet Laureat. Lon- 
don: Printed for R. and J. Dodsley in Pall-Mail; 
and sold by J. Hinxman, in Pater-noster-row. 
MDCCLXii." The first sentence of the author's 
Advertisement runs thus: ** The following Com- 
edy is formed on a plan of Monsieur de Fonte- 
nellc's, never intended for the stage, and printed 
in the eighth volume of his works, under the 
title of Le Testament.** The names of the chief 
** persons represented" are Sir John Dorilant, 
Modely, Belmour, Lady Beverley, Cielia, and 
Araminta — an unlikely lot, one would My, for 
an Ayrshire farmstead, even though it sheltered 
the vouthful Bums. 

* Robert's list (Letter to Moore) includes Guth- 
rie and Salmon's Geofp-nphical Grammar: The 
Spectator; Pope; *'some plays of Shakespear'' 
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hii isdiutrj or so antiquated as to damp his research ; '* with the result that he 
was n't yerj far on in his teens ere he had ^^ a competent knowledge of ancient 
kutoiy," with *' something of g^ogpraphy, astronomy, and natural history.*' Then, 
owing to the mistake of an uncle, who went to Ayr to buy a Ready Reckoner 
or Tradesman's Sure Ouide^ together with a Complete Letter- Writer ^ but came 
biek with '* a collection of letters by the most eminent writers," he was moved by 
** a strong desire to excel in letter- writing." At thirteen or fourteen he was sent 
(**veek about" with Gilbert) to Dalrymple Parish School to better his hand-writ- 
ing: ** about this time" he fell in with Pamela,, Fielding, Hume, Robertson, and 
the best of Smollett ; and ^^ about this time " Murdoch set up as a schoolmaster in 
Ajr. and ^^ sent us Pope's Works and some other poetry, the first that we had an 
•pportoni^ of reading, excepting what is contained in the English Collection and 
iatheTolume of the Edinburgh Magazine for 1772."^ The summer after the 
vriting-lessons at Dalrymple, Robert^ spent three weeks with Murdoch at Ayr, one 
tfv the Elnglish Granmmr, the others oyer the rudiments of French. The latter 
hagnage he was presently able to read,^ for the reason that Murdoch would go 
•vw to Mount Oliphant on half-holidays, partly for Robert's sake and partly for 
tk pleasure of talking with Robert's father. Thus was Robert schooled ; and 't is « 
pbm that in one, and that an essential particular, he and his brother were excep-i 
littally fortunate in their father and in Uie means he took to train them.' 



'vtiaf eilitioiu ? or odd volumes ?); " Tull and 
tl^eksonon Agricultun*;*' The Pantheon: Ix>cke 
^thr Bumam Unfierstan/hng: SUckhousc; with 
*^Mice*9 British Gardentr^ Boyle's Lecturef^ 
ABn RamMvN Works, Dr. Taylor's Scripture 
Ikftrint 0/ britfinal Sin, A Select Collection of 
U^iA Somgg, and Harvey's Meditation*.** I^ter 
^ knew ThomMii, Shenstonc, Boattie, Gold- 
*tii. Gray, Fergnsson, Spenser even ; with The 
Ttt-Ttiie MitctUnny and many another !M>ng- 
^ Adam AmithN Theorjf of the Moral Sen- 
Reid's Inquiry into the Human Mind, 
Bofton (The Fourfold State), Shake- 
John Brown's Self- Interpreting Bible, 
■* The Wealth of Nations, which last he is 
■nd reading (at Ellisland) with a sense of won- 
'v tkac M mach wit should be contained be- 
fw*« tke boanb of a single book. One favour- . 
* MTel was Trittrnm Shandy: another, the 
*«» waowned, now utterly forgotten Man of 
^Hiim^. At Blisland, again, he is found order- 
^K Ike works of divers dramatists — as Jonson, 
•jtWrlfT, Ifoli^re — with a view to reading 
•i vrkhig for the stage. But you find no trace 
^ Aem in his work ; nor is there any evidence 
^ *»w that be could ever have written a decent 
M>T* 'hough there is plenty of proof that he could 
•^ 54 doabt. The Jolly Bepgart will be quoted 
here. Bat the eisential interests of 



that masterpiece are character and de-wription. 
Now, there go many more things to the making 
of a play than character, while a« for description, 
the less a play contains of that the l)ett«'r f<»r the 
play. 

1 The English Collection I take* to \w Ma^son's 
afon>!(aid. At all events I can tind no other. So 
far an verse is concerned, another exception was 
found in "tho:*e Ercellent fif/r Songs that are 
hawked about the country in baskets or spread on 
stall:* in the streets " (G. B.). They were pro!>- 
ably as interesting to Robert as Pope's Wnrh or 
the poetry in The Edinburgh Mngazine. At any 
rate, his first e«»?«ays in song were imitated from 
them, and he had the trick of them, when he 
listed, all his life long. 

* Currie saw his Moli^n* at Dumfrie*. There 
is no'question but he would hav»« got on exrellent 
well with Argan and Jourdainand Pourceaugnac ; 
but could he have found much to intere^it him in 
Amolphe and Agn**?*. in Philinte and .\lceste and 
C^lim^ne ? I doubt it. On the «>ther hand, hi* 
wouhl certainlv have lovo<l tho ffon-iion* which 
CoW^ wrote for the Regent'-* private theatre: and 
I have always regretted that he knew nothing of 
La Fontaine — especially the Iji Fontaine of the 
Contes, a Scots ))arallel to which he was exactly 
fitted to imagine and achiev«>. 

< Robert mastered, besides, the first si.x books 
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In another respect — one of eminent importance — their lock was nothing lil 

00 good. Mount Oliphant was made up of ^' the poorest land in Ayrshire ; " W: 
liam Burness had started it on a borrowed hundred ; he was soon in straits ; on 
by unremitting diligence and the strictest economy could he hope to make en< 
meet ; and the burden of hard work lay heavy on the whole family — heavier, i 

1 think, on the growing lads than on the made man and woman. *^ For sever 
years," says Gilbert, '^ butcher's meat was a stranger to the house." Robert was h 
father's chief hand at fifteen — '^ for we kept no hired servant " — and could afte 
wards describe his life at this time as a combination of '* the cheerless gloom of 
hermit with the unceasing toil of a galley-slave." The mental wear was not le 
than the physical strain ; for William Burness grew old and broken, and his fami 
was seven strong, and of money there was as little as there seemed of hope. T\ 
wonder is, not that Robert afterwards broke ottt, but that Robert did not th^ 
break dovm ; that he escaped with a lifelong tendency to vapours and melancholi 
and at the time of trial itself with that '^ dull headache " of an evening, which '^ 
a future period . i . was exchanged," says Gilbert, " for a palpitation of the hes 
and a threatening of fainting and suffocation in his bed in the night-time." Willia 
Burness is indeed a pathetic figure ; but to me the Robert of Mount Oliphant is 
figure more pathetic still. Acquired or not, stoicism was habitual with the £ath< 
With the son it was not so much as acquired ; for in that son was latent a world 
appetites and forces and potentialities the reverse of stoical. And, even had tb 
not been — if Robert had n't proved a man of genius, with the temperament whi( 
genius sometimes entails — he must still have been the worse for the -experienc 
He lived in circumstances of unwonted harshness and bitterness for a lad of h 
degree ; with a long misery of anticipation, he must endure a quite unnatural strai 
on forming muscle and on nerves«and a brain yet immature; he had perforce 1 
face the necessity of diverting an absolute example of the artistic temperament 1 
laborious and squalid ends, and to assist in the repression of all those natnr 
instincts — of sport and reverie and companionship — the fostering of which is h 
most boys, have they genius or have they not, an essential process of developmen* 
and the experience left him with stooping shoulders and a heavy gait, an ineradie 
ble streak of sentimentalism, what he himself calls *^ the horrors of a diseased ne 
vous system," and that very practical exultation in the joie de vivrCy once it w 
known, which, while it is brilliantly expressed in much published and unpublishi 
verse and prose, is nowhere, perhaps, so naively signified as in a pleasant pare 
thesis addressed, years after Mount Oliphant, to the highly respectable Thomsoi 
^ Nothing (since a Highland wench in the Cowgate once hore me three hattan 
<U a birth) has surprised me more than," etc The rest is not to my purpose • 
which is to argue that, given Robert Bums and the apprenticeship at Mount O 
phant, a violeoflbnreaction was inevitable, and that one's admiration for him is large 
increased by the reflection that it came no sooner than it did. William Bumc 

of Euclid, and even dabbled a little in Latin now bert) when he wa8 crossed in love, or had tifl 
and then, reverting to his rudiments (says Gil- with his sweetheart. 
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knew that it must come ; for, as he lay dying, he confessed that it troubled him to 
think of Robert's fature. This, to be sure, was not at Mount Oliphant — when 
Robert had done no worse than insist on going to a dancing-school — but years 
after, at Locblie, when Robert had begun to assert himself. True it is that at 
Kirkoswald — a smuggling village, whither he went, at seventeen, to study men- 
Mndon, '* dialling," and the like — he had learned, he says, *' to look unconcem- 
edlj on a large tavern biU and mix without fear in a drunken squabble." True it 
ii. too, that at Lochlie the visible reaction had set in. But, so far as is known, that 
reaction was merely formal ; and one may safely conjecture that, as boys are not 
IB the habit of telling their fathers everything, William Burness knew little or 
Bothing of those gallant hours at Earkoswald. Be this as it may, he seems to have 
diieeniedy however dimly and vaguely, some features of the prodigious creature he 
kid hdped into the world ; and Uiat he should not have discerned them till thus 
hie is of itself enough to show how stem and how effectual a discipline Mount 
Oliphant had proved. 



II 



The Mount Oliphant period lasted some twelve years, and was at its hardest 
far nme time ere it reached its term. " About 1775 my father's generous master 
U," ^ says Robert ; and *^ to clench the curse we f eU into the hands of a factor, 
who sat for the picture ^ I have drawn of one in my tale of ' Twa Dogs.' . . . 
My father's spirit was soon irritated, but not easily broken. There was a freedom 
ii his lease in two years more, and to weather these we retrenched expenses " — 
to the purpose and with the effect denoted ! Then came easier times. In 1777 
WiDiam Burness removed his family to Locblie, a hundred-and-thirty-acre farm, 
iaTarbolton Parish. *^ The nature of the bargain," Robert wrote to Moore, " was 
Mck as to throw a little ready money in his hand in the commencement," or ** the 
eiur would have been impracticable." At this place, he adds, *^ for four years we 
find eomfortably ; " and at this place his gay and adventurous spirit began to free 
ilnif, his admirable talent for talk to find fit opportunities for exercise and display. 
1W naetion set in, as I have said, and he took life as gallantly as his innocency 
>ighft, wore the only tied hair in the parish, was recognisable from afar by his 



' Thi* WM that Ferg^s9on (of Ajt^ in whose 
wiee Willum Barness had been at the time of 
ha aeirMge with Agnes Brown, and (apparent- 
^UKftmt rears after it — in fact, till he took 
« lb«Bt Oliphant. This he did on a hundred 
P*idi borrowed from his old employer ; and 
*■ aaj conjecture that the legal proceedings 
*M Robert thus resented were entailed upon 
'^ptfon** agents by the work of winding up 
tkncatc. 

' ''Sat for the picture I have drawn of one " 
■ yndse and definite enough. But surely the 
ffuor Tcr»M is Tkt Twa Dog$ are less a picture 



than a record of proceedings, a note on the gtnui 
Factor : — 

" He '11 stamp and threaten, cur^e and swear. 
He '11 apprehend them, poind their gear. 
While they must stand, wi' aspect humble. 
An' hear it a', and fear and tremble." 

The statement is accurate enough, no doubt, but 
where is the "picture " ? Compare the effect of 
any one of Chaucer's Pilgrims, or the sketches of 
Ciesar and Luath themselves, and the Factor as 
indh'idual is found utterly wanting. 
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fillemot plaid, was made a '* Free and Accepted Mason," ^ founded a 1 
Club,^ and took to sweethearting with all his heart and soul and strength, 
begun with a little harvester at fifteen ; and at Kirkoswald he had been e 
of Peggy Thomson to the point of sleepless nights. Now, says his broth< 
'^ he was constantly the victim of some fair enslaver " — sometimes of tw 
at a time ; and '* the symptoms of his passion were often such as nearl 
those of the celebrated Sappho," so that " the agitation of his mind an( 
ceeded anything I know in real life." Such, too, was the quality of whi 
self was pleased to call '^ un penchant k (sic) I'adorable moiti^ du genre 
in combination with that '^ particular jealousy " he had *' of people that i/v 
than himself, or who had more consequence in life," that a plain face wi 
good as a pretty one — especially and particularly if it belonged to a i 
lower degree than his own. To condescend upon one's women — to i 
that is an ideal. It was certainly the ideal of Robert Burns. '* His 1 
Gilbert, ^' rarely settled upon persons of this description " — that is, pers 
were richer than himself, or who had more consequence in life." He 
be Jove — stiU stoop from Olympus to the plain. Apparently he held 
honour to be admired by him ; and when a short while hence (1786) h( 
to celebrate, in rather too realistic a strain, the Lass of Ballochmyle 
rebuffed for his impertinence — it was so felt in those unregenerate d; 
was, 'tis said, extremely mortified. In the meanwhile, his loves, whethc 
pretty, were goddesses all ; and the Sun was *^ entering Virgo, a montl 
always a carnival in my imagination " the whole year round; and the 
that he got off so little of it all in verse which he thought too good f< 
Rhyme he did (of course), and copiously, as at this stage every coming i 
rhyme, who has instinct enough to '^ couple but love and dove*' But it ^ 
the end of the Lochlie years that he began rhyming to any purpose. I; 
poverty of the Lochlie years is scarce less ^^ wonderful past all whooping 
fecundity of certain memorable months at Mauchline ; especially if it 
Gilbert and himself aver, that the Lochlie love-affairs were *' govern 
strictest rules of modesty and virtue, from which he never deviated till 1: 
third year." * For desire makes verses, and verses rather good than bad 
as fruition leaves verses, whether bad or good, unmade. 



1 Bums was always an enthusiastic Mason. 
The Masonic idea — whatever that be — went 
home to him ; and in honour of the Craft he 
wrote some of his poorest verses. One set, the 
"Adieu, Adieu," e^c, of the Kilmarnock Vol- 
ume, was popular outside Scotland. At all events, 
I have seen a parody in a Belfast chap, which is 
to the tune of Bum*i Fareirell. 

3 It was, in fact, part drinking-club and part 
debating-eociety. But Rule X. of its constitu- 
tion insisted that every member must have at 
least one love-affair on hand ; and if potations 



were generally thin, and debat«8wei 
ous, there can be no question that 
on all manner of themes, and espec 
one theme which men have ever fc 
above all others. The club was so 
cess that an offshoot was founded, I 
Robert's removal to Mossgiel. 

8 Saunders Tait, the Tarbolton \ 
sists that, long before Mossgiel, Bur; 
— *' Davie, a Brother Poet " — were 
continent youngsters in Tarbolton I 
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It was nmtand and honourable in a young man of this lusty and amatorions habit 

to look round for a wife and to cast about him for a better means of keeping one 

tlan farm-service would afford. In respect of the first he found a possibility in 

Elisoo Begbie, a Gralston farmer's daughter, at this time a domestic servant, on 

wliom he wrote (they say) his '^ Song of Similes," and to whom he addressed some 

rather stately, not to say pedantic, documents in the form of love-letters. For the 

sew line in life, he determined that it might, perhaps, be flax-dressing ; so, at the 

midsommer of 1781 (having just before been sent about his business by, as he 

might himself have said, " le doux objet de son attachement ") he removed to Irvine, 

a little port on the Firth of Clyde, which was also a centre of the industr^bin which 

he hoped to excel. Here he established himself, on what terms is not known, with 

one Peacock, whom he afterwards took occasion to describe as " a scoundrel of the 

fint water, who made money by the mystery of Thieving ; " ^ here he saw some- 

tUng more of life and character and the world than he had seen at Mount Oliphant 

lad Lochlie ; here, at the year's end, he had a terrible attack of vapours (it lasted 

lor months, he says, so that he shuddered to recall the time) ; here, above all, he 

{omed a friendship with a certain Richard Brown. According to him. Brown, 

being the son of a mechanic, had taken the eye of ^^ a great man in the neighbour- 

bood,*' and had received ^' a genteel education, with a view to bettering his situa- 



•ftcT aeeeveratini^, in terms as fiolemn as he can 
•ake them, that in all Scotland 
"There 'a none like yon and Bums can tout 
The bawdy horn," 
|N* on to particalarise, and declares that, what 
vitk *'MollandMeg, 

Jean, Sue, and Lizzey, a' decoy't, 
There *s sax wi* egg." 

W«nethan all, he indites a "poem," a certain 
^-ai m kii Infancy, which begins thus : — 

" Now I must trace his pedigree, 
Btcautt k€ made a song on me, 
And let the world look and f^ee, 

Jnst wi' my tongue, 
How he and Clootie did agree 

When he was young: ** — 
»i «f which I shall quote no more. But Robert 
■B^ Uf brother are both explicit on this point ; 
^ Respite the easy morals of the class in which 
*e Bud sooght now and ever "to crown his 
••«." it most be held, I think, as proven that 
*• WW diniaiti by Richard Brown at Irvine and 
^ Ihtty Paton at Lochlie. 

Tki* is the place to say that I owe my quota- 
:»ai from Saunders Tait to Dr. Grosart, who told 
■» rf the copy (probably unique) of that wor- 
**.»*» Poems and Songs: "Printed for and Sold 
^tbr Aathor Only, 1796 : " in the Mitchell Li- 
^'vy, Glasgow, and at the same time communi- 
*Med ifmBscripta which he had mide from f>uch 



numbers in it as referred to BuruA. A« my col- 
laborator, Mr. T. F. Henderson, was then in Scot- 
land, I asked hira to look up Tait's volume. It 
was found at last, after a prolonged search ; was 
duly sent to the Bums Exhibition; and in a while 
was pronounced "a discovery." Tait, who was 
pedlar, tailor, soldier in turn, had a ribald and 
scurrilous tongue, a certain rough cleverness, and 
a good enough command of the vernacular; so 
that his tirades against Bums — he was one of 
the very few who dared to attack that satirist — 
are still readable, apart from the interest which 
attaches to their theme. It is a pity that some 
Bums Club or Burns Society has not reprinted 
them in full, coarse as thev are. 

1 Nobody knows what this may mean. It 
seems to be only Robertas lofty way of saying that 
Peacock swindled him. What follows is explicit 
{Letter to Moore) : — " To finish the whole, while 
we were giving a welcome carousal to the New 
Tear, our shop, by the dmnken carelessness of 
my partner's wife, took fire, and burned to ashe^ 
and I was left, like a tme poet, not worth six- 
pence." How much is here of fact, how much of 
resentment, who shall sav ? What is worth not- 
ing in it all is that Bums, despite his " penchant 
a Padorable," etc., is first and last a peasant so 
far as " Tadorable moitie " i« concerned, and. for 
all his sentimentalism, can face facts about it with 
all the peasant's shrewdness and with all the 
peasant's cynicism. 
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tioD in life." His patron had died, however, and he had had perforce to go for a 
sailor (he was afterwards captain of a West-Indiaman). He had known good lack 
and bad, he had seen the world, he had the morals of his calling, at the same time 
that ** his mind was fraught with courage, independence, and magnanimity, and 
every noble, manly virtue ; '' and Bums, who ^' loved him," and ^^ admired him," 
not only ^* strove to imitate him " but also '* in some measure succeeded." " I 
had," the pupil owns, ^' the pride before ; " but Brown ^' taught it to flow in proper 
channels." Withal, Brown '^ was the only man I ever saw who was a greater fool 
than myself when Woman was the presiding star." Brown, however, was a prac- 
tical amorist ; and he ^^ spoke of a certain fashionable failing with levity, which 
hitherto I had regarded with horror." In fact, he was Mephisto to Bums's Faust ; ^ 
and ^' here," says the Bard, ^' his friendship did me a mischief, and the consequence 
was, that soon after I assumed the plough, I wrote the enclosed Welcome.** This 
enclosure (to Moore) was that half-humorous, half-defiant, and wholly delightful 
Welcoms to His Love-Begotten Daughter^ through which the spirit of the true 
Burns — the Burns of the good years : proud, generous, whole-hearted, essentially 
natural and humane — thrills from the first line to the last. And we have to recall 
the all-important fact, that Burns was first and last a peasant,' and first and last a 
peasant in revolt against the Kirk, a peasant resolute to be a buck, to forgive the 
really scandalous contrast presented in those versions of the affair — versions done 
in the true buckish style : the leer and tlie grin and the slang in full blast — which 
he has given in The Fornicator, the EpisUe to John Rankine, and — apparently 
— the Reply to a Trimming Epistle from a Tailor. At the same time we must 
clearly understand that we recall all this for the sake of our precious selves, and 
not in any way, nor on any account, for the sake of Burns. He was absolutely of 
his station and his time ; the poor-living, lewd, grimy, free-spoken, ribald old Scots 
peasant-world ^ came to a full, brilliant, even majestic close in his work ; and, if 
we would appreciate aright the environment in which he wrote, and the audience 
to which such writings were addressed, we must transliterate into the Vernacular 
Brantdme and the Dames Galantes and Tallemant and the Historiettes. As for 
reading them in Victorian terms — Early- Victorian terms, or Late — that way 
madness lies : madness, and a Burns that by no process known to gods or men 
could ever have existed save in the lubber-land of some Pious Editor's dream. 



1 Brown denied it. "Illicit love! " quoth he. 
"Levity of a sailor! When I first knew Bums 
he had nothing to learn in that respect." It is a 
case of w^ord against word ; and I own that I 
prefer the Bard's. 

2 " The same cheap self-satisfaction finds a yet 
uglier vent when he plumes himself on the scan- 
dal at the birth of his first bastard child." Thus 
Stevenson. But Stevenson, as hath been said, 
had in him "vsomething of the Shorter Cate- 
chist ; " and either he did not see, or he would 
not recognise, that Bums's rejoicings in the fact 



of paternity were absolutely sincere throughout 
his life. 

• Here and elsewhere the word is used not op- 
probriously but literally. Bums was specifically 
a peasant, as Byron was specifically a peer, and 
as Shakespeare was specifically a man of the 
burgess class. 

4 I do not, of course, forget its many solid and 
admirable virtues ; but its elements were mixed, 
and it was to the grosser that the Burns of these 
and other rhymes appealed. 
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At Lochlie, whither he seems to have returned in the March of 1782, the studi- 
OQB jeirs ^ and the old comparative prosperity had come, or were coming, to a 
dote. Ther^ had heen a quarrel between William Bumess and his landlord, one 
M^Clure, a merchant in Ayr ; and this quarrel, being about money, duly passed ' 
into the Courts. Its circumstances are obscure ; but it is history that arbitration 
went against the tenant of Lochlie, that he was ordered to ** quite possession," that 
be was strongly suspected of ^' preparing himself accordingly by dispossessing of 
iiii stock and crops," and that a certain ^^ application at present craving ** resulted, 
on shrieval authority, in the " sequestration " of all the Lochlie stock and plenish- 
ing and gear. Whatever the rights and wrongs of the affair, an end came to it 
with the end of William Bumess. By this time his health was broken — he was 
far gone in what Robert calls '* a phthisical consumption ; " and he died in the 
February of the next year (1784), when, as the same Robert romantically puts it 
in his fine, magniloquent fashion, << his all went among the rapacious hell-hounds 
Aat growl in the Kennel of Justice." * The fact that Robert and Gilbert were 
able (Martinmas, 1783), when their father's affairs were *^ drawing to a crisis," to 
lecnre another farm — Mossgiel — in Mauchline Parish, some two or three miles 
off Loehlie, is enough to show that neither errors nor crosses, neither sequestrations 
Bor lampoons, had impaired the family credit. 



^ It vBs parish gossip that, if you called on 
WUUam BoriMss at meal-tirae, you found the 
«Mc {amilr with a book in one hand and a 
hwi tpoon in the other. 

* ll*Clnre's " answers " and " counter - an- 
together with the sherifTs officer's ac- 
: «f the Miiure at Lochlie, were published 
■ n* GUugow Herald early in the present year 
(UV*)> I need scarce say that Saunders Tait 
piW>nd a Bmrm at Lochlyy in which he fell on 
^ cBoij tooth and claw. His statements are 
MiptdSc as IfClnre's, and are substantially in 
■f^camt with some of them, besides : 

"To Lochlr y^ came like a clerk, 
And on your back was scarce a sark, 
The dogs did at jour buttocks bark, 

But now jre 're bra% 
rcpovefc'! ikt rtntf ye teas ioe ttarkf 

Madepatfmeut 8ma\** 

h «other rtanxa, " M*Caure," he says — 

"Te Marcel V left a mite 

To fill his horn. 
Toa and the Lawyers gied him a skyte, 
Sold a' his com." 

1b a third he appeals to record the particulars of 
• SBj^ conbat bttveen Robert and his father's 
badlord:- 

"ffis ain gun at him he did cock, 
An' never spared, 



Wi't owre his hcid came a clean knock 
Bfaist killed the laird." 

And in the last of all, after bitterly reproaching 
Robert and the whole Burns race with ingrati- 
tude: 

** M'Clure he put you in a farm. 
And coft you coals your a to warm 

And meal and maut. . . . 
He likewise did the mailin stock. 

And built you bams," 

he sets forth explicitly this charge: 

"M*Clure*s estate has ta'en the fever, 
And heal again it will be never, 
The vagabonds, they ca' you clever, 

Ye *re sic a sprite. 
To rive fra' him baith ga' and liver, 
And baith the feet." 

The fact of the Laird's generosity is reaffirmed 
with emphasis in A Compliment: 

"The horse, com, pets, kail, kye, and ewes. 
Cheese, pease, beans, rye, wool, house and 

flours. 
Pots, pans, crans, tongs, bran-spits, and skewrs. 

The milk and barm, 
Each thing they had was a' M'CIure's, 
He stock'd the farm." . . . 

And with the remark that " Five hundred pounds 
they were hehindy* the undaunted Saunders 
brings hia libel to a close. 
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William Bumess had paid his children wages daring his tenancy of Lochlie; 
and the elder four, by presenting themselves as his creditors for wages due, were 
enabled to secure a certain amount of '' plemshing and gear " wherewith to make 
a start at Mossgiel. It was a family venture, in whose success the Bomesses were 
interested all and severally, and to which each one looked for food and clothes and 
hire (the brothers got a yearly fee of £1 apiece) ; and, as all were well and thor> 
oughly trained in farming work, and had never lived other than sparely, it was 
reasonable in them to believe that the enterprise would prosper. That it did not 
begin by prospering was no fault of Robert's. He made exceUent resolutions, and, 
what was more to the purpose, he kept them — for a time. He ** read farming 
books " (thus he displays himself), he ^^ calculated crops," he '^ attended markets ; '* 
he worked hard in the fields, he kept his body at least in temperance and 8obeme«y 
and, as for thrift, there is Gilbert's word for it, that his expenses never exceeded • 
his income of £7 a year. It availed him nothing. Gilbert is said to have been 
rather a theorist than a sound practician ; and Robert, though a skilled farmer^ 
cared nothing for business, and left him a free hand in the conduct of affairs. 
Luck too, was against them from the first ; and very soon the elder's genius was 
revealed to him, and he had other than farmer's work to do. '^ In spite of the 
Devil," he writes, ^* the world, and the flesh, I believe I should have been a wise 
man ; but the first year, from unfortunately buying in bad seed, the second, from a 
late harvest, we lost half of both our crops." Naturally, *^ this " (and some other 
things) '^ overset all my wisdom, and I returned, * like the dog to his vomit ' — - 
be it remembered, it is Robert Bums who speaks, not I — ^ and the sow that was 
washed, to her wallowing in the mire.' " That the confession, with its rather swag^ 
gering allusion to the Armour business, was true, is plain. But we do not need 
Burns's assurance to know that, though he could do his work, and prided himself 
on the straightness of his furrows, he was scarce cut out for a successful farmer — 
except, it may be, in certain special conditions. Endurance, patience, diligence, a 
devout attention to one*8 own interest and the land's, an indomitable constancy in 
labour to certain ends and in thought on certain lines — these are some of the 
qualities which make the husbandman ; and, this being so, how should Mossgiel 
have prospered under Rab the Ranter ? His head was f uU of other things than 
crops and cattle. He was bursting with intelligence, ideas, the consciousnees of 
capacity, the desire to take his place among men ; and in Mauchline he found live- 
Her friends ^ and greater opportunities than he had found elsewhere. Being a 



1 As his landlord, the lawyer Gavin Hamilton, 
to whom he dedicated the Kilmarnock Volume, 
and the story of whose wrangle with the Mauch- 
line Kirk-Session (see/70«f, pp. 41-43, 55, tic) 
is to some extent that of Burns's assault upon 
the Kirk (see post, pp. 109, 110, Holy Willie's 
Prayer). Auother was Robert Aiken, also a law- 



yer, by whom he was '*read into fame," to 
whom he dedicated The Colter's Saturday Nighty 
and whom he celebrated in an Epitaph (postf p. 
54). Yet another was Richmond, the lawyer's 
clerk, whose room he was afterwards to share 
in Edinburgh, and who appears to be partly re- 
sponsible for the preservation of The Jolly Beg^ 
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SeoC, he was instinctiyely a theologian ; being himself, he was inevitably liberal- 
minded; bom a peasant of genius, and therefore a natural rebel, he could not 
efaooie bat quarrel with the Kirk — especially as her hand was heavy on his friends 
and himself — and it was as a Mauchline man that the best of his anti-clerical 
work was done.^ Then, too, he was f uU of rhymes, and they must out of him ; his 
ciH had come, and he fell to obeying it with unexampled diligence. More than 
all, perfaapa, he had the temperament of the viveur — the man who rejoices to live 
hii life ; and his appetites had been intensified, his gift of appreciation made ab- 
sonnal (so to say), by a boyhood and an adolescence of singular hardship and 
qaite exceptional continence. It is too late in the world's history to apologise for 
tile primordial instinct ; and to do so at any time were sheer impertinence and un- 
rtasoniDg ingratitude. To apologise in the case of a man who so exulted in its 
manifestations and results, and who so valiantly, not- to say riotously, insisted on 
the &Mt of that exultation, as Robert Bums, were also a rank and frank absurdity. 
On this point he makes doubt impossible. The '^ white flower of a blameless life " 
WIS never a button-hole for him : ^ his utterances, published and unpublished, are 
then to show that he would have disdained the presumption that it ever could have 
been. And it is from Mauchline, practically, that, his affair with Betty Paton over 
and done with, and, to anticipate a litUe, his affair with Jean Armour left hanging 
in the wind, he starts on his career as amorist at large. 



ftn. Again, there was the Bachelors' Club, on 
tbc Bodcl of that he had foun<led at Tarbolton, 
Ixrvbote edification, and in explanation of whose 
fnactioD, he appears to have written The For- 
uMtor and The Court of Equity, This last is 
IhoBs't idea of what the proceedings of the 
Kirk^SeMion ought, in certain ca»ei*, to have 
bcca. It is capital fun, but something too frank 
ni too particular for latter-day print. 

^ Be was e^er a theological liberal and a theo- 
i'fiea] disputant — a champion of Heterodoxy, 
in kowerer mild a form, whose disputations 
mtit him notorious, so that his name was as a 
<ihlmg-block and an offence to the Orthodox. 
F«r the series of attacks which he delivered 
n^iarn, the Kirk — The Holy Fair, the Address 
t Ike Dea, The Twa Herds, The Ordination, Holy 
^SlieU Jhvffer, The KirVs Alarm, the Address 
* iU Unco Guidj and the Epistle To John Goldie 
"*IM pm. There is no record of an appear- 
■ct OS the stool with Paton ; but the circum- 
ttntf of this his initial difficulty appear to be 
Misith to the Epistle to John Bankine (post, p. 
St> lad tlie Eeply to a Trimming Epistle (post, 
h 2SX with the Prefatory Notes thereto ap- 
fnM. All tbeM read, considered, and digested, 
«kM itttcrMt remains in Bums's quarrel with 
^ Kirk consincs in the fact that, being a person 
utnally and inrincibly opposed to the " sour- 
fcstarrd Whiggism '* on which the Stuarts had 
*i>rkcd thcmselres, Bams was naturally and 



invincibly a Jacobite. His Jacobitivm was, he 
said, *' by way of rirc la bagatelle.** He told 
Ramsay of Auchtertyre that he owed it to the 
plundering and unhousing (1715) of his grand- 
father, who was gardener to Earl Marischal at 
Inveraray. But it came to him mainly through 
Gavin Hamilton (who wa^ Episcopalian by de- 
scent) and his own resentment of clerical 
tyranny. 

2 It is true that he wrote thus "To a Yotm^ 
Friend 



»» 



"The sacred lowe o' weel-pIacM love, 

Luxuriantly indulge it ; 
But never tempt th* illicit rove, 

Tho' naething should divulge it : 
I waive the quantum o' the sin. 

The hazard of concealing ; 
But, och ! it hardens a' within. 

And petrifies the feeling ! " 

But there is plenty to show that the writer was 
a great deal better at preaching than at practice. 
And he owns as much himself in his own epi- 
taph : — 

" Is there a man, whose judgment clear 
Can others teach the course to steer, 
Tet runs, himself, life's mad career 

Wild as the wave ? — 
Here pause — and, thro' the starting tear, 

Sur\'ey this grave.** 



; 
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And now for a little narrative. In the November of 1784 Elizabeth Paton bore 
him a daughter — ^< the First Instance/' so he wrote above his Welcamef *^ that en- 
titled him to the Venerable Appellation of Father." The mother is described as 
<< yery plain-looking,'* but of ^^ an exceedingly handsome figure ; " '^ rade and on- 
cultivated to a great degree," with a ^' strong masculine understanding, and a thor- 
ough, though unwomanly, contempt for any sort of refinement ; " withal, '^ so actiye^ 
honest, and independent a creature " that Mrs. Bums would have had Robert 
marry her, but '^ both my aunts and Uncle Gilbert opposed it," in the belief that 
*^ the faults of her character would soon have disgusted him." There had been no 
promise on his part ; and though the reporter (his niece, Isabella Begg) has hit 
own sister's warrant — Mrs. Begg, by the way, was rather what her brother, in a 
mood of acute fraternal piety, might possibly have called " a bletherin' b— teh " 
— for saying that ^^ woman never loved man with a more earnest devotion than 
that poor woman did him," he is nowise sentimentalized about her. She is identi- 
fied with none of his songs ; and while there is a pleasant reference to her in the 

Welcome : 

" Thy mither's person, grace, and merit," 

she is recognisably the '* paitrick " of the Epistle to Rankine, she is certainly die 
heroine of The Fornicator, she probably does duty in the Reply to a Trimming 
Epistle, none of which pieces shows the writer's *^ penchant h, I'adorable," etc.^ to 
advantage. No doubt, they were addressed to men. No doubt, too, they were» 
first and last, satirical impeachments of the Kirk : impeachments tinctured with the 
peasant's scorn of certain existing circumstances, and done with all the vigour and 
the furia which one particular peasant — a peasant who could see through shame 
and was intolerant of them — could with both hands bestow. And that the women 
did not resent their share in such things is shown by the fact that such things got 
done. It was ^' the tune of the time " — in the peasant-world at least. Still, ■• 
Diderot says somewhere or other, ^^ On aime celle h, qui on le donne, on est aimj 
de celle k qui on le prend." And one can't help regretting that there are few or 
none but derisive references to Betty Paton in her lover's work. 



TV 

Of vastly greater importance than his mistresses, at this or any period of his litoy 
is the entity, which, with an odd little touch of Eighteenth Century formality, he 
loved to call his Muse. That entity was now beginning to take shape and sab* 
stance as a factor in the sum of the world's happiness ; and the coming of that 
other entity in whose existence he took so high a pride and so constant a delight— 
I mean ^' the Bard " — was but a matter of time. Burns had been ever a rhym^ 
ster ; and Burns, who, as Stevenson observed, and as the Notes to [this Yolome 
and more especially those to the Centenary Eklition show], '^was always ready 
to borrow the hint of a design, as though he had some difficulty in commen- 
cing," had begun by borrowing his style, as well as divers hints of designs, from 
^tall-artists and neighbour-cuckoos. But, once Emancipated, once a man, once 
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prmctically assured of the primal concerns of life, once conscious that (after all) 

he might have the root of the matter in him, the merely local poet begins to 

warer and dislimn, and the Burns of Poor Mailie (written at Lochlie) and the 

Epistle to Davie reigns — intermittently, perhaps, but obviously — in his stead. 

It is all OTer with stall - artists and neighbour - cuckoos. Poor Fergusson's book ^ 

has fallen into his hands, and (as he says in his ridiculous way) has "caused 

him to string anew his wildly-sounding rustic lyre with emulating vigour." At 

last the hour of the Vernacular Muse has come ; and he is hip to haunch with 

nch adepts in her mystery as the Sempills, and Hamilton of Gilbertfield, and 

Allan Ramsay, and Robert Fergusson, and the innominates whose verses, decent 

or not, have lived in his ear since childhood — catching their tone and their 

•entiment ; mastering their rhythms ; copying their methods ; considering their 

effects in the one true language of his mind.^ He could write deliberate English, 

and, when he wanted to be not so much sincere as impressive and *^ fine," he wrote 

English deliberately, as the worse and weaker part of his achievement remains to 

prove. He could even vrrite English, as Jourdain talked prose, " without knowing 

it** — as we know irom Scots WhaHae. He read Pope, Shenstone, Beattie, Grold- 

tmith. Gray, and the rest, with so much enthusiasm that one learned Editor has 

iBide an interesting little list of pilferings from the works of these distinguished 

bongs. But, so far as I can see, he might have lived and died an English-writing 

Scot, and nobody been a thrill or a memory the better for his work. It is true that 

■Bch of the Saturday Night and the Vision and the Mountain Daisy is written 

IB En^^h ; * but one may take leave to wonder if these pieces, with so much else 

* E»beit FergUASon (1750-1774) was certainly Churchyard; pot leave from the managers to put 



ApraM influence in Bumn's poetical life. Nev- 
HtWMi — or shall I mt consequently? — he has 
ka4 lew than justice from the mo^t of Bums's 
UilWf . Tct in his way he was so remarkable a 
octtore that there can be no question but in his 
^HSk, at foar-«nd-twenty, a great loss was in- 
iieted on Scottish literature. He had intelli- 
fnoe and an ere, a right touch of humour, the 
pfu of inrention and observation and style, to- 
ffttWr with a true feeling for country and city 
■tt«: and his work in the Vernacular (his Eng- 
&A Tcne is rubbish), with its easy expressive- 
■■«, its virid and unshrinking realism, and a 
■■it in the matter of character and situation 
*M Bakes it not readable onlv but interest- 

m 

■f t» art, at the same time that it is valuable 
■ Urtorr, it nothing less than memorable ; es- 
?«iyiy in view of the miserable circumstances 
^*i p«*or lad was a starveling scrivener, and 
^ fitftlr of drink, in the public madhouse — 
• vbth it was done. Bums, who learned much 
** Ftfgnsww, was an enthusiast in his regard 
^ Ub: bared his head and shed tears over *' the 
C»t9 Bound and the scattered gowans " under 
vlich he found hit exemplar lying in Canongate 



up a headstone at his own cost there, and wrote 
an epitaph to be inscribed upon it, one line of 
which — 

" No storied urn nor animated bust," 

is somehow to l)e read in Gray's Elegy in a Coiin- 
try Churchyard. Fergusson was as essentially an 
Edinburgh product (the old Scots capital — gay, 
squalid, drunken, dirty, lettered, venerable — 
lives in his verses much as Bums knew it twelve 
years after his death) as the late R. L. S. him- 
self; and, while I write, old memories come back 
to me of the admiring terms — terms half-plaWul, 
half-afifectionate — in which the later artist was 
wont to speak of his all !)ut forgotten ancestor. 

3 I do not forget that Thigald Stewart noted the 
correctness of his si)eech and the success with 
which he avoided the use of Scotticisms. But in 
his day Scots was not an accent but a living 
tongue ; and he certainly could not have talked 
at Mauchline and at Dumfries as he did in a 
more or less polite and Anglificd £xlinburgh. 

s He contrives a compromise, to admirable 
purpose, too, in Tarn o' ShanUry which is written 
partly in English and partly in the Vernacular. 
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of Boms's own, would have escaped the *' iniquity of Oblivion/' had they not 
chanced, to their good fortune, to be companioned with Halloween, and Holy Willie, 
and The AtUd Farmer to his Avid Mare, and a score of masterpieces besides, 
in which the Vernacular is carried to the highest level — in the matter of force 
and fire, and brilliancy of diction, and finality of effect, to name but these — it has 
ever reached in verse. ^ Let this be as it may, there can be no question that when 
Bums wrote English he wrote what, on his own confession, was practically a for- 
ejgn tongue — a tongue in which he, no more than Fergusson or Ramsay, could 
express himself to any sufficing purpose ; but that, when he used the dialect which 
he had babbled in babyhood, and spoken as boy and youth and man — the tongue, 
too, in which the chief exemplars and the ruling influences of his poetical life had 
wrought — he at once revealed himself for its greatest master since Dunbar.' 



But (1) Tarn o* Shanter is in a rhythmufi classical 
in Scotland since the time of Barbour's Bruce ; 
(2) the English parts of Tarn o* Shanttr are of no 
particular merit as poetry — that is^ "the only 
words in the only order;" and (3) the best of 
Tam o* Shanttr 'm in the Vernacular alone. CJon- 
trast, for instance, the diabolical fire and move- 
ment and energy of these lines: 

'*Tliey reei'd, they set, they cross'd, they cleekit, 
Till ilka carlin swat and reekit, 
And coost her duddies to the wark, 
And linket at it in her sark," 

with another famous — perhaps too famous — 
passage: 

" But pleasures are like poppies spread: 
You seize the flowfr, its bloom is shed," etc. 

In the second the result is merely Hudibrastic. 
In the first the suggestion — of mingled fur}' and 
Htink and motion and heat and immitigable ar- 
dour — could only have been conveyed by the 
Vernacular Bums. 

1 It was Wordsworth's misfortune that, being 
in revolt against Augustan ideals and a worn- 
out poetic slang, he fell in with Bums, and 
sought to make himself out of common English 
just such a vocabulary as Bums's own. For he 
forgot that the Vernacular, in which his exemplar 
achieved such surprising and delectable results, 
had been a literary language for centuries when 
Bums began to work in it — that Bums, in fact, 
was handling with consummate skill a tool whose 
capacity had been long since proved by Ramsay 
and Fergusson and the greater men who went 
before them ; and, having no models to copy, and 
no verbal inspiration but his own to keep him 
straight, he came to immortal grief, not once but 
many tJmes. It is pretended, too, that in the 
matter of style Bums had a strong infiuence on 
Byron. But had he ? Byron praises Bums, of 



course; but is there ever a trace of Bums the * 
IjTist in the Byron songs ? Again, the Byron of 
Childe Jlarold and the tales was as it were a Ba- 
bel in himself, and wrote Scott plus Coleridge 
plus 'M.ooreplus Beattie and Pope and the Augus- 
tan Age at large ; while the Bj-ron of Beppo and 
the Vition and Don Juan approves himself the 
master of a style of such infemal brilliancy and 
variety, of such a capacity for ranging heaven- 
high and hell-dcep, that it cannot without ab- 
surdity be referred to anything except the fact 
that he also was a born great writer. 

3 For that is what it comes to in the end. "fk 
may seem to have little to do with Catholic and 
Feudal Scotland, and as little with the Scotland 
of the Early Reformation and the First Covenant 
Also, it is now impossible to say if he knew any 
more of Scott and Dunbar and the older makers 
(Davie Lindsay and Barbour excepted) than he 
found in The Ever Green^ which Ramsay garbled 
out oi The Bannatyne MS.^ if he were re«d in 
Pinkerton (1786), or if he got any more out <d 
Grawain Douglas than the verse which serves as 
a motto to Tam o* Shanter (which, after all, may 
have been found for him by some adept in old 
Scots poetry — Glenriddell or another). The 
Scotland he represents, and of which his ver»e» 
are the mirror, is the Scotland out of which th© 
"wild Whigs" had crushed the taste for every- 
thing but fornication and theology and such ex- 
pressions of derision and revolt as Jenny M^Cratr 
and Erroch Brae — the Scotland whose literary 
beginnings date, you *d fancy, not from Henry- 
son, not from Dunbar and Douglas and the Lyon 
King-at^Arms, but from Sempill of Beltrees and 
the men who figure in the three issues of Watson's 
Choice Collection. But Ramsay and his fellows 
were a revival — not a new birth. The Vernacu- 
lar School is one and indivisible. There are 
breaks in the effect ; but the tradition remains 
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More, imieh more, than that : his bearings once found, he marked his use of it bj 
the dbooyerj of a quantity hitherto unknown in literature. Himself, to wit — the 
amaiing eomponnd of style and sentiment with gaiety and sympathy, of wit and 
loidemesB with radiant humour and an admirable sense of art, which is Robert 
Boma. 

He could write ill, and was capable of fustian. But, excepting in his ^* Epi- 
l^rams " and " Epitaphs " and in his imitations of poets whose methods he did not 
undentand, be was nearly always a great writer, and he was generally (to say the 
leist) incapable of fustian in the Vernacular. In essaying the effects of Pope and 
SkHHtone and those other unfamiliars, he was like a man with a personal hand set 
to imitate a writing-master's copy : he made as good a shot as he could at it, but 
tliare was none of himself in the result. It was otherguess work when he took on 
tiM methods and the styles in which his countrymen had approved themselves ; 
these he could compass so well that he could far surpass his exemplars technically, 
and eoold adequately express the individual Burns besides. The Death and Dy^ 
mff Words of Poor Mailie (written at Lochlie, and therefore very early work) 
tnee back to Gilbertfield's Bonnie Heck ; but the older piece is realistic in purpose 
and bratal in effect, while in the later — to say nothing of the farce in Hughoc — 
the whole philosophy of life of a decent mother-ewe is imagined with delightful 
iMBooTy and set forth in terms so kindly in spirit and so apt in style, that the 
Ikaih and Dying Words is counted one of the im perishables in English letters. 
Cntml, again, the Elegy, written some time after the Death and Dying Words, 
nnmotial beast, with its exemplars in Watson and Ramsay : 

" He was right nacky in his way, 
An' eydent baith be night and day ; 
He wi' the lads his part could play 

When right sair fleed, 
He g^art them good bull-sillar pay ; 

But now he ' s dead. . 



»> 



** Wha *11 jow Ale on my drouthy Tongue, 
To cool the heat of Lights and Lung ? 
Wha 11 bid me, when the Kaile-bell 's rung, 

To Baird me speed ? . . . 
Wha 11 set me by the Barrel-bung ? 

Since Sanny 's dead ? . . ." 

*^ He was good Company at Jeists, 
And wanton when he came to Feasts 
He seom'd the Converse of great Beasts 

[F]or a Sheep's-head ; 
He leugh at Stories about Ghaists — 

Blyth Willie 's dead," 

And Barns, for all his comparatire the \ant of that noble line which begins with 
; dMoaidadirectljfroin, and is, in fact, Robert Henryson. 
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and you shall find the difEerence still more glaring. Cleverness apart — cleverness 
and the touch of life, the element of realism — the Laments for Hah Simson and 
Sanny Briggs, for John Cowper and Luckie Wood and the Writer Lithgow,^ are 
merely squaJid and cynical ; while in every line the Elegy ^ in despite of realism 
and the humorous tone and intent (essential to the models and therefore inevitable , 
in the copy) is the work of a writer of genius, who is also a generous human being.' 
Very early work, again, are Com Rigs and Oreen Grow the Rashes \ in sugges- 
tion, inspiration, technical quality, both are unalterably Scots ; and in both the 
effect of mastery and completeness is of those that defy the touch of Time. To 
compare these two and any two of Bums's songs in English, or pseudo-English, is 
to realise that the poet of these two should never have ventured outside the pale of 
his supremacy. English had ten thousand secrets which he knew not, nor could 
ever have known, except imperfectly ; for he recked not of those innumerable tra- . 
ditions, associations, connotations, surprises, as it were ambitions, which make up 
the romantic and the literary life of words — even as he was penetrated and pos- 
sessed by the sense of any such elements as may have existed in the Vernacular* 
Thus, if he read Milton, it was largely, if not wholly, with a view to getting 
himself up as a kind of Tarbolton Satan. He was careless, so I must contend, of 
Shakespeare. With such knowledge as he could glean from song-books, he was 
altogether out of touch with the Elizabethans and the Carolines. Outside the 
Vernacular, in fact, he was a rather unlettered Eighteenth Century Englishman, 
and the models which he must naturally prefer before all others were academic, 
stilted, artificial, and unexemplary to the highest point. It may be that I read 
the verse of Burns, and all Scots verse, with something of that feeling of '^ pre- 
ciousness " whicli everybody has, I take it, in reading a language, or a dialect, not 
his own — the feeling whicli blinds one to certain sorts of defect, and gives one an 
uncritical capacity for appreciating certain sorts of merit. However this be, I can 
certainly read my mother-tongue ; and most Englishmen — with, I should imagine, 
many Scots — will agree with me in the wish that Bums, for all the brilliant com- 
promise between Scots and English which is devised and done in Tarn o' Shanter 
and elsewhere, had never pretended to a mastery which assuredly he had not, nor 
in his conditions ever could have had. 



1 All five, together with Kamsay's on Luckie 
Spence (an Edinburgh bawd) and Last Words of 
a Wretched Miser^ should be read for the sake 
of their likeness, and at the same time their un- 
likeness, to not a little in Bums, and in illustra- 
tion of the truth that the Vernacular tradition 
was one of humorous, and even brutal realism. 
I have cited R. L. S. in connexion with Fergus- 
son. He had a far higher esteem for that maker 
than he had for that maker's ancestor, Allan 
Ramsay. Yet he quoted to me one day a stanza 
from the John Cowper^ a certain phrase in which 
— a phrase obscenely significant of death — was, 



we presently agreed, as good an example of ''the 
Squalid-Picturesque " as could be found out of 
Villon. 

3 His suppression of such an old-fashioned 
touch in the first draft as this one : 

" Now Robin greetan chows the hams 
Of Mailie dead," 

is significant. It is quite in the vein of BonnU 
Heckf as indeed are the first four stanzas. But it 
would have ruined the JSlegy as the world has 
known it since 1786. 
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I have atrcHseil this point because I wish to stress another, aad with a view ta 
'luting dear, and to setting in its proper perspective, the fact that, genius apart, 
ii^nu iras no miracle but a Datura] developmeat of circumstance and time. The-^^, 
'.lii at pat«at enough to all but thnm 4hnti ^for a superstition's sake, insist o n i goot ^ 
n^ history, and decline to reco^ise tlie unchanging processes of natnral and social 
La*. Without the achievement of j£schylus. there can be no such perfection as \^ 
Siqihaclea : juut as, that perfection achieved, the decline of Tragedy, as in Earip- 
Idflh b but a matter of time. But for the Middle Ages and tlie reaction agwnat r^''> 
ibt Middle Ages there conld have been no Ronsard. no Rabelais, no Montnigne in 
Ptura. Had there been no Surrey and no Marlowe, no Chaucer and no Ovid (lo 
ume no more tlian these in a hundred inflnences), who shall take on himself Iw 
ttj the shape in which we now should be privileged to regard tlie great«st artist 
Ah ever expressed himself in speech ? It is in all departments of human energy 
a in Ibe eternal round of nature. There can be no birth where there is no pre- 
pcntion. The sower must take his seedsheet. and go afield into ground prepared 
Ivhia aiini>tratians ; or there can be no harvest The Poet spring from a coin- 
fM ot Ideals and exiierit-nces and achievements, whose essences he absorbs and 
whose absence he could not be the Poet This is especially true 
He was the last of a school. It culminaterl in him, because ho had 
(vnins, and genius of ;i finer, a rarer, and a mure generous tjuality. tlian all 
estora put together. But he cannot fairly be said to have con- 
anything to it except himself. He invented none of its forms; its spirit 
iMtw of his originating ; its ideals and standards of perfection were discovered 
partly icAlised by other men ; and he had a cert^n timidity as it were a 
conception — a kind of unreadiness in initjative — which makes 
largely dependent upon his exemplars than any other great poet lias ever 
■■=. Not only does he take whatever the Vernacular ScJiool can give in such 
^iiivn as (one, sentiment, method, diction, ])fara8e ; but also, he is content lo run 
-~ Mt to b for suggestions as regards ideas and for models in style. Hamilton 
' 'jBbertfitld and Allan Ramsay conventionalise the Rhymed Epistle ; and he 
"■tfla tb« convention as it left their hanils. and produces epistles in rhyme which 
«fkwified I lain il ton-Ramsay. Fei^sson writes Caller Water, and L&ith Bares, 
ioj TKt Farmer'/ Imjle, and Plaiutttanes and Catisey. and the Otle to the GotcH- 
V**; and b« follows suit with Scotch Drink, and the Saturday Night, and Thtt 
3"' t Fair, and The Brigs of Ayr, and tlie Mmise and the Mountain Daityl 
■-apiU of IJeltrees sUrU a tradition with Tfie Pi/ier of KUbnrfhan ; and lUi 
'^ is plata in the elegies on Tarn Samson and Poor Mailie. Ramsay sees » 
' n««,»ul tinken old, indecent songs, and writes comic tales in glib oeto-syllabics ;| 
■J tastinetively and naturally Burns Joes all three. It is as though some tonoh 
'- nvalry werv needed to put him on bis mettle : ' as though, instead of writing 



xxxii ROBERT BURNS 



and caring for himself alone, as Keats and Byron did, and Shelley — new men 
all, and founders of dynasties, not final expressions of sovranty — to be himself 
he must still be emulous of some one else. This is not written as a reproach : it is 
stated as a fact. On the strength of that fact one cannot choose but abate the old, 
I fantastic estimate of Burns's originality. But originality (to which, by the way, he 
laid no claim) is but one element in the intricately formed and subtly ordered 
plexus which is called genius ; and I do not know that we need think any the less 
of Bums for that it is not predominant in him. Original or not, he had the Ver- 
nacular and its methods at his fingers' ends. He wrote the heroic couplet (on the 
Dryden-Pope convention) clumsily, and without the faintest idea of what it had 
been in Marlowe's hands, without the dimmest foreshadowing of what it was pre- 
sently to be in Keats's ; he had no skill in what is called ^* blank verse " — by 
which I mean the metre in which Shakespeare triumphed, and Milton after Shake- 
speare, and Thomson and Cowper, each according to his lights, after Shakespeare 
and Milton ; he was a kind of hob-nailed Gray in his use of choric strophes and in 
his apprehension of the ode. But he entered into the possession of such artful and 
difficult stanzas as that of Montgomerie's Banks of Helicon and his own favourite 
sextain as an heir upon the ownership of an estate which he has known in all its 
details since he could know anything. It was fortunate for him and for his book, 
as it was fortunate for the world at large — as, too, it was afterwards to be fortu- 
nate for Scots song — that he was 'thus imitative in kind and thus traditional in 
practice. He had the sole ear of the Vernacular Muse ; there was not a tool in 
her budget of which he was not master ; and he took his place, the moment he 
moved for it, not so much, perhaps, by reason of his uncommon capacity ^ as be- 
cause he discovered himself to his public in the very terms — of diction, form, 
style, sentiment even — with which that public was familiar from of old, and in 
which it was waiting and longing to be addressed. 

It was at Mossgiel that the enormous possibilities in Bums were revealed to 
Bums himself ; and it was at Mossgiel that he did nearly all his best and strongest 
work. The revelation once made, he stayed not in his course, but wrote master- 
piece after masterpiece, with a rapidity, an assurance, a command of means, a 
brilliancy of effect, which make his achievement one of the most remarkable in 
English letters. To them that can rejoice in the Vernacular his very titles are 
enough to recall a little special world of variety and character and delight — the 

raptured " him *'to walk in the sheltered side of tions of the English BardSy because it was written 

a wood, or high plantation, in a cloudy winter on a convention which was as old as Bishop Hall, 

dav," and hear the wind roaring in the trees. and had been used by every satirist from the time 

Then was his *^ best season for devotion/' for then of that master down to Matthias and Giiford. If 

was his mind " rapt up in a kind of enthusiasm to he had cast his Ubellus into the octaves of Dtm 

EUmwho . . . * walks on the wings of the wind.' ** Jt«in, the strong presumption is that it would 

The *' rapture" and the "exaltation" are but have fallen still-born from the press. Other 

dimly and vaguely reflected in his Winter. But cases in point are Blake, Wordsworth, Shelley, 

if some -ancestor had tried to express a kindred Keats, and Browning; the manner of each was 

feeling, then had Winter been a masterpiece. new, and not all have reached the general yet. 



^ In the same way, Byron sold four or five edi- 
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world, in fact, where you can take your choice among lyrical gems like Corn Rigs 
and Ghreen Chow the Rashes and Mary Morlson and masterpieces of satire like 
Holy Willie and the Address to the Unco Child. To this time belong The JoUy 
Bsg^fors and Halloween and Ths Holy Fair; to this time the Louse and the 
Jfovie, the Atdd Mare and the Twa Days ; to this time, Scotch Drink and the 
Address to the D&il, the Earnest Cry and the Mountain Daisy, the Epistles to 
South and Rankine and Sillar and Lapraik, the Elegies on Tam Samson and the 
B0rei4o-be-forgotten Mailie, the Reply to a Tailor and the Welcome and tlie Sat- 
nrday Night. In some, as The Ordination, The Holy Tidyie, and, despite an 
onrifalled and inimitable picture of drunkenness. Hornbook itself, with others in a 
greater or less degree, the interest, once you have appreciated the technical quality 
IS it deeervest is very largely local and particular.^ In others, as the Saturday 
Sight uA The Vision (after the first stanzas of description), it is also very largely 
•ntimental ; and in both these it is further vitiated by ^e writer's *'*' falling to his 
English," to a purpose not exhilarating to the knower of Shakespeare and Milton 
and Herriek. But all this notwithstanding, and notwithstanding quite a little 
oovd of careless rhymes, the level of excellence is one that none but the bom 
gntt writer can maintain. Bold, graphic, variable, expressive, packed with obser- 
Titioiiiaiid ideas, the phrases go ringing and glittering on through verse after verse, 
tboagh stave after stave, through poem after poem, in a way that makes the read- 
lag of this peasant a peculiar pleasure for the student of style.^ And if, with an 
<ji for words and effects in words, that student have also the faculty of laughter, 
tiia are his admiration and his pleasure multiplied ten-fold. For the master- 
<Iiility of Boms, the quality which has gone, and will ever go, the furthest to 
win him universally and perennially acceptable — acceptable in Melbourne (say) 
ft bndred years hence as in Mauchline a hundred years syne — is humour. His 
■iitiinent is sometimes strained, obvious, and deliberate — as might be expected of 



* IWre ii A tense in which the most are local 
-m puDchlal even. In Hot}/ Willie \X»e\i the 
^ii not merely the Scots Calrinistic pharisee : 
k • • puticalar expresAion of that type; the 
*^ Ma local satire introducing the " kail and 
f««oct" of a local scandal. Take, too, The 
^fFnr: the cirGumntances, the mannens the 
**«*rt»r». the experience — all are local . Apply 
*n«t to almost any — not forgetting the Tam 
' ^^nier which is the top of Bums's achieve- 
■«— sad the result is the same. 

'h k not, remember, for "the love of lovely 
**fi»^' not for such perfections of human utter- 
*i^ i* abound in Shakespeare : 
"tMiuf pale streams with heavenly alchemy,'* 
•sSGhoB: 

'■y«wto the moon in wavering morrice move,'* 
b Keats: 



"Aid hides the green hill in an April shroud," 



in Herrick: 

" Ye have been fresh and green, 
Ye have been tilled with flowers, 
And ve the walks have been 
^V^le^e maids have spent their hours,** 

that we revert to Bums. Felicities he has — 
felicities innumerable : but his forebears set them- 
selves to be humorous, racy, natural, and he could 
not choose but follow their lead. The Colloquial 
triumphs in his verse as n(»where outside the 
Vifion and Don Juan : l)ut for Beauty we must 
go elsewhither. He has all manner of qualities 
— wit, fancy, vision of a kind, nature, gaiety, the 
richest humour, a sort of homespun verbal niairic. 
But, if we be in quest of B«*nuty, w«» must e'en 
ignore him, and " fall to our English " — «»f who«e 
secrets, as I *ve saitl, he never so much a*< sus- 
pected the existence, and whose supreme capaci- 
ties were sealed from him until the end. 
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the poet who foundered two pocket-copies of that very silly and disgusting book| 
The Man of Feeling ; and it often rings a little false, as in mach of the Saturday 
Night. Bat his hnmoor — broad, rich, prevailing, now lascivious or gargantuan 
and now fanciful or jocose, now satirical and brutal and now instinct with sympathy, 
— is ever irresistible. Holy Willie is much more vigorously alive in London, and 
Melbourne, and Cape Town to-day than poor drunken old Will Fisher was in the 
Mauchline of 1785. That ** pagan full of pride," the vig^ant, tricksy, truculent, 
familiar, true-blue Devil lives ever in Bums's part pitying and fanciful, part humor- 
ous and controversial presentment ; but he has long since faded out of his strong- 
holds in the Kirk : — 

" But fare-you-weel, Auld Niekie-Ben I 
O, wad ye tak' a thought an' men' 1 
Ye aiblins might — I dinna ken — 

Still hae a stake : 
I 'm wae to think upo' yon den, 
Ev'n for your sake ! ** 

Lockhart, ever the true Son of the Manse, was so misguided — so mansified, to 
coin a word — as to wish that Bums had written a Holy Fair in the spirit and to 
the purpose of The Cotter's Saturday Night. But the bright, distinguishing qual- 
ities of The Holy Fair are humour and experience and sincerity ; the intent of 
the Saturday Night is idyllic and sentimental, as its effect is laboured and unreal ; 
and I, for my part, would not give my Holy Fair, still less my Halloween or my 
Jolly Beggars — observed, selected, excellently reported — for a wilderness of 
Saturday Nights. It is not hard to understand that (given the prestance of its 
author) the Saturday Night was doomed to popularity from the first ; ^ being of 
its essence sentimental and therefore pleasingly untrue, and being, also of its es- 
sence, patriotic — an assertion of the honour and the glory and the piety of Scot- 
land. But that any one with an eye for fact and an ear for verse should prefer its 
tenuity of inspiration and its poverty of rhythm and diction before the sincere and 
abounding humour and the notable mastery of means, before the plenitude of life 
and the complete accord of design and effect, by which Halloween and The J3My 
Fair, and nine tenths of the early pieces in the Vernacular are distinguished, ap- 
pears inexplicable. In these Bums is an artist and a poet, in the Saturday Night 
he is neither one nor other. In these, and in Tarn o* Shanter, the Scots School 
culminates — as English Drama, with lyrical and elegiac English, culminates in 
Othello and the Sonnets, in Antony and Cleopatra and the Adonis and The Rape 
of Lu(yrece — more gloriously far than the world would ever have wagered on its 
beginnings. It is die most individual asset in the heritage bequeathed by '^ the 



1 And such popularity! " Poosie Nancy *8 " — poem that, printed and framed and glazed, if 

(thus writes a friend, even as these sheets are hung in the place of honour on its walls? * T%% 

passing through the press) — "or rather a house Jollxf 5e^^ar« — naturally ? * Not a bit of it. 

on the site of Pooaie Nancy's, is, as you know, Tht Cotter* s Saturday Night! Surrounded, too, 

still a tavern. There is a large room (for par- by engravings depicting its choicest moment! 

ties) at the back. And what, think you, is the and its most affecting scenes.'* 
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Bud ; ** and still more, perhaps,^ than the Songs, it stamps and keeps him the 

Nadonal Poet. The woiid it pictures — the world of '* Scotch morals, Scotch 

Rdigioii, and Scotch drink " — may be ugly or not (as refracted through his tem- 

penunent* it is not). Ugly or not, however, it was the world of Burns ; to paint it 

WM part of his mission ; it lives for us in his pictures ; and many such attempts at 

fBeoostniction as The Earthly Paradise and The Idylls of the King will *^ fade 

far away, dissolve," and be quite forgotten, ere these pictures disfeature or dislimn. 

He bad the good sense to concern himself with the life he knew. The way of real- 

km * lay broadly beaten by his ancestors, and was natural to his feet ; he followed 

it with vision, with humour, with " inspiration and sympathy," and with art ; and 

in the sequel he is found to be one in the first flight of English poets after Milton, 

Chancer, Shakespeare. 



I take it that Bums was not more multifarious in his loves than most others in 
whom the primordial instinct is of peculiar strength. But it was written that Eng- 
Ui literature — the literature of Chaucer, Shakespeare, Fielding — should be 
tmed into a kind of schoolgirls' playground ; so that careful Editors have done 
tUr best to make him even as themselves, and to fit him with a suit of practical 



* Iiir. "perhapt," becau^ Bum^ among the 
moil at Itmst, is better Hang thjui read. But 
^ tfe Songn, hift own and those which are effects 
•f • coDabonUion, be the more national, the 
Nap are the greater, and it is chiefly to the 
that Bums is indebted for his place 



m 



' h it rlaimed for him, with perfect truth, that 
bmt itimigfat to Nature. But the Vernacular 
■ikm seldom did anything else. An inteni«e 
■i iliding conscioasness of the common circum- 
^■as of life was ever the distinguishing note 
^^Mm Poetry. It thrills through Henryson, 
^•^ Dnnlkar and the Douglas of certain 
"fWsigB*' to Entadoi, through Lindsay and 
Ix^ throogh the nameless lyrist of PetbiU at 
^rk$ and CkriMCt Kirk on ike Orten, through 
■iA af ne Banmatyne M8., the Sempill of the 
ydtm-Bitekcpe, the Hontgomerie of the /7y- 
%viih Folwarth and of certain sonnets: 

"law reid herring reistit in the reik.'* 

^ if tfto aadtblo in the Gmid and Godiie BallaU ; 

tti after tbt cilciice it ia heard tnew in the verse 

■kirfc was made despite the Kirk, and in the veri«e 

Ueh proceeded from that Terse — the verse, that 

^ M Raottay and Fergnsson and Bums. This 

*ivid and carious interest in facts is, as I think, a 

tlnKterifltk of the "perfenrid ingyne.'* Com- 

9«». for inaCance, Pitseottie and Knox on the 

audrr of Cardinal Beaton. The one is some- 



thing naive, the other as it were Shakespearean; 
but in both the element of (Mirticularity is vital 
to the complete effect. These are two instances 
only; but I could easily give two hundred. (See 
poit p. Ivii, Note 1.) To return to Bums and hi» 
treatment of weather (say) and landscape. His 
verse is full of realities : 

" When Ivart leaves bestrow the vird. 
Or, wavering like the bauckie-bird. 

Bedim cauld Boreas* blast ; 
When haiUtanes drive wi' bitter skvte." . . . 

The bum stealing under the long yellow broom : 

"When, tumbling brown, the bum comes 
down." . . . 

'' The speedy gleams the darkness swal- 
lowed." . . . 

"Yon murkv cloud is foul with rain.** . . . 

"November chill blaws loud wi* angry 
sugh,'* 

all exact Iv noted and vividlv recorded (a most 
instroctive instance is the "bumie** stanza in 
Hallow ten ; for he had, they say, a peculiar de- 
light in mnning water). But for great, imagina- 
tive impressions: — 

** Those green-robed senators of mighty woods. 
Tall oaks branch-charmM by the earnest 
stars,** 

vou turn to other books than his. 
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and literary morals, which, if his own verse cuiv ■ > mean anything, he woald 
have refused, with all the contumely of which his *^ Carrick lips " were capable, to 
wearJ Nothing has exercised their ingenuity, their talent for chronology, their 
capacity for invention (even), so vigorously as the task of squaring their tiieory of 
Bums with the story of his marriage and the legend of his Highland Lassie. And 
now is the moment to deal with both. 

Elizabeth Paton's child was bom in the November of 1784. In the April of 
that year, a^ewjq^ks after the general settlement at Mossgiel, he made Uie ac- 
quaintance oiT&mour^the mason's daughter^ JaflB. She was a handsome, lively 
g^rl ; the acquaintance ripened into love on both sides ; and in the end, after what 
dates approve a prolonged and serious courtship, Armour fell with child. Her 
condition being discovered. Burns, after some strong revulsions of feeling against 
— not Jean, I hope, but the estate of marriage, gave her what he presently had 
every reason to call ** an unlucky paper," recognising her as his wife ; and, had 
things been allowed to drift in the usual way, the world had lacked an unforgotten 
scandal and a g^at deal of silly writing. This, though, was not to be. Old Ar- 
mour — '^ a bit mason body, who used to snuff a guid deal, and gey af 'en tak' a 
bit dram " — is said to have '^ hated " Bums ; so that he would '^ reyther hae 
seen the Deil himsel ' comin' to the hoose to coort his dochter than him/' Thus a 
contemporary of both Armour and Burns ; and in any case Armour knew Bums 
for a needy and reckless man, the father of one by>blow, a rebel at odds with the 
Orthodox, of whom, in existing circumstances, it would be vain to ask a comfort- 
able living. So he first obliged Jean to give up the " unlucky paper," with a view 
to unmaking any engagement it might confirm,^ and then sent her to Paisley, to be 
out of her lover's way. In the meanwhile Burns himself was in straits, and had 
half-a-dozen designs in hand at once. Mossgiel was a failure ; he had resolved to 
deport himself to the West Indies ; he had made up his mind to print, and the 
Kilmarnock Edition was setting, when Jean was sent into exile. Worst of all, he 
seems to have been not very sure whether he loved or not. When he knew that 
he and she had not eluded the Inevitable, he wrote to James Smith that " against 
two things — staying at home and owning her conjugally " — he was *' fixed as 
fate." " The first," he says, " by heaven I will not do ! " Then, in a burst of 
Don-Juanism — Don-Juanism of the kind that protests too much to be real — ^* the 
last, by hell I will never do." Follows a gush of sentimentalism (to Smith), which 
is part nerves and part an attempt — as the run on the g*B and the w*8 shows — 
at literature : " A good God bless you, and make you happy up to the warmest 
weeping wish of parting friendship.' And this is succeeded by a message to the 
poor, pregnant creature, of whom, but two lines before, he has sworn " by hell " 

1 I take it that the paper was "unlucky," be- not, Auld (who probably had a strong objection 

cause it became a weapon in old Armour's hands, to the marriage) was guilty of an illegal act in 

and was the means of inflicting on the writer the certifying Bums a bachelor. Bums, in fact, was 

worst and the most painful experience of his life. completely justified in his anger with the Kirk 

At the same time there seems to be no doubt that and in the scorn with which he visited the tyr- 

it made Jean Mrs. Bums, so that, consciously or anny of her ministers. 
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that he will never make her honest : ^' If you see Jean, tell her I will meet her, 
so help me Grod in my hour of need." This scrap is undated, hut it must have 
heen written hefore 17th February, 1786, when he wrote thus to Richmond : '* I 
am extremely happy with Smith ; he is the only friend I have now in Mauchline." 
Well, he does meet Jean ; and, his better nature getting the upper hand, the ^* un- 
lucky paper " is written. Then on the 20th March he writes thus to Muir : " I 
intend to have a gill between us or a mutchkin stoup," for the reason that it *^ will 
be a great comfort and consolation " — which seems to show that Jean has repu- 
diated him some time between the two letters. Before the 2d April, on which 
day the Kirk-Session takes cognisance of the matter, Jean has gone to Paisley ; 
the *' unlucky paper " is cancelled (apparently about the 14th April, the names 
were cut out with a penknife) ; so that Don Juan finds himself plant^4b, and being 
not really Don Juan — as what sentimentalist could be ? -«- he does not affect 
Don Juan any more. The prey has turned upon the hunter ; the deserter becomes 
the deserted, the privilege of repudiation, ^' by hell " or otherwise, has passed to 
the other side. The man's pride, inordinate for a peasant, is cut to the quick ; and 
his unrivalled capacity for ^' battering himself into an affection " or a mood has a 
really notable opportunity for display. In love before, he is ten times more in 
love than ever ; he feels his loss to desperation ; he becomes the disappointed lover 
— even the true-souled, generous, adoring victim of a jilt : 

** A jillet brak his heart at last 
That 's owre the sea." 

In effect, his position was sufficiently distracting. He had made oath that he 
would not marry Jean ; then he had practically married her ; then he found that 
nobody wanted her married to him — that, on the contrary, he was the most abso- 
lute " detrimental " in all Ayrshire ; when, of course, the marriage became the one 
thing that made his life worth living. He tried to persuade old Armour to think 
better of his resolve ; and, failing, ran *^ nine parts and nine tenths out of ten stark 
staring mad." Also he wrote the Lament, in which he told his sorrows to the 
moon ^ (duly addressing that satellite as *' O thou pale Orb " ), and took her pub- 
tidy into his confidence, in the beautiful language of Eighteenth Century English 
Poetry, and painted what is in the circumstances a really creditable picture of the 
effects upon a simple Bard of ^' a faithless woman's broken vow.*' Further, he 
produced Despofidency in the same elegant lingo ; and, in Despondency, having 
cafled for " the closing tomb," and pleasingly pi*aised " the Solitary's lot," — 

" Who, all-forgetting, all-forgot, 
Within his humble cell — 
The cavern, wild with tangling roots — 
Sits o'er his newly gather'd fruits, 
Beside his crystal well I " etc. — 

' Is it worth noting that, later, when he comes to sing of Mary Campbell, his confidant is no longer 
tiie Moon bat the Morning Star ? 
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he addressed himself to Youth and Infancy m these affecting terms : — 

** O enviable early days, 
When dancing thoughtless pleasure's maze, 

To care, to guilt unknown 1 
How ill ezchang'd for riper times. 
To feel the follies or the crimes 

Of others, or my own 1 
Ye tiny elves that guiltless sport, 

Like linnets in the bush. 
Ye little know the ills ye court. 
When manhood is your wish I 
The losses, the crosses 

That active man engage ; 
The fears all, the tears all 
Of dim declining Age ! " ^ 

Moreover, he took occasion to refer to Jean (to David Brice ; 12th June, 1786) 
*' poor, ill-advised, ungrateful Armour ; " vowed that he could " have no neaier 
idea of the place of eternal punishment " than " what I have felt in my own breast 
on her account ; " and finally confessed himself to this purpose : " I have tried 
often to forget her : I have run into all kinds of dissipation and riot ... to drive 
her out of my head, but all in vain." Long before this, however — as early, it 
would seem, as some time in March — his '* maddening passions, roused to tenfold 
fury," having done all sorts of dreadful things, and then *^ sunk into a lurid calm,*' 
he had '^ subsided into the time-settled sorrow of the sable widower," and had lifted 
his '^ grief-worn eye to look for — another wife." In other words, he had pined 
for female society, and had embarked upon those famous love-passages with High- 
land Mary. 

Little that is positive is known of Mary Campbell except that she once possessed 
a copy of the Scriptures (now very piously preserved at Ayr), and that she is the 
subject of a fantasy, in bronze, at Dunoon. But to consider her story is, almost 
inevitably, to be forced back upon one of two conclusions — either (1) she was 
-something of a lightskirts ; or (2) she is a kind of Scottish Mrs. Harris. The 
theory in general acceptance — what is called the Episode Theory — is that she 
was *' an innocent and gentle Highland nursery - maid " (thus, after Chambers, 



1 I cannot attach any great importance to these 
exercises in Poetic English. Bums wrote to a 
very different purpose when he wrote from his 
heart and in his native tongue : — 



f» 



" Had we never loved sae kindlv . , 
**0f a* the airts the wind can blaw 
I dearly like the west : " — 

and so on, and so on. Still, there can be no doubt 
that they mean something. At any rate they are 
designed to be impressive and ''fine;" and 
probably the Bard believed in them to the extent 



to which he was satisfied with his achievement 
in what must certainlv have seemed to him real 
poetry. None of your Vernacular (that ia), but 
downright, solid, unmistakable English Vene — 
verse which might stand beside the works of 
Beattie and Shenstone and Thomson and the 
"elegantly melting Gray.*' That life departed 
them long since is plain. But it is just as plain 
that they meant something to Bums, for (appar- 
ently) he took much pains with them, saw not 
their humorous aspect, and included them in his 
first (Kilmarnock) Volume 



LIFE, GENIUS, ACHIEVEMENT xxxix 

R. L. S.) '^ in the service of a neighbouring family " (Gavin Hamilton's) ; that she 
consoled Bums — mats pour le bon motif — for Jean's desertion ; that they agreed 
to marry ; that, on her departure for the West to prepare for the event, ^* Ayr, 
gurgling, kissed his pebbled shore," and they exchanged vows and Bibles ; and 
that she died, of a maligrnant fever, some few months after her return to Greenock. 
Another identifies her (on Richmond's authority) with a serving^maid in Manch- 
line, who was the mistress of a Montgomerie, and had withal such a hold upon 
Bums that for a brief while he was crazy to make her his wife ; and some have 
thought that this may be the Mary Campbell who, according to the Dundonald 
Session Records, fathered a child on one John Hay. This last hypothesis is, of 
course, most hateful to the puzzle-headed puritans who cannot, or will not, believe, 
despite the fact that the world has always teemed with Antonies, each of them mad 
for his peculiar Cleopatra, that Burns, particularly in his present straits, might very 
well have been enamoured of a gay girl to the point of marriage. So, for the 
consolation of these, there has been devised a third, according to which her name 
was either Mary Campbell or something unknown ; but, whatever she was called, 
she was so far and away the purest and sweetest of her sex — the one '* white 
roee," in fact, which grew up among " the passion flowers " of the Bard's career — 
that she must, had she married him, have entirely " rectified " his character, and 
have transformed him into a pattern Eork-of-Scotland puritan of the puritans. On 
the other hand, it has become obvious to some whole-hearted devotees of the Ma- 
rian Ideal that a ^' young person " of this sort could scarce have been of so coming 
a habit as to skip with alacrity into Jean's old shoes, and — shutting her innocent 
eyes to the fact that Burns, a man notoriously at war with the Kirk and the seducer 
of two unmarried women, was at the same time at his wits' end for cash — con- 
sent to cast in her lot with his at a moment's notice and with never a sign from the 
family she was to enter. If she could do that, plainly she could not, except on 
strong positive testimony, be made to do duty as a white rose among passion- 
flowers ; or if , on some unknown and inenarrable hypothesis, she could, then, says 
one of the devout, *'the conduct of Bums was that of a scoundrel." This is absurd ! 
So of late (1896-97) there has come into being a wish to believe that either Mary 
Campbell preceded Armour in the Bard's affections, or the Highland Lassie never 
existed at all, but was a creature of Bums's brain, an ideal of womanhood to which 
bis thought ascended from the mire of this world — the world of Ellisland, and 
Jean, and the children, and the songs in Johnson's Museum — as Dante's to his 
Beatrice of dream. Given Bums's own habit and the habit of the Scots peasant 
woman, there is still no earthly reason for rejecting the Episode Theory — even 
were rejection possible — however seriously it reflects upon the morals of the 
psrties concerned. But it is fair to add that the subject is both complicated and 
obscure. Bums's own references to his Highland Lassie are deliberately insignifi- 
ctnt and vague ; for once in his life he was reticent. His statement that she went 
home to prepare for their marriage is heavily discounted by the fact that he did 
not introduce her to his family as his betrothed, in nowise prepared for marriage 
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on his own account, never dreamed, except in sporadic copies of verse, of taking 
her to the West Indies, and was all the while so desperately enamoured of Jean 
that not hy any amount of self-indulgence could he rid his hreast of her ; hy the 
fact, too, that, if his thought went hack to the Highland Lassie in after years, his 
report of the journey is strongly tinctured with remorse.^ Currie's statement is 
that *' the hanks of Ayr formed the scene of youthful passions . . . the history of 
which it would he improper to reveal," etc. Gilbert Bums, after noting that Nanie 
Fleming's chainns were '^ sexual " — *' which indeed was the characteristic of the 
greater part of his (Robert's) mistresses " — is careful, perhaps with an eye on the 
heroine of Thoii Lingering Star, to record the statement that Robert, at least, 
'^ was no platonic lover, whatever he might pretend or suppose of himself to the 
contrary.'' There is Richmond's statement, as reported by Train. There is the 
Mary Campbell of the Dundonald Register. There is the certainty that relations 
there were between Burns and a Mary Campbell. There is the strong probability 
that Mary Campbell and the Highland Lassie were one and the same person. 
There is Burus's own witness to the circumstance that they met and parted under 
extremely suspicious conditions. That, really, is all. Yet, on the strength of a 
romantic impulse on the part of Robert Chambers, the heroine-in-chief of Bums*8 
story is not the loyal and patient soul whom he appreciated as the fittest to be his 
wife he 'd ever met ; not the Jean who endured his affronts, and mothered his 
children (her own and another's), and took the rough and the smooth, the best and 
the worst of life with him, and wore his name for well-nigh forty years after his 
death as her sole title to regard ! On the contrary, that heroine-in-chief is a girl of 
whom scarce anything definite is known, while what may be reasonably suspected 
of her, though natural and feminine enough, is so displeasing to some fanatics, 
that, for Bums's sake (not hers) they would like to mythologise her out of being ; 
or, at the least, to make her as arrant an impossibility as the tame, proper, fig- 
mentary Burns, the coinage of their own tame, proper brains, which they have done 
their best to substitute for the lewd, amazing peasant of genius,* the inspired faun, 
whose voice has gone ringing through the courts of Time these hundred years and 
more, and is far louder and far clearer now than when it first broke on the ear of 
man ! 

Stevenson was an acute and delicate critic at many points ; but he wrote like a 
novelist — like Thackeray, say, of Fielding and Sterne — when he wrote of Armour 
as a " facile and empty-headed girl," and insisted, still possessed by Chambers's 
vain imaginings, that she was first and last in love with another man. In truth 
the facility was on the other side. In 1784 Bums is willing to marry Betty Paton, 
and writes thus to Thomas Orr : " I am very glad Peggy [Thomson] is off my 
hand, as I am at present embarrassed enough without her." In 1785 he is court- 

1 He sent Thou Linpering Star to Mrs. Dunlop particulars, or ef^sayed to disabuse her of the idea 

in a letter dated 8th November, 1789. In acknow- that remorse there well mij^ht be. 

ledginp it, the lady noted its remorseful cast, and 2 "Peculiarly like nobody else.*' (R. B. to 

hoped it didn't set forth a personal experience. Amot, April, 1786.) 
There is nothing to show that he gave her any 
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ing Jean Armour, and very early in 1 786 Jean is in the family way, and ^* by hell " 
•be shall never be his wife. But some time in March Jean is sent to Paisley ; and 
the ^ maddening passions," etc, set to work ; and he can no more *' se consoler de 
•on depart " than Calypso could for that of Ulysses. So in a hand's turn he be- 
comes the stricken deer, and, as we have seen, protests (to the Moon) that to marry 
Jem, and wear ** The promised father's tender name " are his sole ambitions. As 
Jean does not return, however, he seeks (and finds) such comfort as he may in 
fTfhanging vows and Bibles and what Chamfort called *' fantaisies " with Mary 
CampbelL On the 12th-13th May he writes The CauH of Equity — a task tlie 
itniigest conceivable for a lover, whether rejoicing or distraught On the 14th 
"AjT^ gurgling, kisses his pebbled shore," and '^The flowers spring wanton to be 
pKtt," and Highland Mary leaves for the West to make these famous preparations. 
Ob the 15th May he dates (at least) the Epistle to a Young Friend : 

*• The sacred lowe o' weel-plac'd love, 
Luxuriantly indulge it," etc. : 

and, as for some time past, he is still the gallant, howbeit in jest, of Betty Miller ; 
till on the 9th June ** poor ill-advised Armour " returns to Mauchline ; and on the 
12Ui he writes that '^ for all her part in a certain black affair " he ** still loves her 
to distraction," and, with a view to forgetting her has *^ run into all kinds of dissi- 
pstioa and riot . . . but in vain." On the 28th June he appears before *'the 
Foteher Court," acknowledges paternity, and is *' promised a certificate as a single 
■tt," on condition that he do penance before the congregation on three successive 
Sondays. On the 9th July, the occasion of his first appearance, he has ** a foolish 
bsikmng fondness " for Jean, but, calHng on her and being put to the door, he 
iWHiks that she does not '' show that penitence that might have been expected ; " 
% OB the 22d, he executes a deed by which he makes over all his property to the 
"vse image of his bonie Betty," to the exclusion of whatever might come of his 
ifair with the recusant Then, on the 30th (Old Armour having, meanwhile, got 
ivmant against him, and sent him into hiding^), he adjures Richmond — who, 
k knows, will " pour an execration " on Jean's head — to " spare the poor, ill- 
idriMd giri for my sake ; " and on the 14th August he caUs on Heaven to ^* bless 
tk Sex," for that '* I feel there is still happiness for me among them." Against 
tb panorama of tumult and variety and adventure, enlarged in Edinburgh, and 
ttidied at Ellisland and in Dumfries, there are to set the years of simple abnega- 
tiin, magnanimity, and devotion with which the *' facile and empty-headed girl " 
'ifHid the husband of her choice. The conclusion is obvious. The Novelist 
tVBed Critic is still the Novelist. Consciously or not, he develops preferences, for, 
ttudoiisly or not, he must still create.* Stevenson's preferences were with Rab 

^ Xo doobt he retired on information sent by the Bard, in a fox-«kin cap and an enormous coat, 

'Oi' and girt with a Highland broadstword, is seen 

' That Sterenton, who himself liked ''dressing angling from a Nithside rock. Jean denied it, 

t |tn** (to to »peak), was persuaded that Bums and said that Robert (who hated field-sports, as 

^ tikcwiae, aiid accepted bodily that absurd, we know) never angled in his life. But the Nov- 

(otaitk itorr (told by two EDglishmen), in which elist was roused ; and all that was ignored. 
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MossgieL And the result was a grave ^ bat not, I hope, a lasting — injustice to 
an excellent and very womanly woman and a model wife.^ 

As to Highland Mary, one of two conclusions : (1) Either she was a paragon ; 
or (2) she was not. In the first case, her story has yet to be written, and written 
on evidence that is positive and irrefutable. In the second, the bronze at Dunoon 
bears abiding witness to the existence (at a certain time) of what can only be de* 
scribed as a national delusion. 

VI 

By this time the end of Mauchline, and of much besides, was nearer than Bums 
knew. Probably sent to press in the May of 1786, the Kilmarnock Volume was 
published at the end of July.* Most of, if not all, the numbers contained in it 
were probably familiar to the countryside. Some had certainly been received with 
^* a roar of applause ; " Bums, who was not the man to hide his light under a 
bushel (his temperament was too radiant and too vigorous for that), was given to 
multiplying his verses in MS. copies for friends ; he had been ^* read into fame " by 
Aiken the lawyer : so that Poems, Chiefly in the Scottish Dialect was, in a sense, 
as '^ well advertised " as book could be. Its triumph was not less instant than well- 
deserved ; * the first issue, six hundred copies strong, was exhausted in a month 
(*tis said that not one could be spared for Mossgiel). But Burns himself, accord- 
ing to himself, and he was ever punctiliously exact and scrupulous on the score of 
money, was but £20 in pocket by it ; the Kilmarnock printer declined to strike off 
a second impression, with additions, unless he got the price of the paper (£27) in 



1 On the 3(1 September Jean lay in of twins. 
They were presently taken by their respective 
grandmothers, to whom, I doubt not, they gave 
great joy — as in that and other stages of society 
the appearance of the third generation, whether 
its right to exist be legal or not, does always. 
Bums announced the event as only Bums could, 
by sending Nature^ s Law : 

"Kind Nature's care had given his share 
Large of the flaming current,** etc., 

to Gavin Hamilton; a "God bless the little 
dears," with a snatch of indecent song, to Rich- 
mond ; and a really heartfelt and affecting bit of 
prose on the subject of paternity to Robert Muir. 

2 One effect of its publication was to secure him 
the friendship of Mrs. Dunlop (see post^ p. 122). 
It is evident from this lady's letters that her in- 
terest in him could scarce have been warmer had 
he been her son. She prized his correspondence 
as bevond rubies, and as a mle he was slower to 
reply than she (once, being hurt by his silence, 
she told him she would n't write again till he 
asked her, and, failing to draw him, within a 
w^ek she is found begging his pardon for her pet- 
ulance). She made him many gifts — apparently 



in money and in kind — gifts at New Year and 
other times, and accepted gifts from him (once 
he sent her a keg of old brandy). Her influence 
made ever for decency, and it may well have 
been on her remonstrances, which were strong, 
that he finally resolved to remove some of the 
coarser phrases in his earlier editions. Her last 
(extant) letter is dated 11th January, 1795. For 
some unexplained reasons she ceased from writ- 
ing several months before the January of 1796. 
It may have been that she heard of him as often 
in drink, or that she was told of the affair at 
WoodleyPark. In any case she esteemed him 
so highly, and admired him so lavishly, that 't is 
quite impossible to believe the breach in the cor- 
respondence due to any fault of hers. 

* " Old and young," says Heron, high and low, 
grave and gay, learned or ignorant, all were alike 
delighted, agitated, transported. I was at that 
time resident in Galloway, contiguous to Ayr- 
shire ; and I can well remember, how that evea 
the plough-boys and maid-servants would have 
gladly bestowed the w^ages which they earned 
the most hardly, and which they wanted to pur- 
chase necessary clothing, if they might but secure 
the works of Burns." 
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advance ; and for some time it seemed that there was nothing but Jamaica for the 
writer, Local Bard and Local Hero though he were ; so that he looked to have 
sailed in mid-August, and again on the Ist September, and at some indeterminate 
date had *^ conveyed his chest thus far on the road to Greenock," and written that 
solemn and moving song — far and away the best, I think, and the sincerest thing 
be left in English — The Oloamy Night is Grothering Fast. It was to be the 
'^ last effort " of his *^ Muse in Caledonia." But, for one or another reason, his 
departure was ever deferred ; and, though on the 30th October (some ten days, it 
is surmised, after the death of Mary Campbell), he was still writing that, ^* ance 
to the Lidies he was wonted," he 'd certainly contrive to '^ mak' the best o' life 
Wi' some sweet elf," on the 18th JN^ovember, " I am thinking for my Edinburgh 
expedition' on Monday or Tuesday come s'ennight." In effect, an " Edinburgh 
expedition " was natural and inevitable. Ballantine of Ayr is said to have sug- 
gested the idea of such an adventure ; Gilbert and the family are said to have ap- 
plauded it But as early as the 4th September the excellent Blacklock — in ^' a 
letter to a friend of mine which overthrew all my schemes " — had called — 
^ for the sake of the young man " — for a second edition, '' more numerous than 
the former ; " inasmuch as *^ it appears certain that its intrinsic merit, and the ex- 
ertions of the author's friends, might give it a more universal circulation than any- 
thing of the kind which has been published within my memory." Thus Blacklock ; 
and the '^ friend of mine," who was Lawrie, the minister of Loudoun, had com- 
manicated Blacklock's letter to the person most concerned in Blacklock's sugges- 
tion. Bold, proud, intelligent au possible, strongly possessed too (so he says, and 
80 1 believe) by the genius of paternity, Bums the Man, who had a very becoming 
ojnnion of Burns the Bard, and could fairly appreciate that worthy's merits, must 
eertainly have seen that in Ekiinburgh he had many chances of succeeding at the 
Toy point where the Kilmarnock printer failed him. I do not doubt, either, that 
he was tired of being the Local Poet, the Local Satirist, the Local Wit, the Local 
Lothario (even), and eager to essay himself on another and a vaster stage than 
Mftuehline ; for, if he had n't been thus tired and thus eager, he would n*t have 
besD Robert Bums. The fighting spirit, the genius of emulation, is so strong in 
u all that a man of temperament and brains must assert himself, and get accepted 
at his own (or another) valuation, exactly as a cock must crow. And I love to 
bdieve that Boms, being immitigably of this metal, entered upon his adventure — 
27th November, on a borrowed nag, with not much money, a letter of introduc- 
tion to Dalrymple of Orangefield, and a visiting list consisting entirely in Dugald 
Stewart and Richmond, the lawyer's clerk — with the joyous heart and the stiff 
nedc of one who knows Himself a man among men, and whose chief ambition is to 
^ drink delight of battle with his peers " — if he can find them. 

Ha reached the capital on the 28th November, and was hospitably entertained 

bj Biehmond — to the extent, indeed, of a bedfellow's share in the clerk's one little 

loom in Baxter's Place, Lawnmarket. Through Dalrymple of Orangefield he g^t 

to Lord Glencaim and others — among them Harry Erskine, Dean of Fao- 
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ulty, and that curious, irascible, pompous ass, the Earl of Buchan, and Creech, the 
publisher, who had been Glencairn's tutor, and who advertised the Edinbpr^ 
£«dition on the 14th December. He was everywhere received as he merited^ *and 
he made such admirable use of his vogue that, five days before Creech's advertise- 
ment was printed, lie could tell his friend and patron, Gravin Hamilton, that he was 
rapidly qualifying for the position of Tenth Worthy and Eighth Wise Man of the 
World. He saw everybody worth seeing, and talked with everybody worth talking 
to ; he was made welcome by '^ heavenly Burnett " and her frolic Grace of Gordon, 
and welcome by the ribald, scholarly, hard-drinking wits and jinkers of the Cro> 
challan Fencibles, for whose use and edification he made the unique and precious 
collection now called The Merry Muses of Calefionia ; he moved and bore himself 
as easily at Dugald Stewart's as in Baxter's Place, in Creech's shop, with Henry 
Mackenzie and Gregory and Blair, as at that extraordinary meeting of the St 
Andrew's Lodge, where, at the Grand Master's bidding, the Brethren assembled 
drank the health of ^' Caledonia and Caledonia's Bard — Brother Bums," a toast 
received with '^ multiplied honours and repeated acclamations." To look at, *' he 
was like a farmer dressed to dine with the laird ; " his manners were ^' rustic, not 
clownish ; " he had '* a soi-t of dignified plainness and simplicity." Then, ** his 
address to females was always extremely deferential, and always " — this on the 
authority of the Duchess of Gordon — *' with a turn to the pathetic or humorous, 
which engaged their attention particularly." For the rest, '^ I never saw a man in 
company with his superiors in station and information more perfectly free from 
either the reality or the affectation of embarrassment." Thus, long afterwards, Sir 
Walter, who noted also, boy as ho was, '* the strong expression of sense and shrewd- 
ness in all his lineaments," and who, long afterwards, had never seen such an eye 
as Burns's " in a human head, though I have seen the most distinguished men " — 
Byron among them ; and Byron's eye was one of Byron's points — " of my time." 
It is not wonderful, perhaps, that Burns, with his abounding temperament, his 
puissant charm, his potency in talk, his rare gifts of eye and voice,^ should have 
strongly affected Edinburgh Society, brilliant in its elements and distinguished in 
its effect as it was. There has been no Burns since Burns ; or history would pretty 
certainly have repeated itself. What is really wonderful is the way in which Bums 
kept his head in Edinburgh Society, and stood prepared for the inevitable reaction. 
Through all the " thick, strong, stupefying incense smoke " (and there was certainly 
a very great deal of it), he held a steady eye upon his future. He saw most clearly 
that the life of a nine-days' wonder is at most nine days, and that now was hi» 
time or never. But if he expected preferment, he was neither extravagantly elated 
in anticipation, nor unduly depressed by disappointment; and, for all his self^ 
consciousness — " and God had given his share " — he was not too platonic to 
solicit the favours of at least one servant-girl (he was arrested, August, 1787, od^ 

1 Thus Maria Riddell : ** His voice alone could be remembered that children used to speak o^ 
improve upon the magic of his eye. Sonorous, Byron as "the gentleman with the beautifi»»' 
replete with the finest modulations," etc. It will voice." 
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a warrant In nheditcUiane fugce), nor too punctilious to make love to '* a Lothian 
farmer's daughter, a very pretty girl, whom I Ve almost persuaded to accompany 
me to the West Country, should I ever return,'' etc., nor too philosophical not to 
regret his Jean, and reflect (in this very letter to Gavin Hamilton) that he 'd never 
*•" meet so delicious an armful again." 

In the long-run his magnanimity suffered a certain change. The peasant at 
work scarce ever goes wrong ; but abroad and idle, he is easily spoiled, and soon. 
Edinburgh was a triumph for Burns ; but it was also a misfortune. It was a cen- 
tre of conviviality — a city of clubs and talk and good-fellowship, a city of harlotry 
and high jinks, a city (above all) of drink : — 

" Whare couthy chiels at e'enin meet, 
Their bizzin craigs and mou's to weet: 
An' blythely gar auld Care gae by 
Wi* bhnket and wi* bleering eye : " — 

a dangerous place for a peasant to be at large in^. especially a peasant of the con- 
ditions and the stamp of Burns. He was young, he was buckishly given, and he 
was — Bums. He had, as certain numbers in The Merry Muses witness, an 
entirely admirable talent of a kind much favoured by our liberal ancestors. To 
hear him talk was ever a privilege ; while to hear him make such use as he might 
of this peculiar capacity cannot but have constituted an unique experience. After 
all, a gift 's a gift, and a man must use the gifts he has. No reasonable being can 
question that Bums used this one of his.^ In those days he could scarce be buckish 
^ or even popular — and do other. Even in the country, says Heron, in his loose 
yet lofty way, " the votaries of intemperate joys, with persons to whom he wa** 
tecoimnended by licentious wit . . . had begun to fasten on him, and to seduce 
lum to embellish the gross pleasures of their looser hours with the charms of his 
wit and fancy." These temptations — he was known, be it remembered, for the 
riWd of The Fornicator and T?ie Court of Equity as well as for the poet of the 
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* This is noted neither in praise nor in dis- 
pniae. It is noted to show that Burns was essen- 
tially a man of his time, — as how, peasant of 
Snivs that he was, could he be anything else? 
Obt fathers loved sculduddery, and Bums, who 
««>wfi0m Carrick — where, as Lockhart has re- 
■■Aed, the Vernacular was spoken with peculiar 
Suetrand vigour — was the best gifted of them 
■fl in this respect by virtue of his genius, his turn 
of nund, his peasanthood, and his wonderful ca- 
P*% for talk. Josiah Walker notes of Bums 
^ hh conversation was " not more licentious '* 
tfcw the conversation heard at the tables of the 
P**t; Lockhart regrets that he can give but few 
oiBoTBt's mottf for the reason that the most of 
*™w« preserved and handed down were unquota- 
•*«• It was a trick of the time, and long after — 
I'wieinber Colonel Newcome*d indignant retreat 
**fowold Costigan) — so that Lord Cork of The 



Bumper Toasts and Captain Morris at Carlton 
House, and Bums among the Crochallan Fenci- 
bles are but expressions of the same fashion in 
humour, the same tendency in the human mind 
to apprehend and rejoice in the farce of sex. I 
do not know that Bums and M 'Queen of Brax- 
field (Stevenson's Weir of Hermiston) ever met. 
But it was said of M 'Queen that he had never 
read anj-thing but sculduddery and law; and to 
Ramsav of Ochtert vre, in whom Sir Walter found 
some elements of Monkbams, the two men seemed 
cast in the same mould. Bums, in any case, was 
a man of the later Eighteenth Century (he sent 
one of his best-known /ac^f ice to Graham of Fin- 
try, with a view to correcting some illiberal report 
about his politics); and to take him out of it, and 
essay to make him a smug, decent, Late Victorian 
journalist is, as I think, to essay a task at once 
discreditable in aim and impossible of execution. 
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MoufUain Daisy and the Saturday Night — he was by no means incapable of 
potting by. Mr. Arthur Brace, indeed, ''a gentleman of great worth and dis- 
cernment," assured Heron that he had ^' seen the Poet steadily resist such solieitar 
tions and allurements to conviyial enjoyment, as scarcely any other person oodld 
have withstood." Bat — thas this author, intelligent, not nn&iendly on the whole, 
on the whole competent — " the backs of Edinburgh accomplished . . . that in 
which the boors of Ayrshire ^ had failed. After residing some months in £din- 
borgh he began to estrange himself, not altogether, but in some measure, from the 
society of his graver friends. . . . He suffered himself to be surrounded by a race 
of miserable beings who were proud to tell that they had been in company with 
Bams, and had seen Bums as loose and as foolish as themselves." ' One result cl 
this condescension was this : always the best man in the room, '* the cock of the 
company," as Heron puts it, *^ he began to contract something of new arrogance 
in conversation ; " till in the long-run *^ he could scarcely refrain from indulging in 
similar freedom and dictatorial decision of talk, even in the presence of persons * 
who could less patiently endure his presumption." Heron's detail is vague — not 
to say indefinite ; his effect may be misleading. But, as I said, the peasant at large 
— the peasant without hard work to keep him straight — must, almost of necessity, 
run to waste. And it is plain that, treading thus closely on the heels of " the dis- 
sipation and riot," the ** mason-meetings, drinking-matcbes, and other mischief," 
of the year before, the distractions and the triumphs of Edinburgh continued the 
work which the mistakes and follies of Dumfries were to finish ten years after. 

At last, however, the First Edinburgh Edition appeared (2l8t April, 1787). 
The issue ran to 2800 copies, and 1500 of these were subscribed in advance. What 
Bums got for it is matter of doubt. Creech informed Heron that it was £1100 — 
which is a plain untruth ; Chambers says £500 ; Bums himself told Mrs. Dunlop 
(25th March, 1789) that he expected to clear some £440 to £450. (Other impres- 
sions were called for in the course of the year, but the Bard had sold his copyright, 
and had no interest in them.) Whatever the amount,^ Creech was a slow pay- 



1 This appears to be a polite description, by a 
staunch (though drunken) Churchman, of those 
desperate spirits, Gavin Hamilton and Robert 
lAiken. 

> I give all this for what it is worth. Heron 
himself was something of a wastrel. Tet he had 
a clerical habit and a clerical bias which made 
him easily censorious in the case of so hardened 
and so militant an anti-cleric as the Bard. He 
was personally acquainted, however, with that 
hero; and his little biography (1797) is neither 
unintelligent nor ill-written. 

• Heron himself, no doubt. He '' had the 
tongues,'* and thought himself the better man. 

4 At the instancing of Henry Mackenzie, Creech 
paid Bums (33d April, 1787) a hundred guineas 
for the copyright of the Poemtf besides subscrib- 
ing Ave hundred copies. The Caledonian Hunt 



subscribed another hundred ; and Bums sent sev- 
enty to Ballantine for "a proper person ** in Ayr, 
and wrote from Dunse (17th Ma}*) to acknowledge 
the receipt, from Pattison, the Paisley bookseller, 
of ** Twenty-two pounds, seven shillings sterlings 
payment in full, after carriage deducted for ninety 
copies " more. Twenty-four copies went to the 
Earl and Countess of Glencaira, twenty to Pren- 
tice of Conington Mains, forty to Muir of Kilmar- 
nock, twenty-one to Her Grace of Crordon, forty- 
two to the Earl of i^Iintoun, and a certain number 
to the Scots Benedictionaries at Maryborough and 
Ratisbon, and the Scots Colleges at Douay, Paris, 
and Valladolid. The subscription price was five^ 
the price to non-nubscribers six,, shillings — the 
extra shilling being (Bums to Pattison, ut sup.) 
" Oeech's profit." 
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oittter ; and, as Edinburgh was bad for Bams, and Creech was responsible for 
Bomt's detention in Edinburgh, it is impossible not to regret that Burns had not 
iBodier pabliaher. Bums in effect, his Second Edition once published, had nothing 
to do but pocket his receipts,^ and be gone. This, however, was what Creech could 
not lei him do ; so that he went and came, and came and went, and it was not until 
tke March of 1789 that the two men squared accounts.^ 

The Edition floated, comes a jaunt to the Border (begun 5th May) with Robert 
AiiMlie. Then, by the 9th June, Bums is back at Mauchline, a much richer and a 
vMtly more important person than he left it — able to lend his brother £180 ; recon- 
ciled, too, with Jean and her people, but disgusted, or feigning himself disgusted 
(for, after the repudiation, he is ever the superior and the injured party in regard 
to Jean), with the *^ mean, servile compliance ** with which his advances are met. 
PflOovB a tour to the West Highlands, which seems to be largely an occasion for 
drink and talk ; and in July you find him back at Mauchline, boasting how he, *^ an 
lid hai^ at the sport," has brought *^ a certain lady from her aerial towerings, 
pop, down at my foot, like Corporal Trim's hat " — which means that Jean is 
pmently with child by him for the second time. In August he is at Edinburgh, 
intent on a settlement with Creech, but on the 25th he starts for the Highland tour 
vilii hit friend Nicol.* After a couple of excursions more — one to Ayrshire, to 
look at certain holdings — he is resolved on quitting Edinburgh, settlement or no 
nttkment, to farm or go to the Indies, as circumstances shall dictate. But it is 



1 Heron " had reason to believe that he had 
a mnch larger proportion of these gains 
could approve ; while he 8uperin- 
fnied the impresdon, paid his court to his pa- 
tom, aad wasted the full payment of the subscrip- 
tMtBflwy/' In elEect, it is hard to see how, 
ciaiif to Sdiaburgh with next to nothing in his 
IMkcC (Iht £S0 from Wilson could not have gone 
^ ttt\ he could otherwise have lived. It 
*mU have been natural enough for him to have 
^ftKfttd grattthies, for the Age of Patronage was 
*0 iiooc, and relief in this kind would have 
(^t as easily (to say the least) to the ** plough- 
4| poet,** howbeit he was the proudest and in 
■*M itspccta the most punctilious of men, as to 
«T tchcr. I find it hard to believe that there 
**>e aoae. Bat there is no record of any ; and 
iter (mpablished) of this period in acknow- 
^■^KBoit of a gift of money from Mrs. Dunlop is 
*tet painful in its embarrassment of gratitude 
■< tiseomfort. On the whole, I Uke it that, 
^'w cheaply he lived in Edinburgh, he must 
' MessBty hare had to discount his profits, 
^^*Nlh not to anything like the extent suggested 
^Hnen. Moreover, it is like enough that he 
*?nt a certain amount upon his tours, and it is 
f*nMijk that Moasgiel was a dead loss to him. 

- Of the work he did about this time the best 



i8 to be found in the Haggis and the Epistles to 
Creech and the Guidwife of Wauchope Houmj. 
What is very much more to the purpose is that 
he made Johnson's acquaintance, and at once be- 
gan contributing to the Musical Museum. 

8 Heron describes Nicol as a man who "in 
vigour of intellect, and in wild yet generous im- 
petuosity of passion, remarkably resembled . . . 
Bums ;** who "bv the most unwearied and ex- 
traordinary professional toil, in the midst of as 
persevering dissipation . . . won and accumulated 
an honourable and sufficient competence ; *' and 
who died of " a jaundice, with a complication oj 
other complaints, the effects of long-contini 
intemperance.'* Bums admired Nicol, 
a son after him, and immortalised him a8\me 
** W^illie" who "brew*d a peck o' maut.** He 
had a generous heart and a brutal temper, with 
plenty of brains, a great contempt for custom and 
the Kirk, and what Lockhart calls ''a rapturous 
admiration of Bums's genius." The violent 
vulgarity of his behaviour at Castle Gordon is 
typical of the man. He bought a little property 
not far from Ellisland, and, what with pride and 
vanity and republican independence (so called) 
and an immitigable turn for liquor, was certainly 
as bad a neighbour as the Bard could possibly 
have had. 
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written that his life shall have another disputable episode and the world an immor- 
tal scrap of song : — 

'' Had we never loy'd sae kindly, 

Had we never lov'd sae blindly, 

Never met — or never parted — 

We had ne'er been broken-hearted." 

So in the beginning of December he falls in with Mrs. M^Lehose ; he instantly pro- 
poses to ^^ cultivate her friendship with the enthusiasm of religion ; " and the two 
are languishing in Arcady in the twinkling of a cupid's wing. 

She was a handsome, womanly creature — ^' of a somewhat voluptuous style of 
beauty,'' a style the Bard appreciated — lively but devout, extremely sentimental 
yet inexorably dutiful : a grass widow with children (nine times in ten a lasting 
safeguard) and the strictest notions of propriety — a good enough defence for a 
time ; but young (she was the Bard's own age), clever, ^' of a poetical fabric of 
mind," and all the rest The upsetting of a hackney coach disabled Bums from 
calling on her for some weeks. But he wrote her letters, and she answered them ; 
and he was Sylvander, and she signed herself Clarinda ; and they addressed each 
other in verse as well as prose ; and she said it could never be ; and he said that 
at least he must know her heart was his ; and Religion was her ^' balm in every 
woe ; " and he gave her his ideas of Deity ; and, when they could meet, Clarinda 
was ever afraid lest she had let Sylvander go too far ; and Sylvander, for his part, 
was monstrous eloquent about ** Almighty Love " — he was sometimes dreadfully 
like his favourite Man of Feeling — and was '^ ready to hang himself " about ^ a 
young Edinburgh widow." Widow she was not ; but her husband, who cared not 
a snap of the fingers for her, was away in the West Indies ; and it may perhaps 
have suited her lover — who never, so far as is known, was trained to the compro- 
mises and the obsequiences of adultery — to soothe his conscience by making be- 
lieve that the affair was at the most a simple, everyday amour. Clarinda was of 
another make. In the prime of life, deserted, sentimental, a tangle of simple 
instincts and as simple pieties, she had the natural woman's desire for a lover and 
the religious woman's resolve to keep that lover's passion witfj^ bounds. It is 
«carce questioned that she succeeded, though there is a legenaj||||^a certain gal- 
lant and insinuating little lyric, — 

'' O May, thy mom was ne'er sae sweet 

As the mirk night o' December ! 
For sparkling was the rosy wine, 

And private was the chamber, 
And dear was she I dare na name 

But I will ay remember," — 

commemorates, not only their final meeting (December 6th, 1791), but also, th^ 
triumph of the Bard.^ In any event she was plainly an excellent creature, bent oi» 

1 Both Ae Fond Kiss and May, thy Mom the legend is alUtoo obviously an effect of th« 
were aent to Clarinda after the final parting; but very common human sentiment in deference t^ 
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keeping herself honest ftnd her lover straight ; and it is impossible to read her 
ktten to Sylvander without a respect, a certain admiration even, which have never 
Wen awakened yet by the stady of Sylvander's letters to her. For Sylvander*s 
point of view, as M'Lehose was still alive, and an open intrigne with a married 
woman would have been rain, only one inference is possible : that he longed for 
tbe ihepherd's hour to strike for the chime's sake only ; so that, when he thought 
of his future, as he must have done anxiously and often, he cannot ever have 
tiMNglit of it as Clarinda's, even though in a moment of peculiar exaltation he 
nroie to keep single till that wretch, the wicked husband, died.^ 

Tery aariy in 1788, Jean Armour — brought some time in the preceding summer 
''pop, down at my feet, like Corporal Trim's hat " — was expelled her parents' 
koM and took refuge at Tarbolton Mill. There Bums found her on his return, 
ad tkenee he removed her to a house in '< Mauchline toun," to the particular joy, 
aibort while after, of Saunders Tait : — 

** The wives they up their coats did kilt, 
And through the streets so clean did stilt, 
Some at tbe door fell wi' a pelt 

Maist broke their leg, 
To see the Hen, poor wanton jilt ! 

Lay her fourth egg" ' 

FiBovs what is perhaps the most perplexing sequence of circumstances in a per- 
fknag life. To Clarinda, who knew of the affair with Armour, pitied the victim 
-*diis doee not mean that she wished her married to Bums — and had sped her 
iJupheid on his homeward way with '' twa wee sarkies " for the victim's little boy : 
• ■iitnM, be it remembered, to whom he had written (14th February) in such 
tSBi ■■ these — ^' I admire you, I love you as a woman beyond any one in the 
<Mt of ereation : " — he wrote, a few days after his arrival at Mauchline, that he 
U ''tUi morning" (23d February, 1788) *^ called for a certain woman," and 
diagotted with her," so that he could not '^ endure her." Though his heart 

tfi Mauchliney Saunders (who ban been likening 
Jean to a ship) thus notes her state : — 

"Now she is sailin;^ in the Downs, 
Calls at the ports of finest towns. 
To buy btd hangingi and galloon*: ** 

and comments with funr on the fact that she > 
got^ not only **twa packs o' human leather,** but 
also 

" A fine cap and peacock feather. 
And wi't she *s douce, 
With a grand besom made of heather, 
To sweep her house." 

It is worth noting that he winds up his lampoon 
by accusing the gossips at the lying-in of talking 
scandal of the rankest and reading The Holy 
Fair! 



\m mMoy noreU end hmppilr. For the rest, 
fir Waiter SeoCt wrote thus on the fly-leaf of a 
orr t( the Terr icarce Belfast EdiUon (1806) 
«f tk Lttttn Addrtned to Clarinda by Robtrt 
Av«^ BOW at Abbotaford, — " Clarinda was a 
Xn. XoUchoee, wife of a person in the West 
b^ fmn whom she llred separate but with- 
<tt aar blemish, I believe, on her repntation. I 
4oa't wooder that the Bard changed her ' thrice 
nkappy name ' for the clasaical sound of Clar- 
■i*. She was a relative of my friend the late 
I«H Ciaig, at whose house I have seen her, old, 
^^VMless and dlnote. There was no scandal at- 
*>eM to ber philandering with the Bard, though 
^ Lidy ran risqaes, for Bums was anything 
^ pbtsoic in hb amonit," etc. 
^ M fsb s M ovtliTod kirn many 3rear8. 

lattr, in B-^m^t Hen Clockin 
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'^ smote him for the profanity," he sought to compare the two; and ^' 't was setting 
the expiring glimmer of a farthing taper heside the cloudless glory of the meridian 
sun." ^^ Here," the Old Hawk continues, " here was tasteless insipidity, vulgarity 
of soul, and mercenary fawning. There, polished good sense. Heaven-horn genius, 
and the most generous, the most delicate, the most tender passion." This to the 
contrary, it needs no g^at knowledge of life, and still less of Bums and Armour, 
to divine what happened ; and it needs as little of Burns at this point in his career 
to see why he ended his confession to Clarinda thus : *^ I have done with her, 
and she with me." Nine days after this (3d March, 1788), in a letter to Ainslie, 
some parts of it too '^ curious " for a Victorian page, he tells a different stoiy.' 
"Jean," says he, "I found banished like a martyr — forlorn, destitute, and friend- 
less ; all for the good old cause. I have reconciled her to her fate ; I have recon- 
ciled her to her mother ; ^ I have taken her a room ; I have taken her to my arms; 
I have given her a mahogany bed ; I have given her a guinea ; and I have '' — hot 
here Scott Douglas's garbling begins, and Bums's inditing ends ; and the original 
must be read, or the reader will never wholly understand what manner of man the 
writer was. Then comes an avowal so disconcerting that I cannot choose but dis- 
believe it, and conclude that it was made for some special purpose. " But," says 
the Old Hawk, "but, as I always am, on every occasion, I have been prudent 
and cautious to an astounding degree ; I swore her, privately and solemnly, never 
to attempt any claim on me as a husband, even though anybody should persuade 
her she had such a claim, which she had not,' neither during my life nor after my 
death. She did all this like a good girl, and "... The rest is unquotable. At 
first consideration, the spectacle of the Bard keeping "the wish'd, the trysted 
hour," with a settled purpose of " prudence and caution " in his mind, and as it 
were the materials for swearing in his pocket, in nowise makes for enlightenment 
On reflection, however, it becomes evident that Burns wrote thus to Ainslie, whom 
he had asked to call on Clarinda in his absence, simply that Ainslie might quote 
her his report of a second (and an entirely superfluous) act of repudiation on Jean's 
part ; ^ to the end, as I cannot doubt, of using the fact for all it was worth, when 
he himself appeared upon the scene. That this is at least a possible theory !» 
shown by the terms in which he tells (7th March) the story of his reconciliation to 
Brown : * " I found Jean with her cargo very well laid in. ... I have turned 



1 The letter is best described as a Crochallanism 
— as something written by one Fencible for the 
edification of another Fencible, and dealing with 
its subject in right Fencible style and from the 
correct Fencible point of view. I am afraid that, 
like the aforesaid letter to Clarinda, it was de- 
signed as what Ainslie himself, then unregenerate, 
might have called * a d d bite.* 

2 Was reconciliation possible without a second 
offer of marriage? I doubt it. 

« This is literally true ; the "unlucky paper" 
was destroyed. 



4 There was no need of oaths from Jean; he^''' 
lover had had his bachelor's certificate in h.s^ 
pocket for months. And such swearing as the^*^ 
was — was it not all on the other side t 

6 It is important to note the difference in ma«»' 
ner and tone and suggestion between Bums '^^ 
Brown and Bums to Ainslie. Bums writes *^ 
Brown as friend to friend ; to Ainslie as Fencil>l^ 
to Fencible — much, in fact, as Swiveller, Prc»*' 
dent of the Glorious Apollos, to Chuckster, Vi^* 
of the same sublime Society. 
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itti iBto s convenient harbour where she may lie snug till she unload, and have 
Ukan Iha oommand myself, not ostensibly, but for a time in secret." This can 
mij niMU) tiwt he purposes to many the girl. For all that, though, he still haa 
a practical issae to his Edinburgh affair j for in his next letter (writ the 
day) to Clarinda, who has reproached him for silence, and at the same time 
ned that Bhe count* " all things (Heaven excepted) but lost, that I may win and 
'-p yon," " Was it not blasphemy, then." he asks. " a^inst your own clinmis and 
feelings, to suppose that a short fortnight could abate my passion ! " 
deal more to the same purpose. Three days aftijr, he starts agtun for 
plunges deeper in desire than ever for his " dearest angel " (so be 
Ae 17th March), the "dearest partner of his soul " (four days after). 
ida " (same date), " what do I owe to Heaven for bleising roe with snch 
tpieee uf exalted exeellenve as you ! " He most leave for Ellisland fid Muiich- 
faa, on tbe 24tb ; and '* Will you open," he asks, " with satisfaction and delight a 
knr " — 'I was all to be limited to letters soon — " from a man who loves, who 
ki Imed yon, and who will love you to death, through death, and for ever '. " 
IVf are to meet the next night, and he is to watch — right Arcady, this ! — her 
l^tMl triadow : — ■■ 'T is the star that guides me to Paradise." And for him 
'lb* graM relish to all is that Honor — that Innocence — that Religion, are the 
•itBoa** and guarantees of oar happiness." Follows a bit of the Bible adapted U> 
iWir pMnliar case ; and with an " Adieu. Clarinda ! I am going to remember yon 
ia mj pnyets," the Old Hawk stoops to his perch for the night. Nothing is 
bam u( the hut engagement i but apparently tbe citadel remains inviolate, for 
lb baguer u ntiaed nest day, and tbe besieger draws otT his forces by way of 
'Ibifvw. Thence he writes to Brown (36th March) that "these eight days" he 
Ui Wn "poflitivcly erased." And by the 7th April he has made Jean Armour 
•Ti£e. 

Aa aaiaiing love^^tory? True. But that love-story it was — that Burns was 
~ic uti bat enamoured of the woman he made his wife — is shown, I think, by 
-• ImI lint to all inlenls and purposes be married her twice over. As for Oar- 
3^ tcU . . . : Clarinda complicates and exhilarates the interest to this extent 
if words mean anything, and the Banl be judged by tliose be wrote, 
Cbti&da been indeed a widow, might at a given moment have found 
of making Jean an honest woman. And bad he followed his 
heart? How had tbe two Arcadians fared ? 'Tis for some fi 
to divine and say. 

VII 

uiwkile he had taken Kllisland, a farm in Dumfriesshire, of Miller of 
, with an allowance from his landlord, a worthy and generous tna 

* steading and outhouses. His marriage at last made formal and 
a to have been celebrated by Gavin Hamilton), on the 5tlk August, 
■ Md bridegroom appeared before the Session, acknowledged it« 
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irregularity, demanded its '* solemn confirmation," were sentenced to be rebuked, 
were '^ solemnly engaged to adhere faithfully to one another as husband and wife 
all the days of their life," and were finally '< absolved from any scandal " on the 
old account. But the new steading was long a-building. It was not till the 6th 
November that Burns and Jean set up their rest in Dumfriesshire ; and even so, 
they had to go, not to their own farmhduse — it was not ready for them till the 
August of 1789 — but to a place called " The Isle," about a mile away from it 
Burns had taken Ellisland on the advice of a friendly expert ; ^ but he had had 
his doubts about the wisdom of " guid auld Glen's " decision, and these were soon 
justified. For a time, however, he stuck to his work like a man, conversing much, 
it would seem, in his leisure with his neighbour Glenriddell and others, whose 
honoured guest he was, making and vamping songs, paying some heed to national 
and local politics, and finding time for letters not a few — among them a long and 
elaborate criticism on some worthless verses by that crazy creature Helen Maria 
Williams.^ But by the end of July, 1789, he had resolved to turn his holding into 
a dairy farm to be run by Jean and his sisters, and to take up his gaugership * in 
earnest ; and on the 10th of August, some brief while after the completion of The 
Kirk's Ala7in, he learned from Graham of Fintry (whom he had met, in 1787, at 
the Duke of Athole's, on his Second Highland Tour) that he was appointed £lx- 
ciseman for that district of Dumfriesshire in which Ellisland is situate. The work 
was hard, for he had charge of ten parishes and must ride two hundred miles a 
week to get his duty done. But by the beginning of December, '^ I have found,'' 
he writes, " the Excise business go a great deal smoother with me than I ex- 
pected ; " and that he ^^ sometimes met the Muses," as he jogged through the 
Nithsdale hills, is shown by the fact that The Whistle^ the excellent verses on 
Captain Grose (with whom he made acquaintance at Glenriddell's table), and Thou 
Lingering Star, with Willie Brew*d, that best of drinking-songs, and The Five 
Carlins (a notable piece of mimicry, if no more), all belong to the period of hia 
probation, and were all written before the end of the year. Plainly, too, he was 
an officer at once humane and vigilant ; since, while it is told of him that he couldL 
always wink when staring would mean blank ruin to some old unchartered alewif^ 

1 " A lease was granted to the poetical fanner " 
(thus Heron, who knew the countrj') "at the an- 
nual rent which his own friends declared that the 
due cultivation of his farm might easily enable 
him to pay.** But those friends, being AjTshire- 
men, " were little acquainted with the soil, with 
the manures, with the markets, with the dairies, 
with the modes of improvement in Dumfries- 
shire; " thev had estimated his rental at Ayrshire 
rates ; so that, "contrary to his landlord's inten- 
tion,*' he must pay more for Ellisland than Ellis- 
land was worth. According to the elder Cunning- 
ham, Ellisland was a poet's choice, not a farmer's. 

* Bums was not onlv a reader himself; he was 
ever the cause of reading in others. One of his 



occupations at Ellisland was the foundation an< 
the management of a book-club. He took tim^'^ 
keenest interest in the work, was especially car^??'— 
ful in selection, and, according to Glenriddel H f 
did whatever must be done himself. Like 1l»-* 
father, he believed in education; and, like Ifc-i* 
father, he did his be^t to educate his kind bv fli-H 
the means which lay to h^^ hand. He held th.^*-^ 
the peasant could not but be the better for goc»^ 
reading; and he exerted himself to the utmost *^ 
give the peasant what seemed to him the b&^^ 
that could be had. That he did so i« as honoi*-^'' 
able a circumstance as is shown in his career. 

• By Glencaim's interest he had been appoint^^ 
to a place in the Excise as earlv as 1787. 
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(uy), hi* fint yenr's " decreet " — bis shai-e, tbat ia, of the Iliiea tinposed upon his 
.:ifi>Riution — was wonh some fifty or sixty pounds. Elxercise and the open air 
.;r hdil good for a man's health ; yet in tlie winter of 1789-90 this man suffered 
mrllr from his old uilnient. As for verse, the Eleyy on Matthew Henderson and 
inB n akanttr (17i*0) seem a poor year's output for the poet of those wonderful 
"ntlu U, MoBSgiol. Bnt work for Johnson was going steadily on ; so that tlie 
rMolu of tliene biuren-looking times are in a sort the best known of his titles to 
.r'-aSiBM and lo fame. Thoa he strove, and faltered, and achieved till 1791, hy 
'; lia^iiniiig of which rear be bad realised that Ellisland was impossible, that be 
iilii not iilTord his rent, which (so he told Mrs. Duiilop) was raised that yeur by 
;L'i>. uid must de]>end entirely on his Excise manship — when lie asked for service 
:. X port, and, by Mrs. Dunlop'a interest, was transferred to " a vacant side-walk " 
■'■ [>nmfrie« town. Thither, his landlord setting no manner of impediment in his 
' >y, and hit crops and gear having lieen well and profitably sold,' be removed 
\ buBcIf in December, and eBlablisbed hb family in a little house in the Wee VenneL 
^^_*Ti* • eircQiustaace to not« that, beginning at Ellisland as the Burns of Of A' 
^KkAirta, wme time before the end he was tlie Burns of Yeatreen I Had a Pint o' 
HniM.* Tbat is, he married Jean in the April of 1788, and some two years after 
H p( Anne Park with child. Jean bore him his second sod (in wedlock) the 9th 
Apil. 1791 : and Anne Park bad been delivered of a daughter by liim ten days 
Ww« (3!»t M«rch). Some say that she died in childbed ; some that she livwl to 
Bvry a loUlier. Nobody knows, and, apparently, nobody cares, what became of 
W. 6'Aa was no '■ white rose " (with a, legend). She was scarce a " passion 
kver : " * and tliough the Bard himself thought the ditty he mode upon her one nf 
Ui Uat. the " Episode " in which she played a principal part is not regarded with 
lay fpecial interest by his biographers. She was a tavern waitress, and he was 
ibf Bard : and slie pleased him ; ami she lived, or died — it matters not which : 
■i Av* '• an end on 't. The true interest consists, perhape, in the magnanimity 

K lying-in d few days after the interloper, was somehow moved to re- 
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ceive the interloper's child, and to suckle it with her own. It is further to note 

that Anne Park is the last of Bums's mistresses who has a name. That she was 

not the last in fact you gather from Currie ; ^ but this one is innominate. So far 

as is known, the goddesses of the years to come, the Chlorises and Marias and 

Jessies : — 

" 'T is sweeter for the despairing 

Than aught in the world beside : " — 

are all platonic in practice, if not in idea. The recipe for song-making was soon 
to be this : ^^ I put myself in the regimen of adoring a fine woman, and in pro- 
portion to the adorability of her charms, in proportion you [Thomson] are de- 
lighted with my verses." It was a mistake, so far as the world is concerned. 
But Burns made it ; and by the time it was made, he probably knew no better. In 
his last years, indeed, the irresponsible Faunus of Mossgiel and Edinburgh becomes 
a kind of sentimental sultan, whoichanges, or rewards, his slaves of dream with a 
magnificence which, edifying or not, is at least amusing. Thus, you find liim de- 
signing the publication of a book of songs, with portraits of the beauties by whom 
they are inspired; Maria Riddell is expelled his lyrical harem as with a fork, 
because she has ofiPended him; Jean Lorimer, she of *Hhe lint-white locks," — 
'^ Bonie lassie, artless lassie ! " — is the Chloris of ditty after ditty, till of a sud- 
den Chloris is a disgusting name, and ^'what you once mentioned of 'flaxen 
locks ' is just " — so just, indeed, that *^ they cannot enter into an elegant descrip- 
tion of beauty." ^ This he discovers in the February of 1796, in the July of which 
year he dies. And he keeps up his trick of throwing the Ijrric handkerchief till 
the end. All through his last illness he is tenderly solicitous about his wife, be it 
remembered ; yet the deathbed songs for Jessie Lewars are the best of those clos- 
ing years. 

In the result, then, Ellisland was a mistake ; not so much because it was a farm, 
as because it was not Burns's own.' He was essentially and unalterably a peasant ; 
and as a peasant-poet, a crofter taking down the best verses ever dictated by the 



1 He has been roundly and deservedly reproved 
for the manner and the circumstances in which 
he published his report (of an ** accidental com- 
plaint ") which, by the way, was started by 
Heron. For another piece of 'scandal, whether 
published or not I do not know — that at Dum- 
fries the Bard talked openly with harlots — it is, 
of course, entirely unauthenticated ; and I here 
refer to it but for the purpose of pointing out 
that, if it were true, the fact of such familiarities, 
however horrifying to respectable Dumfries, 
would sit lightly enough both on Burns the peas- 
ant and on Bums the poet of The Jolly Beggars 
and My Auntie Jean Held to the Shore ; that, if 
it were true, the memory of Burns exchanging 
terms with the light-heels of the port were sim- 
ply one to set beside the memory of Burton re- 



joicing in the watermen at the bridge-foot at 
Oxford. 

2 Is it not all the Peasant and his womankind ? 
The peasant's women are his equals. The senti- 
ment of chivalry is not included in his heritage ; 
and he treats his associates in that lot of penury 
and toil which is his birthright as the "predomi- 
nant partner," the breadwinner, the provider of 
children, may : he punishes, that is, and he re- 
wards. It is unlikely that this was BurnsN prac- 
tice with Jean ; but assuredly it was his practice 
with the "fine women *' of his dreams. 

• He would have liked the life well enough, 
he says, had he tilled his own acres. But to take 
care of another man's, at the cost, too, of a horri- 
ble and ever-recurring charge called rent — that 
was the devil I 
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r KfoMf he might, uiie vould like to think, what with work tn tlie fiulils, 
k at his desk, and the strong, persuasive inducements of home, have attained 
I tth^lti of dajs and peace of mind and the achievement of atill greater fame, at 
• dme that be realised the ideal wliich he iia^ suliliiuated in some famous 

** To mak' a liuppj fireside clime h 

For wenna and wife, ^^fl 

That 's the tme pathos and aublinie ^^H 

Of human life/' ^^^H 

HLiinljr, though, it coold not be. He had too much genina, too much temperament, 
ill! it lo l>c — with loo mach interest in life, which to him, howevei' diverse and 
Wtrer r*riable his moods, meant, largely, if not wholly, Wine and Woman and 
AIm. be had been too hardly nsed, too desperately driven in hia youth, BJid 
l«[dendidly petted and pampered in hia manhood, to endure with constancy the 
\ bjr wbkh tlie tenant-farmer has to earn his bread. He had seen his father 
t Oliphant and Ijocblie ; and he had shared bis brother's failure ut 
I By no fault of his own, hut owing to the circumstance that he had taken 
it of which he could not make his rent, he failed himself at KUisland ; 
i, in hie case, there was small risk of " a factor's snash," be wa;» intiuitely 
-J boneat and too proud to take undue advantage of anotlier man's bounty : so, to 
'ika end* meet, ht^ turned ganger, and took charge of ten parishes, and rode two 
' aiulNd Bules a week In all weathers. It was a thing he 'd always wanted to do. 
%Ai, at th« time lie took to doing it, it was the only thing that could profitably be 
^■•a by hiiu. But Ilia misfortune in having to do it was none the less for tliat. It 
■ fmm his home, it unsettled his better habits, it threw him back on Edin- 
nd his triumphing experience as an idler and a Bard, it led him into t«mp- 
t by dJven ways. And when Pan, his goat-foot father — Pan. whom he 
1 closely, in his great gift of merriment, hia joy in life, his puissant 
^ bis innate and never-failing humanity — wonld whistle on him from the 
1, be <»uld not often atop his earn to the call. He was the most brilliant and 
*1b mgrt popular figure in the district ; he loved good-fellowship; he needed ap- 
pluK ; he rejoiced in the proof of his own pre-eminence in talk — rejoiced, too, 
i: Ihe trwucendentalising effect of liquor upon the talker,' as in the positive result 
•i Ut nam* and fanie, hia prestance and his personality, upon adoring women. Is 
; '■ h4 jihin that Dumfries wee inevitable ? Or, rather, is it not plain that, first and 
'•it. tbe life was one logical, irrefragable sequence of preparations for the death ? 
^W MooBt Olipliant and Lochlie led irresistibly to Mauchlme, as Mauchline to 
f'lubuf]^ and Edinburgh to Ellisland. and EUisland to the house in the Uill 
And is not tbe lesson of it all that there is none so unfortunate as Uie 
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misplaced Titan — the man too great for his circumstances ? Speaking hroadly, I 
can call none to mind who, in strength and genius and temperament, presents so 
close a general likeness to Burns as Miraheau. Bom a noble, and given an oppor> 
tunity commensurate with himself, Bums would certainly have done such work as 
Mirabeau's, and done it at least as well. Bom a Scots peasant, Mirabeau must, as 
certainly, have lived the life and died the death of Burns. In truth, it is only the 
fortune of war that we remember the one by his conduct of the Revolution, which 
called his highest capacities into action, while we turn to the other for his verses, 
which are the outcome (so Maria Biddell thought, and was not alone in thinking) 
of by no means his strongest gift 

vni 

Whatever the sequel, it may fairly be said for Ellisland that Bums and Jean 
were happy there, and that it saw the birth of Tarn o' Shunter and the perfecting, 
in the contributions to Johnson's Mtiseum, of the Vernacular Song.^ The last, as 
we know, was Burns's work ; but he had assistants, and they did him yeoman ser- 
vice. He worked in song exactly as he worked in satire and the rest — on familiar, 
old-established bases ; but he did so to a very much greater extent than in satire 
and the rest, and with a great deal more of help and inspiration from without. I 
have said that he contributed nothing to Vernacular Poetry except himself, but, 
his contribution apart, was purely Scots-Traditional ; and this is especially true of 
his treatment of the Vernacular Song. What he found ready to his hand was, in 
brief, his country's l3rric life. Scotland had had singers before him ; atid they, 
nameless now and forgotten save as factors in the sum of his achievement, had 
sung of life and the experiences of life, the tragedy of death and defeat, the farce 
and the romance of sex, the rapture and the fun of battle and drink, with sincerity 
always, and often, very often, with rich or rich-rank humour. Among them they 
had observed and realised a little world of circumstance and character ; among 
them they had developed the folk-song, had fixed its type, had cast it into the 
rhythms which best fitted its aspirations, had equipped it with all manner of situa- 
tions and refrains, and, above all, had possessed it of a great number of true and 
taking lyrical ideas. Any one who has tried to write a song will agree with me, 
when I say that a lyrical idea — by which I mean a rhythm, a burden, and a drift 
— once found, the song writes itself. It writes itself easily or with difficulty, it 
writes itself well or ill ; but in the end it writes itself. In this matter of lyrical 
ideas Burns was fortunate beyond any of Apollo's sons. He had no need to quest 
for them ; there they lay ready to his hand, and he had but to work his will with 

1 I say nothing of the numbers sent to Thom- regarded them as work done in the service of the 

son. Very many are copied from the Museum^ Scotland whose "own inspirM Bard" he was, 

and the others need not here be discussed with and neither asked money, nor would take it, for 

even an approach to particularity. A point to them. To think that he was writing for Thomson 

note in connexion with the contributions both to to the very end is to have at least one pleasant 

the Museum and to Scottish Atrs is that Bums memory of Dumfries, 
was honourably and intensely proud of them. He 
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them. That they were there explains the wonderful variety of his humours, his 
effects, and his themes ; that he could live and work up to so many among them is 
proof positive and enduring of the apprehensiveness of his humanity, his gift of 
rig^ty far-ranging sympathy. It is certain that, had he not been, they had long 
since passed out of practical life into the Chelsea Hospital of some antiquarian 
publication. But it is also certain that, had they not been there for him to take 
and despoil and use, he would not have been — he could not have been — the 
master-lyrist we know. What he found was of quite extraordinary worth to him ; 
what he added was himself, and his addition made the life of his find perennial. 
But, much as are the touch of genius and the stamp of art, they are not everything. 
The best of many nameless singers li ves in Burns's songs ; but that Bums lives so 
intense a lyric life is largely due to the fact that be took to himself, and made his 
own, the lyrical experience, the lyrical longing, the lyrical invention, the lyrical 
possibilities of many nameless singers. He was the last and the greatest of them 
all ; but he could not have been the greatest by so very much as he seems, had these 
innominates not been, nor could his songs have been so far-wandered as they are, 
nor so long-lived as they must be, had these innominates not lived their lyric life 
before him. In other terms, the atmosphere, the style, the tone, the realistic 
method and design,^ with much of the material and the humanity, of Bums's songs 
are inherited. Again and again his forefathers find him in lyrical ideas, in whose 
absence there must certainly — there cannot but have been — a blank in his work. 
They are his best models, and he does not always surpass them, as he is sometimes 
not even their equal.^ And if his effect along certain lines and in certain specified 
directions be so intense and enduring as it is, the reason is that they are a hundred 
strong behind him, and that he has selected from each and all of them that which 
was lyrical and incorruptible. A peasant like themselves, he knew them as none 
else could ever know. He sympathised* from within with their ambitions, their 
fancies, their ideals, their derisions, even as he was master, and something more, of 
nr methods. And, while it is fair to say that what is best in them is sublimated 

Cf., too, in other styles, Toddlin Home and Ellu 
banks and EHibraes And — well, any folk-song you 
care to try ! 

2 Cf . 0, Waly, Waly and The Twa Corbies and 
Helen of Kirkconnel ; with Toddlin Hame^ which 
Bums thought " the first bottle-song in the 
world," the old sets of A Cock-Laird Fu* Caddie 
and Fee Him, Father^ and, in j'et another genre^ 
Of Were My Love, Even in The 3 ferry Mutes 
Burns, who wrote a particular class of song with 
admirable gust and spirit, does no better work 
than some of the innominates — the poets of 
Erroch Brae and Joknie Scott and Jenny Sf^CraWy 
for example ; while his redaction of Ellibanks and 
Ellibraes (^' an old free-spoken song which cele- 
brates this locality would be enough in it«elf to 
bring the poet twenty miles out of his way to see 
it ") is in nowise superior to the original. 



^ Am I liave said (see ante^ p. xxxv. Note 2), 
retUtm is the distinguishing note of the Vemac- 
nlar School; and the folk-singers are not less 
carioas in detail than their literary associates 
and forebears. Even that long sob of pain, 0, 
Walfff Wolffs has its elements of everyday life 
ciiciimsUiice : — 



« 



My love was clad in the black velvet, 
And I myself in cramasie: " — 

its references to St. Anton's Well and Arthur's 
Seat and the sheets that " sail ne'er be pressed 
by me." Cf., too, that wonderful little achieve- 
ment in romance, The Twa Corbies: — 

"Te '11 sit on his white hause-bane. 

And I '11 pyke out his bonie blue e'en, 
Wi' ae lock o' his gowden hair 
We '11 tbeek our nest when it grows bare." 
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and glorified by him, it is also fair to say that, but for them, he could never have 
approved himself the most exquisite artist in folk-song the world has ever seen. 

It has been complained that, thus much of his claim to be original removed, he 
must henceforth shine in the lyrical heaven with a certain loss of magnitude and 
his splendour something dimmed. And this is so far true that the Bums of fact 
differs, and differs considerably and at many points, from the Bums of legend. 
The one is an effect of certain long-lived, inexorable causes ; the other — that 
*^ formidable rival of the Almighty," who, deriving from nobody, and appearing 
from nowhere, does in ten years the work of half-a-dozen centuries — is an impos- 
sible superstition, as it were a Scottish Mumbo-Jumbo. The one comes, naturally 
and inevitably, at the time appointed, to an appointed end ; but by no conceivable 
operation in the accomplishing of human destiny could the other have so much as 
b^fun to be. And, after all, however poignant the regret, and however wide-eyed 
and resentful the amazement of those who esteem a man's work on the same terms 
as they would a spider's, and value it in proportion as it does, or does not, come 
out of his own belly, enough remains to Bums to keep him easily first in the first 
flight of singers in the Vernacular, and to secure him, outside the Vernacular, the 
fame of an unique artist I have said that, as I believe, his genius was at once 
imitative and emulous ; and, so far as the Vernacular Song is concerned, to turn 
the pages of [that portion of this volume which contains his contributions to John- 
son's Mtiseum and Thomson's Scottish Airs'] is to see that, speaking broadly, his 
function was not origination but treatment, and that in treatment it is that the 
finer qualities of his endowment are best expressed and displayed. His measures 
are high-handed enough ; but they are mostly justified. He never boggles at 
appropriation,^ so that some of his songs are the oddest conceivable mixture of 
Bums, Bums's original, and somebody Bums has pillaged. Take, for instance, 
that arch and fresh and charming thing, For the Sake o' Somebody. In the first 
place, " Somebody " comes to Burns as a Jacobite catchword ; and in the next, the 
Ijrrical idea is found in a poor enough botch by Allan Ramsay : — 

" For the sake of Somebody, 
For the sake of Somebody, 

I could wake a winter's night 
For the sake of Somebody." 

This is pretty certainly older than The Tea-TaUe Miscellany, and has nothing 
whatever to do with the verses which the elder minstrel has tagged it withal. But 
it is a right lyrical idea, and in the long-run a lyrical idea is a song. So thinks 

1 Besides the folk-singers and the nameless Weh^e A* Noddin; to name but these; and, as a 

lyrists of the song-books, he is found pilfering further illustration of his method, note that, ac- 

from Sedley, Garrick, Lloyd, Ramsay, Fergusson, cording to Scott Douglas (ms. annotation), the 

Theobald, Carew, Ma^oiei Dodsley, and Sir Rob- first three lines of The Lass o' Ecclefechan belong 

ert Ayton (or another). See also our Prefatory to old song No. i., the next five to Burns, and the 

Notes to Duncan Davison ; Landlady^ Count the last eight to old song No. ii. 



Laimn; Sweetest May; The Winter it is Past; 



LIFE, GENIUS, ACHIEVEMENT lix 

uid yoa have but to compare the two sets to see the difference between 
nd joameyman at a glance. The old, squalid, huckstering little comedy 
hip: — 

'< First we '11 buckle, then we '11 tell, 
Let her flyte and syne come to .. . 
I '11 slip hame and wash my feet. 

An' steal on linens fair and clean, 
Sjtte at the trysting place we 11 meet. 
To do but what my dame has done : " — 

ee to a thing as comfortable to the ear and as telling to the heart to-day 
Bums vamped it from Ramsay's vamp from somebody unknown. What 
* to note is that not all the latest vamp is Bums plus Ramsay plus Innom- 
)lus Jacobite catchword : inasmuch as the first line of stanza ii. is con- 
>m an owlish lover in The TeorTable Miscellany : — 

** Ye powers that preside over virtuous love." 

le solemn poetaster a good half -century at least ere Bums ; and for over a 
years ^^ Ye Powers that smile on virtuous love " has lived as pure Bums, 
nre Burns is now passed into the language. Yet, despite the pilferings 
lints, it were as idle to pretend that Somebody^ as it stands, is not Bums, 
3 foolish to assert that Burns would have written Somebody without a cer- 
lown ancestor. Another flash of illustration comes from It Wa^s A* For 
htfu* King, with its third stanza lifted clean from Molly Stewart, and 
jewel of Bumsian gold, especially contrived and chased to set it off and 
i lyric best of it. A third example is found in A Red, Bed Rose, which 
ic of rather beggarly scraps of English verse ; just as Jonson's peerless 
Me Only With Thine Eyes is a mosaic contrived in scraps of conceited 
"ose. It is exquisitely done, of course ; but, the beggarly scraps of verse 
lid it ever have been done at all ? And Auld Lang Syne ? It passes 
Bums ; but was the phrase itself — the phrase which by his time had 
self in the very vitals of the Vernacular — was the phrase itself, I say, 
less to him ? Something or nothing may be due to *Ramsay for his telling 
ation of the way in which it should not be used as a refrain. But what 
Ider maker and the line which Burns himself thought worth repeating, and 
d world rejoices, and will long rejoice, to repeat with Bums : — 

** Should auld acquaintance he forgot, 
An' never thocht upon ? " 

soiling of his cadence, no taste of his sentiment, no smack of his Ijrrical 
memory (to say the least) of his burden : — 

" On old long syne, my jo. 
On old long syne. 
That thou canst never once reflect 
On old long syne: " — 
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in the later masterpieee ? To say ^^ No " were sorely to betray critJcisni. j 
Waukin^ — should we, could we ever, have had it, had there been nob 
Bums to start the tone and invent the Ijrrical idea ? 

''O, wat, wat, 

O, wat and weary ! 
Sleep I cao get nane 

For thinkin o' my dearie. 

^ A' the night I wake, 
A' the day I weary, 
Sleep I can get nane 
For thinkin o' my dearie." 

Thus, it may be, some broken man, in hiding among the wet hags ; som 
trooper, drenched and prowling, with a shirtf ul of sore bones ! Whoever 
and whatever his calling and condition, he had at least one lyrical impulse 
his part in a masterpiece by Barns, and his part is no small one. 

I might multiply examples, and pile Pelion upon Ossa of proof. But 1 
were simply to [anticipate much of the editorial matter contained in this v* 
and in this place I shall be better employed in pointing out that these dou 
ceptions (so to speak), these achievements in lyrical collaboration, are for t 
part the best known and the best liked of Bums's songs, and are, moreovc 
among Bums's songs which show Bums the songsmith at his finest The 
that he wrote two lyric styles: (1) the style of the Eighteenth Centur 
Books,^ which is a bad one, and in which he could be as vulgar, or as frigi 
tame, as very much smaller men ; ^ and (2) the style of the Vernacular ¥6 
which he handled with that understanding and that mastery of means a 



1 He was trained in it from the firnt. In early 
youth he carried an Engliah Bong-book about with 
him — wore it in his breeches-pocket, so to speak. 
This was J%e Lark: " Containing a Collection 
of above Four Hundred and Seventy Celebrated 
English and Scotch Songs, None of which are 
contain M in the other Collections of the same 
size, call'd The Syren and The Nightingale. 
With a Curious and Copious Alphabetical Glos- 
sary for Explaining the Scotch words. London. 
Printed (174C) for John Osborn at the Golden 
Ball in Pater Noster Row." 'T is a fat little book, 
and as multifarious a collection of Restoration 
and — especially — po^t-Restoration songs as one 
could wish to have : antiquated political squibs ; 
ballads, as Chevy Chace^ with Gilderoy^ the 
Q^eenls Old Soldier, and Katherine Hayes; a 
number of indecencies from D*Urfey's PilU; 
Scots folk-songs, like Toddlin Ilame and The 
Ewe BughtSy and (?, Waly, Waly and John Ochil' 
tree and The Blithesome Bridal; current English 
ditties like Old Sir Simon and Phillida Flouts Me ; 
a song of a Begging Soldier, whose vaunt, " With 



my rags upon my bum," is echoed in 
Beggars ; much Allan Ramsay ; with 
examples of Drj'den, Dorset, Congrevc 
der Scott, Brome, Prior, Wycherley, 1 
Farquhar, Cibber — even Skelton ; and 
ness of commonplace ditties about love i 
on the whole, an interesting collection • 
larly if you take it as an element in the 
of the lyric Bums. 

2 Cf. Their Groves of Sweet Myrtl 
286), among other things : — 

"The slave's spicy forests and gold 
fountains 
The brave Caledonian views wi' di 
He wanders as free as the winds of 
tains, 
Save Love's willing fetters — the ch 
Jean." 

Such achievements in what Mr. Men 
" the Bathetic," are less infrequent in I 
could be wished. 
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which stamp the artist. To consider his experiments in the first is to scrape ac- 
quaintance with Clarinda, Mistress of My Soid, and Fair Eliza^ and On a Bajik 
of Flowers^ and Sensibility, Haw Charming, and Castle Gordon, and No Church- 
man am I, and Strathallan' s Lament, and Raving Winds Around Her Blowing, 
and The Banks of the Devon, and A Bose-bud, By My Early Walk,^ and many a 
thing besides, which, were it not known for the work of a great poet, would long 
since have gone down into the limbo that gapes for would-be art. In the other are 
all the little masterpieces by which Burns the lyrist is remembered. He had a lead 
in The Silver Tassie * and in Aidd Lang Syne, in Is There for Honest Poverty 
and Duncan Davison, in A Waukrife Minnie and Duncan Gray and Wha is 
That at My Bower Doorf in / Hae a Wife and It Was A* For Our Rightfu' 
King and A Red, Red Rose, in Ma^pherson's Lament, and Ay Waukin, 0, and 
For the Sake o* Somebody, and Whistle an' I *ll Come to Ye — in all, or very 
nearly all, the numbers which make his lyrical bequest as it were a little park 
i^Murt — an unique retreat of rocks and sylvan corners and heathy spaces, with an 
abandance of wildings, and here and there a hawthorn brake where, to a sound of 
running water, the Eternal Shepherd tells his tale — in the spacious and smiling 
demesne of English literature. And my contention — that it is to Bums the artist 
in folk-flong that we must turn for thorough contentment — is proved to the hilt by 
those lyrics in the Vernacular for which, so far as we know, he found no hint else- 
where, and in which, so far as we know, he expressed himself and none besides. 
He had no suggestions, it seems (but I should not like to swear), no catchwords, 
no lyrical material for Tarn Glen and Of A* the Airts, for Willie Brewed and 
The Banks o* Doon, for Last May a Braw Wooer and 0, Wert Thmi iti the 
Could Blast,* and Mary Morison — to name no more. But, if they be directly 
referable to nobody but himself, they feature his whole ancestry. They are f olk- 
SOTigs writ by a peasant of genius, who was a rare and special artist ; and they 
show that the closer he cleaved to folk-models, and the fuller and stronger his 
possession by the folk-influence, the more of the immortal Burns is there to-day. 

Soggested or not, the songs of Burns were devised and written by a peasant, 
devising and writing for peasants. The emotions they deal withal are the simplest, 
the most elemental, in the human list, and are figured in a style so vivid and direct 
as to be classic in its kind. Romance there is none in them, for there was none in 

1 It is understood that Scots Wha Hae is an the work of an Eighteenth Century Scotsman 

tmmy in the Vernacular (I gather, by the way, writing in English, and now and then propitiat- 

that it is one of the two or three pieces by ** the ing the fiery and watchful Genius of Caledonia 

Immortal Exciseman nurtured ayont the Tweed '' by spelling a word as it is spelt in the Vernacular. 

which are most popular in England). But, even ^ " The first four lines are old, "he says, ''the 

<o, one has but to contrast it with Is There for rest is mine." And, in effect, the quatrain is 

Htmett Porertffy to recognise that in the one the unique in his work. 

writer's technical and lyrical mastery is complete, ^ it is oddly and amusingly illustrative of 

while in the other it is merely academic — aca- Bums's trick of mosaic that a line in this charm- 

demic as the lyrical and technical master^' of (say) ing song : — 

AUeBri^nnia. Now, h There far BJneU Po^ .. The brightest jewel in my crown : " - 

trtff 18 ctugue on a certam disreputable folk-song; o j j 

while 8ooU Wka Eat is for all practical purposes comes bodily from —Tht Court of Equity ! 
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Bums ^ — 't is the sole point, perhaps, at which he was out of touch with the nnre- 
nowned generations whose flower and crown he was. But of reality, which could 
best and soonest bring them home to the class in which their genius was developed, 
and to which themselves were addressed : — 

*' Grain de muse qui git invisible 
Au fond de leur ^ternit^: " — 

there is enough to keep them sweet while the Vernacular is read. They are for 
all, or nearly all, the peasant's trades and crafts : so that the gangrel tinker shares 
them with the spinner at her wheel, the soldier with the ploughman, the weaver 
with the gardener and the tailor and the herd. Morals, experiences, needs, love 
and liquor, the rejoicing vigour and unrest of youth, the placid content of age — 
there is scarce an3rthing he can endure which is not brilliantly, and (above all) 
sincerely and veraciously, set forth in them. That old-world Scotland, whose last 
and greatest expression was Bums, either has passed or is fast passing away. Li 
language, manners, morals, ideals, religion, substance, capacity, the theory and 
practice of life — in all these the country of Bums has changed ; in some, has 
changed " beyond report, thought, or belief." But that much of her which was 
known to her poet is with us still, and is with us in these songs. For man and 
woman change not, but endure for ever : so that what was truly said a thousand 
years ago comes home as truth to-day, and will go home as truth when to-day is a 
thousand years behind. To the making of these things there went the great and 
generous humanity of Bums, with the humanity, less great but still generous and 
sincere, of those unknowns, whose namelessness was ever a regret to him.^ They 
are art in their kind. And there is no reason why this *^ little V alclusa fountain " 
should lack pilgrims, or run dry, for centuries.' 



1 None, or so little that if his Jacobitisms seem 
romantic, it is only by contrast with the realities 
in which they occur. The interest of even It 
Wat A' For Our Rightfu' King is centred in the 
vamper's sympathy, not with the romantic situ- 
ation : — 

" He turn 'd him right and round about 
Upon the Irish shore," etc. : — 

but with that living, breathing, palpitating "ac- 
tuality " of sentiment developed in both hero and 
heroine by the disastrous turn of circumstances : 

" Now a* is done that men can do, 
And a' is done in vain: '* — 

and the position created by those circumstances 
at the end : — 

"But I hae parted frae my love 
Never to meet again: ** — 

which places this lyric somewhere near the very 
top of homely and familiar song. 

2 " Are you not quite vexed to think that these 



men of genius, for such they certainly were, who 
composed our fine Scottish lyrics, should be un- 
known ? It has given me many a heartache.'* 
(R. B. to Thomson, 19th November, 1794.) And 
see his Journal for a more heart-felt recognition 
still. 

* They lived not long the limited life of John- 
son's Musical Museum and Thomson's ScoUUk 
Airs, Thus, in a collection of North of England 
chap-books (c. 1810-20) which I owe to the kind- 
ness of the Earl of Crawford, I find at least two 
Bums "Songsters " (they are the same, but one 
is called "The Ayrshire Bard's Songster," the 
other something else) both " Printed by J. Mar- 
shall in the Old Fleshmarket," Newcastle. In 
a third — a miscellanv, this one — is Scots Wka 
JTae, " As sung by Mr. Braham at the Newcastle 
Theatre Royal" (Carlyle thought this famous 
l)Tic should be " sung by the throat of the whirl- 
wind;" but it had better luck than that). The 
great Jew tenor further warbled a couple of 
stanzas of The Winter It is Past at a concert in 
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I purpose to deal with the Dumfries period with aU possible brevity. The story 
is a story of decadence ; and, even if it were told in detail, would tell us nothing of 
Bums tiiat we have not already heard or are not all too well prepared to learn. 
In a little town, where everybody 's known to everybody, there is ever an infinite 
deal of scandal ; and Burns was too reckless and too conspicuous not to become a 
peculiar cock-shy for the scandal-mongers of Dumfries. In a little town, especially 
if it be a kind of provincial centre, there must of necessity be many people with 
not much to do besides talking and drinking ; and Bums was ever too careless of 
consequences, as well as ever too resolute to make the most of the fleeting hour — 
it may be, too, was by this time too princely and too habitual a boon-companion — 
to refrain from drink and talk when drink and talk were to be had. In the sequel, 
also, it would seem that that old jealousy of his betters (to use the ancient phrase) 
had come to be a more disturbing influence than it had ever been before. He 
knew, none better, that, however brilliantly the poet had succeeded, the man was 
so far a failure as an investment, that, with bad health and a growing family, he 
had nothing to look forward to but promotion in the Excise ; and his discontent 
with the practical outcome of his ambition and the working result of his fame was 
certainly not soothed, and may very well have been exacerbated, by his rather noisy 
sympathy with the leading principles of the French Revolution. He was too fear- 
less and too proud to dissemble that sympathy, which was presently (1794) to find 
expression in one of his most vigorous and -telling lyrics ; he was, perhaps, too pow- 
erful a talker not to exaggerate its quality and volume ; and, though it was com- 
mon, in the beginning at least, to many Scotsmen, its expression got him, as was 
inevitable, into trouble with his superiors, and in the long run was pretty certainly 
intensified, to the point at which resentment is translated into terms of indiscretion 
and imprudence, by the reflection, whether just or not,^ that it had damaged his 
chances of promotion. That he fought against temptation is as plain as that he 
proved incapable of triumph, and that, as Carlyle has wisely and humanely noted, 
the best for him, certain necessary conditions being impossible, was to die. Syme,' 



Uie same city, when Miss Stephens was responsi- 
ble for Charlie He *i My Darling. In other chaps 
ftime ifl found rubbing shoulders with Moore 
and Campbell and Tom Dibdin, and a hundred 
others, among them Allan Ramsay. In these Of 
ii* tk€ AirU is sandwiched between The Twopenny 
Postman and the Wedding at Ballyporeeny while 
For the Sake o* Somebody is kept in countenance 
by Paddy Carey and The Wounded Hussar, The 
mort popular, perhaps, are Of A* the Airts, and 
Scots Wha Hae, and Willie Brew'd ; but On a 
Bank of Flowers lack« not admirers. 

1 It seems to have been unjust. Pitt, though 
be lored the poetry of Bums, did nothing for him 
— was probably, indled, too busy to think of do- 



ing anything once the page was read and the 
bottle done ; and Fox, to whom Burns looked for 
advancement, was ever out of office, and could do 
nothing, even had he been minded to do some- 
thing, which we are not told that he was. But 
the Bard had a sure stay in Graham of Fintry ; 
and, though Glencaim was dead, and he was 
sometimes reprimanded (et pour cause\ there is 
no reason to believe that he would have missed 
preferment had he lived to be open to it 

2 It has been said, I believe, that Syme*s evi- 
dence is worthless, inasmuch as it tends to dis- 
credit Bums. But one eye-witness, however dull 
and .prejudiced (and Syme was neither one nor 
other) is worth a wilderness of sentimental his- 
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who knew and loved him, said that he was ^' hurnt to a cinder " ere Death took 
him ; we can see for ourselves that the Burns of the Kilmarnock Volume and the 
good things in the Museum had ceased to he some time hef ore the end ; there is 
evidence that some time hef ore the end he was neither a soher companion nor a 
self-respecting husband. And the reflection is not to be put by, that he left the 
world at the right moment for himself and for his fame. 

There is small doubt that the report of his misconduct was at best ankindly 
framed ; there is none that certain among his apologists have gone a very great 
deal too far in the opposite direction. We may credit Findlater, for instance, but 
it is impossible, having any knowledge of the man, to believe in the kind of Excise- 
man-Saint of Gray — impeccable in all the relations of life and never the worse for 
liquor — even as it is impossible to believe in the bourgeois Burns of the latest 
apotheosis. As Lockhart says, the truth lies somewhere between the two extremes ; 
and one is glad to agree with Lockhart. Even so, however, tradition, as reported 
by friends and enemies alike, runs stronger in his disfavour than it does the oth«r 
way.^ And, though we know that party feeling ran high in Dumfries, and that 
Burns — with his stiff neck, and his notable distinction, and his absolute gift of 
speech — did certainly damn himself in the eyes of many by what, in the circum- 
stances, must have seemed a suicidal intemperance of feeling and expression, we 
know also that, once extremely popular, he was presently cut by Dumfries society ; 
that after a time his reputation was an indifferent one on other counts than politics ; 
and that more than once — as in the case of Mrs. Riddell, and again, when he had 
to apologise for a toast no reasonable or well-bred man would have proposed in the 
presence of a King's officer unless he were prepared to face the consequences — 
he behaved himself ill, according to the standard of good manners then and now. 
The explanation in these and other cases is that he was drunk ; and, as matter of 
fact, drink and disappointment were pretty certainly responsible between them for 



torians; and Syme*8 phrase, howbeit it is so pic- 
turesque that it conveys what is, perhaps, too 
Tiolent an impression, probably means no more 
than that Bums had damaged himself with drink. 
That much Bums admitted time and again ; and 
Currie — who cannot but have got his informa- 
tion from Maxwell — remarks that for over a 
year before the end " there was an evident decline 
of our Poet's personal appearance, and, though 
his appetite continued unimpaired, he was himself 
sensible that his constitution was sinking." It 
was all, the doctor thought, the effect of alcohol 
on a difficult digestion and a sensitive nervous 
system ; and, though he was something of a fanatic 
in this matter, I see no reason, as he was also an 
honest man, to question his diagnosis. 

1 *'We are raising a subscription (horrid 
word) " — thus Sir Walter, to Morritt, 15th Jan- 
uary, 1814 — "for a monument to Burns, an 
honour long delayed, perhaps till some parts of 



his character were forgotten by those among 
whom he lived." This was written within twenty 
years of Burns's death, when the grievance of 
the Revolution was lost in the shadow cast by 
the tremendous presence of Napoleon. And, if 
it be urged that Bums's offending against Tbry- 
ism must have been rank indeed to be recalled 
thus bitterly and thus late, it may be retorted 
that by no possibility can it have been an hun- 
dredth part so indecent as the conduct of the Par- 
liamentary Whigs during the life and long after 
the death of Pitt. Of all men living Bums was 
entitled to an opinion; of all men living he had 
the best gift of expression. Well, he had his 
opinion, and he used his gift; and Dumfries could 
not forgive him. It is again a question of circum- 
stances. Fox and the rest were honoured Mem- 
bers of His Majesty's Opposition. Bums was 
only an exciseman. 



LIFE, GENIUS, ACHIEVEMENT 



Ixv 



the mingled squalor and gloom and pathos of the end. There is nothing like liquor 
to make a strong man vain of his strength and jealous of his prerogative — even 
while it is stealing both away ; and there is nothing like disappointment to confirm 
sach a man in a friendship for liquor. Last of all, there needs but little knowledge 
of character and life to see that to apologise for Bums is vain, that we must accept 
him frankly and without reserve for a peasant of genius perverted from his peas- 
anthood, thrust into a place for which his peasanthood and his genius alike unfitted 
him, denied a perfect opportunity, constrained to live his qualities into defects, 
and in the long run beaten by a sterile and unnatural environment. We cannot 
make him other than he was, and, especially, we cannot make him a man of our . 
own time : a man bom tame and civil and unexcessive — " he that died o* Wednes- 
day,'* and had obituary notices in local prints. His elements are all too gross, are 
all too vigorous and turbulent for that. '^ Grod have mercy on me," he once wrote 
of himself, " a poor, damned, incautious, duped, unfortunate fool ! the sport, the 
miserable victim of rebellious pride, hypochondriac imaginations, agonising sensi- 
bility and bedlam passions." Plainly he knew himself as his apologists have never 
known him, nor will ever know. 

That his intellectual and temperamental endowment was magnificent we know 
by the way in which he affected his contemporaries, and through the terms in 
which some of them — Robertson, Heron, Dugald Stewart, and, especially, Maria 
Riddall — recorded their impression of him ; yet we know also 'that, for all its 
magnificence^ or, as I prefer to think, by reason of its magnificence, it could not 
save him from defeat and shame. Where was the lesion ? What was the secret 
of his fall ? Lord Rosebery, as I think, has hit the white in saying that he was 
^ great in his strength and great in his weaknesses." ^ His master-qualities, this 
eritic very justly notes, were ^' inspiration and sympathy." But if I would add 
*' and character " — which, to be sure, is largely an effect of conditions ' — how 
most the commentary run ? There is pride — the pride of Lucifer : what did it 
spare him in the end ? There is well-nigh the finest brain conceivable ; yet is 
there a certain cnrioos intolerance of facts which obliges the owner of that brain, 
being a Government officer and seeing his sole future in promotion, to flaunt a 
friendship with roaring Jacobins like Maxwell and Syroe, and get himself nick- 
named a *^ Son of Sedition," and have it reported of him, rightly or not, that he has 
publicly avowed disloyalty at the local theatre.^ There is a passionate regard for 



1 I note with pleasure that Lord Ro^ehery 
knows too much of life, and is too g^od a judge 
of eridence, to think of putting a new complexion 
on tlM facta of these last, unhappy years. But 
has be been explanatory enough ? What, after 
all, hot failure is possible for strength misplaced 
and misapplied ? 

< I do not for an instant forget that here is 
more eircomstance: that he was a true Briton at 
heart, and that in the beginning his Jacobinism 
was chiefly, if not solely, an effect of sympathy 



with a tortured people. But there are ways and 
ways of favouring an unpopular cause; and 
Bums's were alike defiant and unwise. Thus 
Maxwell was practically what most people then 
called a " murderer '* — of the French King; yet 
it was while, or soon after, the enormities of the 
Terror were at their worst, that he became a chief 
associate of Bums. To some this seems a '' noble 
impnidence." Was it not rather pure inconti- 
nence of self ? 
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wrjnies ; with, at Sir Walter iioKc<L a lack of ehhafar, wlndi k '■ItntT^ hj Ihote 
lampoons on living Mn. Bidd^ and on dead Mn. OtewakL Thcro k tlie strongMt 
Mnte of fatfaerfaoodr whii the tenderest concern for ** w«au and wife; ** and there 
M that resolve for pleasoie which not eren thew iqilifkiB|^ lulJiMiMwt can checL. 
There u a noble generosity of heart and temper ; hot there ia to ioqperf ect a senie 
of conduct, so practical and so hahitaal a faith in a certain dieoij : — 



" The heart a j 's the part aj 
That makes ns right or 



that in the end 70a hare a hrdcen repatation« and death at seroi or eiglift and thirtjr 
w the effect of a discrediting rarietj of causes. Taking the precisiaa's point irf 
▼iewy one mi^t describe so extraordinary a blend of differences as a bad, well- 
meaning man, and one mi^ht easily enoo^ defend the de sc r ipti on. But the pre- 
cisian lias naught to do at this grare-side ; and to most of as now it is histoiy tiut^ 
while there wa^ an infinite deal of the best sort of good in Bnins. the bad in llia^ 
being largely compacted of such purely unessential defects as amganee, petnlaneSi 
imprudence, and a turn for self-indulgence, this last exasperated by the conditioM 
in which his lot was cast, was not of the worst kind after alL Yet the bad was bad 
enough to wreck the good. The little foxes were many and actire and g reedy 
enough to sfKiil a world of grapes. The strength was great, hot the weaknesses 
were greater ; for time and chance and necessity were ever developing the weik* 
nesses at the same time that they were ever beating down the streng^th. That is 
the s^jle conclusion possible. And to the plea, that the story it roonds is very piti* 
f ul, there ih this victorious answer : that the Man had drunk his life to the leeSi 
while the Poet had fulfilled himself to the accomplishing of a peculiar immortality; 
so tliat to Bums Death came as a deliverer and a friend.^ 

[1 Burns (lied 21st July, 1796.] 
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n* befrm llSli, Bona had olwr- 
For " g^Ui black prent ; " imd JM 
I hMb^ned in the end b; tllH 
mnuTiil to Jnmiuca. " Before 
ulie conolr]'," hv nara, " I ru- 
Iik aj jHwma." [He iaund a 
1 after seuuring a lafEcient an 
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, CHtMpt for a lew cupiea in 
1 bine boards, with a while bock 
It waa ivned b; aiibiFriptioD, 
)d doiHcB were printrd. It cou- 
vwiag preface. J 

IK triflr« art) not the production 
rbo, with all the advaatagr* of 
id pariupt amid the elegaticies 
of appcr lift). IcHika down fur a 



of on Author, he does it with fear and trem. 
bliag. So dear a fane to the rhvining tribe, 
that eveD he. an obscare, natueleu Bald, 
■hrinki ngbaat at the thouglit of beji^ braniled 
■a " An impertinent bio<ikh«ad, obtruding lui 
nonsense rm the world ; und becauM he can 
make a shift (o jincla ■ few dof(g«r«l Scotch 
rhymes tiigethi-r. luoka upon hinuelt as s Poet 
of no imoU eouHequenoe tonooth." 

It i» an observatiou of tliat celebrated Poet ' 
— ulioee divine Elegiea do honor to our lan- 
euage, onr nation, and our species — that 

Humility baa depressed many a genius to a 
hermit, but never raised one to fame." If any 
Critio catches at the word ^eaivs, the Anthor 
tells him, ouea for all, that he certainly looks 
npon binuelf as posaest of some poetio abil- 
ities. uCherviae his publishing in llie nuHUier 
he has dunn would be a mameuin below the 
worst ubaraet«r which, he hope*. Wa wont 
enoniT will ever give bivn : but to the genius 
of a Kaiusay. or the glorious dawnings of tho 
poor, unfortnnatc Ferguson, he, with eqoal 
unaffected JuneerTty, declares that, even in hia 



hill— If aod hia nistio compeeia 
I Ua aad tlicir native langna^. 
FBwr tram hi* earlieat yean. aC 
I aariliBat impulsca of the softer 
» M* (in nry latoly that the sp- 
I tlw partiality, of Friendship, 
nmtjr ■> far as U> make him 
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pieces : hot rather with a vir 
. tbeir flame, than fur Mtrvile il 



4lBwiB|C works were cTei 
vWw tu Um (■"«*' fo amnae 
Ik littJa er#at)>iR( of hia own 
• lAUaml tatiipist of alaboriuns 
~ " 'mis tnelings. the 

tlie fears, in his 
d of oinintorp«se 
Id. always an aUen 



)i the pahlio cliaractcc 



To hia .Subscriben the Author rftunw liia 
most (incete thank*. Not the nierceuary bow 
over a coanter. bat tlie hoart-Lhrobbipg nMl- 
tnde of the Baid. eoiuciaus bow mnoh ha ia 
indebted to BeneToleDoe and Friendahip fw 
gntifying him. if he danrrn it, in t^( dear- 
est wish of every poetic boaom — M be dia- 
tingtiinhed. He bees his readefs, partleulariy 
the Leartied and the Pnlite, who may hosor 
hitn with a priiul, that they will make evBty 
allowance tor Edueatiaa and Circumstanoea of 
Life : but if, after a fair, candid, and impartjal 
orit-iciEm. he shall ataud convicted of Dulnesa 
and Nonsense, lei him lie done by, as he would 
in that case do by others — let'him be ear- 
demned without meivy. to contempt and ob- 
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THE TWA DOGS 

A TALE 

According to GKlbert Bams, this TcUe was 
composed after the resolntion of publishing 
was nearly taken.*' Durii^ the night be- 
fore the death of William Bumess, Kobert's 
favorite dog, Loath, was killed by some per- 
son unknown. He thought at first of certain 
Stanzas to the Memory of a Quadrtped Friend 
— a true Eighteentn-Century inspiration — 
'* but this plan was giren up for the Tale as it 
now stands/* ** I have/* he says, in a letter to 
John Richmond, 17th February, 1786, " like- 
wise completed [since he saw Richmond in 
November] my poem on the Dogs, but have 
not shown it to the world." It was Luath*s 
successor — inheriting his name or not — whose 
appearance at the ** penny dance ** at Manch- 
line led Bums to remark, in Jean Armour's 
hearing, that " he wished he could get any of 
the lames to like him as well as his dog did.** 

'T WAS that place o* Scotland's isle 
That bears the name of auld King Coil, 
Upon a bonie day in June, 
When wearing thro' the afternoon, 
Twa dogs, that were na thrang at hame, 
Forgathered ance upon a time. 

The first I '11 name, they oa'd him Ccesar, 
Was keepit for **hi8 Honor's " pleasure: 
His hair, his size, bis month, bis lug^, 
Shew'd he was nane o' Scotland's dogs; 
But whalpit some place far abroad, 
Whare sulors gang to fish for cod. 

His lockM, letter'd, braw brass collar 
Shew'd him the gentleman an' scholar; 
But tho' he was o' high degree, 
The fient a pride, nae pride had he; 
But wad hae spent an hour caressin, 
Ev'n wi' a tinkler-gipsy's messin; 
At kirk or market, mill or smiddie, 
Nae tawted tyke, tho' e'er sae duddie, 
But he wad stan't, as glad to see him. 
An' stroan't on stanes an' hillocks wi' him. 

The tither was a ploughman's collie, 
A rhyming, ranting, raving billie, 
Wha for his friend an' comrade had him, 
And in his freaks had Lnath ca'd him. 
After some dog in Highland sang, 
Was made lang syne — Lord knows how 
lang. 



He was a gash an' faithfu' tyke. 
As ever lap a sheugh or dyke. 
His honest, sonsie, baws'ut face 
Ay gat him friends in ilka place; 
His breast was white, bis tousie bmck 
Weel clad wi' coat o' glossy black; 
His gawsie tail, wi' upward curl. 
Hung owre his hurdies wi' a swirl. 

Nae doubt but they were fain o' itber, 
And unco pack an' thick theeither; 
Wi' social nose whyles suufFxl an' snowkit; 
Whyles mice an* moudieworts they bowkit; 
Whyles scour'd awa' in lang excursion. 
An' worry 'd ither in diversion; 
Till tir'd at last wi' monie a farce. 
They sat them down upon their arse. 
An' there beean a lang digression 
About the ''lords o' the creation." 

C^SAR 

I Ve aften wonder'd, honest Luath, 
What sort o' life poor dogs like you have; 
An' when the gentir's life I saw. 
What way poor bodies liv'd ava. 

Our laird gets in his rackM rents. 
His coals, his kain, an' a' his stents: 
He rises when he likes himsel; 
His flunkies answer at the bell; 
He ca's his coach; he ca's his horse; 
He draws a bonie silken purse. 
As lan^ 's my tail, whare, thro' the steeks, 
The yellow letter'd Greordie keeks. 

Frae morn to e'en it 's nought bat toil« 
ing. 
At baking, roasting, frying, boiling; 
An' tho' the gentry first are stechin. 
Yet ev'n the ha' folk fill their pechan 
Wi' sauce, ragouts, an sic like trasbtrie^ 
That 's little short o* downright wastzie: 
Our whipper-in, wee, blastit wonner, 
Poor, worthless elf, it eats a dinner. 
Better than onie tenant-man 
His Honor has in a' the Ian'; 
An' what poor cot-folk pit their painch in, 
I own it 's past my comprehension. 

LUATH 

Trowth, Ccesar, whyles they 're fash't 
eneugh : 
A cotter howkin in a shengb, 
Wi' dirty stanes biggin a dyke, 
Baring a quarry, an' sic like; 



■ wife, bv thiu suttAioi, 
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tliAck on' rajif. 



ic^tho 

t *rad tUnk, a. wee touch lojiger, 
itSMiD Jitarve a' cAiiId and hunger: 
it oonies. I never kend yet. 

mlMif wonderfu' contented; 

1^ ciiieU, an' elever bitzies, 

I in «ic « my ai this it. 



m to ■«« how ye 're neglevkit, 
'd, ta.' GotTd, an' disrespeokit ! 
JD, unr gentrjr can- ait little 
in, ditobera, an' eie cattle; 
< M laacy bj poor folk, 
nj ■ MiDkitig brock. 

itie'd, on our laird 'b court-day. 
iiB ■ time nij beart '* been wae), 
kot boiliea, scant o' oash, 
r maun thole a factor's saasli : 
mp an' threnten, curse an' swear 
^hend them, poind their gear; 
ry luuiQ staiin', wi' uprrt humble, 
it a', an' feat an' tremble I 

»w folk live that hae ric^lies; 
J poor-folk uiBiin l>e wretches ! 



tantly on poortith's brink. 
Me aiiciutom'il wi' tbe ligbt, 
ot gi«* them little fright. 

buwe an' foKune are sae Kaid« 
-ay ia lew or inair provided; 
hlaga'd wi' clone eiuployment, 

'' !i( '( a iweet enjoyment. 

(t eonfort o' their livet, 
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arr jiiRt their pride, 

e worth o' nappy 
■• oneo happy: 
paMt tfctnr priratr carci, 
P IW KIric and Sut« affain; 




They '11 talk o' patrouage an' prieats, 
Wi' kindling fury i' their breasts, 
Ur tell what new taxation 'i (-oniiii. 
An' ferlie at the fulk in Lou'oti. 

Ab bleak-fao'd Hallowmass returns. 
They get tbe jovial, ranting kims, 
Wlien rural life, of ev'ry station, 

Ijove blinks. Wit slaps, an' social Mirth 
Forgets there 'b Care npo' the earth. 

That merry day the year begins. 
They bar tbe door on frosty win's; 
The nappy recks wi' luantliug ream. 
An' shedH a heart-inspiring steam; 
The luntiii pipe, an' sneeahiu mill, 
Are handed round wi' right gnid will; 
The cautie an Id folks craelctn crouse, 
The young anes ranting thro' the bouse — 
My heart has been sae fain to see theui. 
That 1 for joy hae bnrkit wi' them. 

Still it 's owre true that ye hae saiil 
Sio game is now owrc aften play'd; 
There 's monie a creditable stock 
a' decent, honest, fawsont folk. 
Are riven out baith root au' branch. 
Some rascal's pridefu' greed to quench, 
W'ha thinks to knit bimsel the faster 
III favor wi' some gentle master, 
Whn, alblins thrang a pari iamen tin', 
Fur Britain's guid his saul indentiii' — 



Stty rather, gaun as PremierB lead himi 
An' saying aye or no 's they bid him: 
At operas an' phiys parading. 
Mortgaging, gambling, masquerading: 
Or maybe, in a frolic dafl. 
To Hague or Calais taks a waft. 
To inak a tour an' tak a whirl, 
To learn ban ion, an' see the n-orl'. 

There, nt Vienna or Versailles, 
He rires his father's auid entails; 
Or by Madrid be taki. the rout, 
To thram gnitars an' fecht wi' nowt; 
Or down Italian vista startles, 
Whore-bniiting amang groves o' myrtles 
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An' clear the consequential sorrows, 
Love-gifts of Carnival signoras. 

For Britain's guid I for her destruction I 
Wi' dissipation, feud an' faction. 

LUATH 

Hech,man I dear sirs I is that the gate 
They waste sae monie a braw estate I 
Are we sae f oughten an' harass'd 
For gear ta gang that gate at last ? 

O would they stay aback frae courts. 
An' please themsels wi' countra sports. 
It wad for ev'ry ane be better. 
The laird, the tenant, an' the cotter I 
For thae frank, rantin, ramblin billies, 
Fient haet o' them 's ill-hearted fellows: 
Except for breakin o* their timmer. 
Or speakin lightly o' their limmer, 
Or shootin of a hare or moor-cock, 
The ne'er-a^-bit they 're ill to poor folk. 

But will ye tell me, master Csesar: 
Sure great folk's life 's a life o' pleas- 
ure? 
Nae cauld nor hunger e'er can steer them. 
The vera thought o't need na fear them. 

Ci£SAR 

Lord, man, were ye but whyles whare I 
am. 
The gentles, ye wad ne'er enyf 'em I 

It 's true, they need na starve or sweat. 
Thro' winter's cauld, or simmer's heat; 
They 've nae sair wark to craze their banes. 
An' fill auld-age wi' grips an' granes: 
But human bodies are sic fools. 
For a' their colleges an' schools. 
That when nae real ills perplex them, 
They mak enow themsels to vex them; 
An' ay the less they hae to sturt them. 
In like proportion, less will hurt them. 

A comitra fellow at the pleugh. 
His acre 's till'd, he 's right eneugh; 
A countra girl at her wheel, 
Her dizzen s done, she 's unco weel; 
But gentlemen, an' ladies warst, 
Wi' ev'n down want o' wark are curst : 
They loiter, lounging, lank an' lazy; 
Tho deil-haet ails them, yet uneasy : 
Their days insipid, dull an' tasteless; 
Their nights unquiet, lang an' restless. 



An' ev'n their sports, their balls an' races, 
Their galloping through public places. 
There s sic parade, sic pomp an' art, 
The joy can scarcely reach the heart 

The men cast out in party-matches, 
Then sowther a' in deep debauches; 
Ae night they 're mad wi' drink an' whor- 
ing, 
Niest day their life is past endoring. 

The ladies arm-in-arm in dusters, 
As great an' gracious a' as sisters; 
But hear their absent thoughts o' ither, 
They 're a' run deils an' jads theeither. 
Whyles, owre the wee bit cup an' platie. 
They sip the scandal-potion pretty; 
Or lee-lang nights, wi' crabbit lenks 
Pore owre the devil's pictur'd beaks; 
Stake on a chance a farmer's stackyard. 
An' cheat like onie unhang'd blackguard. 

There 's some exceptions, man an' woman; 
But this is Gentry's life in common. 

By this, the sun was out o' sight, 
An' darker gloamin brought the night; 
The bum-clock humm'd wi' lazy drone; 
The kye stood rowtin i' the loan; 
When up they gat, an' shook their lags, 
Rejoic'd they were na mm, but dogs; 
An each took aff his several way, 
Resolv'd to meet some ither day. 



SCOTCH DRINK 

Oie him strong drink until he wink, 

That 'a sinking in despur ; 
An' liquor guid to fire his bluid. 

That *8 prest wi' grief an' oare : 
There let him bowse, and deep carooae, 

Wi' bumpers flowing o'er, 
nil he forgets his loves or debts, 

An' minds his griefs no more. 

Solomon's Provxhbs, zxxi. 6, 7. 

Composed some time between the beginning 
of November, 1785, and 17th Febmary, 1786 
(letter of Bums to Richmond). On 20th 
March Bums sent a copy to his friend Rob- 
ert Muir, wine-merchant, Kilmarnock : *' May 
the ^-^ follow with a blessing for your edifi- 
cation." The metre, which has come to be 
reg^arded as essentially iScotdsh (see Prefatory 
Note to the Address to the Deil, p. 12), is that 
of Fergua8on*8 Cauler Water, of which Scoich 
Drink is a kind of parody. 



SCOTCH DRINK 



iber poett nuM a fracas 

Tinei, an' wines, an' drucken Bacchus, 

ibbit names an' stories wrack us, 

An' grate our lug: 
the jnice Scotch bear can mak as, 

In glass or jug. 

II 

I, my Muse I gaid auld Scotch drink ! 
ter thro' wimplin worms thou jink, 
hly brown, ream owre the brink. 

In glorious tauenif 
i me, till I lisp an' wink. 

To sing thy name t 

III 

skj wheat the haughs adorn, 
s set up their awnie horn, 
sse an' beans, at e'en or mom,* 

Perfume the plain: 
me on thee, John Barleycorn, 

lliou king o' grain I 

IV 

e aft Scotland chows her cood, 
pie scones, the wale o' food ! 
ibling in the boiling flood 

Wi' kail an' beef ; 
ben thou pours thy stronflr heart's 
blood. 

There thou shines chief. 



ills the wame, an' keeps us lirin; 
ife 's a gift no worth receirin, 
heayy-dnunfd wi' pine an' g^eyin; 

But oil'd by thee, 
heels o' life fsue down-hill, scrieyin, 

Wi* rattlin glee. 

VI 

dears the head o' doited Lear, 
cheers the heart o' drooping Care; 
strings the neryes o' Labor sair, 

At's weary toil; 
ey'n brightens dark Despair 

Wi' gloomy smile. 

VII 

bd in massy siller weed, 
aitles thou erects thy head; 
omUy kind in time o' need, 

The poor man's wine: 



His wee drap parritch, or his bread. 

Thou kitchens fine. 

VIII 

Thou art the life o' public haunts: 

But thee, what were our fairs and rants ? 

Ey'n godly meetings o' the saunts. 

By thee inspir'd. 
When, gaping, they besiege the tents, 

Are doubly fir'd. 

IX 

That merry night we get the com in, 
O sweetly, then, thou reams the horn in t 
Or reekin on a New-Year momin 

In cog or bicker, 
An' just a wee drap sp'ritual bum in, 

Air gusty sucker ! 



When Vulcan gies his bellows breath, 
An' ploughmen gather wi' their graith, 
O rare ! to see thee fizz an' freath 

I' th' lugget caup I 
Then Bumewin comes on like death 

At ey'ry chaup. 

XI 

Nae mercy, then, for aim or steel: 
The brawnie, bainie, ploughman chiel, 
Brings hard owrehip, wi' sturdy wheel. 

The strong forehammer. 
Till block an' studdie ring an' reel, 

Wi' dinsome clamour. 

XII 

When skirlin weanies see the light. 
Thou maks the gossips clatter bright. 
How fumbling cuifs their dearies slight; 

Wae worth the name ! 
Nae howdie gets a social night. 

Or plack frae them. 

XIII 

When neebors anger at a plea. 
An' just as wud as wud can be, 
How easy can the barley-brie 

Cement the quarrel I 
It 's aye the cheapest lawyer's fee. 

To taste the barrel. 

XIV 

Alake I that e'er my Muse has reason. 
To wyte her countrymen wi' treason I 
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Bui mooie diily weet their weuon 

WV liqaon nice, 

Ab' hMtdljf in a winter season, 

E'er spier her price. 

XV 

Wae worth that brandy, burnin trash I 
Fell source o' monie a pain an' brash I 
Twins monie a poor, doylt, drucken hash, 

O' half his days; 
An' sends, beside, auld Scotland's cash 

To her warst faes. 

XVI 

Ye Scots, wha wish auld Scotland well ! 
Ye chief, to you my tale I tell, 
Poor, plackless devils like mysel I 

It sets you ill, 
Wi' bitter, dearthfu' wines to mell, 

Or foreign gill. 

XVII 

May gravels round his blather wrench, 
An' gouts torment him, inch by inch, 
Wha twists his gruntle wi' a glnnch 

O' sour disdain. 
Out owre a glass o' whisky-punch 

Wi' honest men I 

XVIII 

O Whisky I soul o' plays an' pranks ! 
Accept a Bardie's gratefu' thanks ! 
When wanting thee, what tuneless cranks 

Are my poor verses I 
Thou comes — they rattle i' their ranks 

At ither's arses I 

XIX 

Thee, Ferintosh I O sadly lost ! 
Scotland lament frae coast to coast I 
Now colic g^ps, an' barkin hoast 

May kill us a'; 
For loyal Forbes' chartered boast 

Is taen awa I 

XX 

Thae curst horse-leeches o' th' Excise, 
Wha mak the whisky stells their prize ! 
Haud up thy han, Deil I anoe, twice, 
thrice I 

There, seise the blinkers I 
4n' bake them up in bmnstane pies 

For poor damn'd arinkers. 



XXI 



Fortune I if thou 11 but gie me still 
Hale breeks, a scone, an whisky eill. 
An' rowth o' rhyme to rave at will, 

Tak a' the rest, 
An' deal 't about as thy blind skill 

Directs thee best. 



THE AUTHOR'S EARNEST CR 
AND PRAYER 

TO THE RIGHT HONORABLE AND MONO 
ABLE THE SCOITISH REPRESENTATIVl 
IN THE HOUSE OF COMMONS 

DMTMt of distillstion ! laat and beck — 
— How art thoa lost I — 

Parody on MOiom. 

I 

Ye Irish lords, ye knights an' squires, 
Wha represent our brughs an' shires. 
An' doucely manage our affairs 

In Parliament, 
To you a simple Bardie's prayers 

Are humbly sent. 

II 

Alas ! my roupet Muse is haerse ! 

Your Honors' hearts wi' grief 't wad pierc 

To see her sittin on her arse 

Low i' the dust. 
And scriechin out prosaic verse. 

An' like to brust I 

HI 

Tell them wha hae the chief direction, 
Scotland an' me 's in great affliction. 
E'er sin' they laid that curst restriction 

On aqua-yitse ; 
An' rouse them up to strong conyiction, 

An' move their pity. 

IV 

Stand forth, an' tell yon Premier youth 

The honest, open, naked truth: 

Tell him o' nune an' Seotland's drouth. 

His seryants humble: 
The muckle deeyil blaw you south. 

If ye dissemble ! 



Does onie great man ^lunch an' gloom ? 
Speak out, an' never »sh your thumb ! 



THE AUTHOR'S EARNEST CRY AND PRAYER 



Let posts an' pensions sink or soom 

Wi' them whs grant 'em: 

If honestly they canna oome, 

Far better want 'em. 



VI 

In gath'rin votes yon were na shusk; 
Now stand as tightly by your tack: 
Ne'er elaw your lug, an' fidge your back, 

An' hum an haw; 
But raise your arm, an' tell your crack 

Before them a'. 

VII 

Paint Scotland greetin owre her thrissle; 
Her mutchkin stowp as toom 's a whissle; 
An' damn'd excisemen in a bustle, 

Seizin a stell, 
Triumphant, crushin 't like a mussel, 

Or lampit shell I 

vni 

Then, on the tither hand, present her — 
A blackguard smuggler right behint her. 
An' eheek-for-chow, a chuffie vintner 

Colleaguing join, 
Pickin her pouch as bare as winter 

Of a' kind coin. 

IX 

^ there, that bears the name o' Scot, 
^ut feels his heart's bluid rising hot, 
l^o see his poor auld mither's pot 

Thus dung in staves, 
i* plonder'd o' her hindmost groat. 
By gallows knaves ? 

X 

^lai 1 1 'm but a nameless wight, 

^Kf)de i' the mire out o' sight f 

Out eonld I like Montgomeries fight. 

Or gab like Boswell, 
Tbeie 's some sark-necks I wad draw tight. 

An' tie some hose well. 

XI 

^ UesB yoor Honors I can ye see 't, 
The kbd, aold, eantie carlin greet, 
^' no get warmly to your feet. 

An' gar them hear it, 
Aa' tell them wi' a ]^triot-heat. 

Ye winna bear it ? 

XII 

^^ o' voo moeij ken the laws. 
To lOQnd the period an' pause, 



An' with rhet6ric danse on clause 

To mak haraneues: 

Then echo thro' Saint Stephen^ wa's 

Auld Scotland's wrangs. 

XIII 

Dempster, a true blue Scot I 'se warran; 
Thee, aith-detesting, chaste Kilkerran; 
An' that glib-gabbet Highland baron. 

The Laird o' Graham; 
An' ane, a chap that 's damn'd auldfarran, 

Dnndas his name : 

XIV 

Erskine, a spuukie Norland billie; 
True Campbells, Frederick and Ilay; 
An' Livistone, the banld Sir Willie; 

An' monie ithers, 
Whom auld Demosthenes or TuUy 

Might own for brithers. 

XV 

Thee^sodger Hugh, my watchman stented. 

If Bardies e'er are represented; 

I ken if that your sword were wanted, 

Ye 'd lend your hand; 
But when there *s ought to say anent it, 

Ye 're at a stand. 

XVI 

Arouse, my boys ! exert your mettle, 
To get auld Scotland back her kettle; 
Or faith ! 1 11 wad my new pleugh-pettle, 

Ye '11 see 't or lang, 
She 11 teach you, wi' a reekin whittle, 

Anither sang. 

XVII 

This while she 's been in crankous mood. 
Her lost Militia fir'd her bluid; 
(Deil na they never mair do guid, 

Play'd her that pliskie !) 
An' now she 's like to rin red-wnd 

About her whisky. 

XVIII 

An' Lord ! if ance they pit her till 't. 
Her tartan petticoat she 11 kilt. 
An' durk an' pistol at her belt. 

She 11 tak the streets, 
An' rin her whittle to the hilt, 

I' the first she meets I 

XIX 

For God-sake, sirs I then speak her fair. 
An' straik her cannie wi' the hair, 
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An' to the Mackle House repair, 

Wr instant speed. 

An* strive, wi* a'your wit an^ lear, 

To get remead. 

XX 

Yon ill-tongu'd tinkler, Charlie Fox, 
May taunt you wi' his jeers an' moolcs; 
But gie him 't het, my hearty oocks ! 
^ E'en cowe the cadie ! 

An' send him to his dicing box 

An' sportm lady. 

XXI 

Tell yon.gruid bluid of auld Boconnook's, 
1 11 be his debt twa mashlum bonnocks, 
An' drink his health in auld Nanse Tin- 
nock's 

Nine times a-week. 
If he some scheme, like tea an' winnooks, 

Wad kindly seek. 

XXII 

Could he some commutation broach, 

I '11 pledge my aith in guid braid Scotch, 

He needna fear their foul reproach 

Nor erudition. 
Yon mixtie-maxtie, queer hotch-potch, 

The Coalition. 

XXIII 

Auld Scotland has a raude tongue; 
She 's just a devil wi' a rung; 
An' if she promise auld or young 

To tak their part, 
Tho' by the neck she should be strung, 

She '11 no desert. 

XXIV 

And now, ye chosen Five-and-Forty, 
May still your mither's heart support 

ye; 
Then, tiio' a minister grow dorty. 

An' kick your place. 
Ye 11 snap your fingers, poor an' hearty, 

Before hb face. 

XXV 

(rod bless your Honors, a' your days, 
Wi' sowps o' kail and brats o' claes, 
In spite o' a' the thievish kaes, 

That haunt St. Jamie's I 
Your humble Bardie sings an' prays. 

While Bab his name is. 



POSTSCRIPT 
XXVI 

Let half-starv'd slaves in warmer skies 
See future wines, rich-clost'ring, rise; 
Their lot auld Scotland ne'er envies, 

But, blythe and frisky. 
She eyes her freebom, martial boys 

Tak aff their whisky. 

XXVII 

What tho' their Phoebus kinder warms, 
While fragrance blooms and Beantv chari 
When wretches range, in f amish'd swan 

The scented groves; 
Or, hounded forth, dishonor arms 

In hungry droves ! 

xxvui 

Their gun 's a burden on their shouther; 
Thev downa bide the stink o' powther; 
Their bauldest thought 's a hank'rin 
swither 

To Stan' or rin, 
Till skelp — a shot — they 're aff, a' thro' 
ther, 

To save their skin. 

XXIX 

But bring a Scotsman f rae his hill. 
Clap in his cheek a Highland eill, 
Say, such is royal George's will. 

An' there 's the foe ! 
He has nae thought but how to kill 

Twa at a blow. 

XXX 

Nae oauld, faint-hearted doubtings te 

him; 
Death comes, wi' fearless eye he 8 

him; 
Wi' bluidy han' a welcome gies him; 

An' when he fa's, 
His latest draught o' breathin lea'es hii 

In faint huzzas. 

XXXI 

Safi^es their solemn een may steek 
Air raise a philosophic reek. 
An' physically causes seek 

In clime an' season; 
But tell me whisky's name in Greek: 

I '11 tell the reason. 



THE HOLY FAIR 



XXXII 



Seotlind, my aald, respected mither ! 
TV)* whiles ye nMMstify your leather, 
Till whsre ye sit oo craps o' heather 

Ye tine your dam. 
Freedom and whiaky gang thegither, 

l^ak aff your dram I 



THE HOLY FAIR 



A robe of leMinlng tmth and trait 

ffid enf^ obMrrstkm; 
Aad Mcrat bong, with poiMQ*d ennt, 

TIm dirk of dofamatioo: 
A BMk that liko the gorget ahow'd, 

I>f»-Tar)riiig on Um pl^oo; 
Aid for a mantle large imd broad. 

Be wrapt blm in Belision. 

Hypocritjf h4a-mode. 

'HoIt Fair* is a common phrase in the 
t of Scotland for a sacramental occasion " 
B^ in Edinburgh Editions). The satire 
liiefl J concerned with the '* tent - preaoh- 
' oQtnde the church while the Communion 
ieee went on within. In Mauohline the 
ehing tent was pitched in the churchyard, 
M« a back entrance gare access to Nanse 
wck*8 taTem ; and the ** Sacrament *' was 
rred once a year, on the second Sunday in 
urt. Critics hare classed the piece amoi^ 
Uter <mes in the Kilmarnock Edition ; but 
» MS. at Kilmarnock it is dated ^* Autuum, 
>r tad it probably records the ereuts of 
jear. Tms ascription supports the tra- 
in that Bums recited it in the tarem where 
Keae is laid, to an audience which in- 
M Jean Armour, with whom there was no 
ml till the spring of 1786. 



i^fox a simmer Sunday mom, 

When Nature's face is fair, 
[ wilkM forth to view the com. 

An* naif the caller air. 
The riaiiig sun, owre Galston Muirs, 

Wi* glorious light was glintin ; 
% hares were hirplin down the furs, 

^ Uv'rocks they were chantin 

Fu' sweet that day. 

II 



Ailightioniely I glowr'd abroad, 

To see a scene sae gay, 
Tnee hizzies, early at the road, 

Ctm ikelpin up the way. 



Twa had manteeles o' dolef u' black, 

But ane wi' lyart lining; 
The third, that gaed a wee a-haok, 

Was in the fashion shining 

Fu' gay that day. 

Ill 

The twa appear'd like sisters twin. 

In feature, form, an' claes; 
Their visage withered, lang an' thin, 

An' sour as onie slaes: 
The third cam up, hap-step-an'-lowp. 

As light as ome lambie. 
An' wi' a cnrchie low did stoop. 

As soon as e'er she saw me, 

Fn' kind that day. 

IV 

Wi' bonnet a£F, quoth I, ** Sweet lass, 

I think ve seem to ken me; 
I 'm sure I 'ye seen that bonie face. 

Bat yet I canna name ye." 
Quo* she, an' laughin as she spak. 

An' taks me by the ban's, 
<<Ye, for my sake, hae gi'en the feck 

Of a' the Ten Conunan's 

A screed some day. 



** My name is Fun — your cronie dear. 

The nearest friend ye hae; 
An' this is Superstition here. 

An' that *s Hypocrisy. 
I 'm gaun to Mauohline Holy Fair, 

To spend an hour in daffin: 
Gin ye 11 go there, yon runkl'd pair. 

We will get famous laughin 

At them this day." 

VI 

Quoth I, « Wi' a' my heart, I H do 't; 

I '11 get my Sunday's sark on, 
An' meet you on the holy spot; 

Faith, we 'se hae fine remarkin ! " 
Then I gaed hAme at crowdie-time. 

An' soon I made me ready; 
For roads were clad, frae side to side, 

Wi' monie a wearie body. 

In droves that day. 

VII 

Here farmers gash, in ridin graith, 

Gaed hoddin by their cotters; 
There swankies young, in braw braid-daith. 

Are springin owre the gutters. 



lO 
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Tbe UaseSy fkelpio barefit, thnuig. 

In silks an' scarlets gHtter; 
Wr sweet-milk eheese, in monie a whang, 

An' faris, bak'd wi' batter, 

Fu' crump that day. 



VIII 

When by the plate we set oar nose, 

Weel heapM ap wi' ha'pence, 
A ereedy g^wr black-bonnet throws. 

An' we maan draw our tippenoe. 
Then in we go to see the show: 

On ey'ry side they 're gath'rin; 
Some carryin dails, some chairs an' stools, 

An' some are basy bleth'rin 

Kight load that day. 

IX 

Here stands a shed to fend the show'rs, 

An' screen our countra gentry; 
There Racer Jess, an' twarthree whores. 

Are blinkin at the entry. 
Here sits a raw o' tittlin jads, 

Wi' heavin breasts an' bare neck; 
An' there a batch o' wabster lads, 

Blackgaardin frae Kilmarnock, 

For fan this day. 



Here some are thinkin on their sins. 

An' some upo' their claes; 
Ane carses feet that fyl'd his shins, 

Anither siehs an' prays: 
On this hand sits a chosen swatch, 

Wi' screw'd-up, grace-proud {aces; 
On that a set o' chaps, at watch, 

Thrang winkin on the lasses 

To chairs that day. 

XI 

O happy is that man an' blest ! 

Nae wonder that it pride him ! 
Whase ain dear lass, that he likes best, 

Comes clinkin down beside him I 
Wi' arm repos'd on the chair back. 

He sweetly does compose him; 
Which, by degrees, slips round her neck, 

An 's loof upon her bosom, 

Unkend that day. 

XII 

Now a' the congregation o'er 

Is silent ei^peotation; 
For Moodie speels the holy door, 

Wi' tidings o damnation: 



Should Homie, as in ancient days, 
'Mang sons o' God present huu; 

The Tera sight o' Hoodie's faee 
To 's ain bet hame had sent him 

Wi' fright that day. 

XIII 

Hear how he clears the points o' Faith 

Wi' radlin ai/il thumpin ! 
Now meekly calm, now wild in wrath, 

He 's stampin, an' he 's jumpin ! 
His lengthen d chin, his tum'd-up snout. 

His eldritch squeel an' gestures, 
O how they fire the heart devout — 

Like cantharidian plaisters 

On sic a day. 

XIV 

But hark I the tent has chang'd its voice; 

There 's peace an' rest nae langer; 
For a' the real judges rise. 

They canna sit for anger: 
Smith opens out his cauM harangues, 

On practice and on morals; 
An' aff the godly pour in thrangs. 

To gie the jars an' barrels 

A lift that day. 

XV 

What signifies his barren shine. 

Of moral pow'rs an' reason ? 
His English style, an' gesture fine 

Are a' clean out o' season. 
Like Socrates or Antonine, 

Or some auld pagan heathen, 
The moral man he does define, 

But ne'er a word o' faith in 

That's right that day « 

XVI 

In guid time comes an antidote 

Against sic poison'd nostrum ; 
For Peebles, hue the water-fit. 

Ascends the holy rostrum: 
See, up he 's got the word o' God, 

An' meek an' mim has view'd it, 
While Common-sense has taen the road. 

An' aff, an' up the Cowgate 

Fast, fast that day. 

XVII 

Wee Miller niest, the guard relieves. 

An' orthodoxy raibles, 
Tho' in his heart he weel believes, 

An' thinks it auld wives' fables: 



THE HOLY FAIR 



XI 



t faith ! the birkie wants a manse: 
^ cuinilie be hums them; 
tbo' his eamal wit an' sense 
Like hafBins-wise o'ercomes him 
At times that day. 

XVIII 

V batt an' ben the change-house fills, 

iVrjill-caop commentators; 

n's erying out for bakes an' gills, 

.W there the piut-stowp clatters; 

hile thick an' thrang, an' loud an' lang, 

^Vi* logic an' wi' Scripture, 

«? raise a din, that in the end 

U like to breed a rupture 

O' wrath that day. 

XIX 

«ze me on drink ! it gies us mair 
Than either school or college; 
kindles wit, it waukens lear, 
It paon us fou o' knowledge: 
' 't wbuky-gill or penny wheep, 
Or onie stronger potion, 
Qerer fails, on dnnldn deep, 
To kittle up our notion, 

By night or day. 

XX 

e lads an* lasses, blythely bent 
^o miod baith saul an' body, 
i^ood the table, weel .content, 
^' steer about the toddy: 
this ane's dress, an' that ane's leuk, 
^j*re makin obsenrations; 
tile some are cozie i' the neuk, 
Ui* formin assignations 

To meet some day. 

XXI 

> now the Lord's ain trumpet touts, 
^ a' the hills are rairin, 
1 echoes back return the shouts; 
Klack Russell is na spairin: 
pierein words, like Highlan' swords, 
^▼ide the joints an' marrow; 
' talk o' Hell, whare deyils dwell, 
^ Terra " sauls does harrow " 

Wi' fright that day ! 

XXII 

^ut, anbottom'd, boundless pit, 
^ iB^d fou o' lowin brunstane, 
^^ tagin flame, an' scorehin heat, 
^«d aeh the hardest whun-stane I 



The half-asleep start up wi' fear. 
An' think they hear it roarin; 

When presently it does appear, 
'T was but some neebor snorin 

Asleep that day. 

XXIII 

'T wad be owre lang a tale to tell. 

How monie stories past; 
An' how they crouded to the yill, 

When they were a' dismist; 
How drink gaed round, in cogs an' canps, 

Amang the furms an' benches; 
An' cheese an' bread, frae women's laps. 

Was dealt about in lunches. 

An' dawds that day. 

XXIV 

Li comes a gawsie, gash guidwife, 

An' sits down by the fire, 
Syne draws her-kebbnck an' her knife; 

The lasses they are shyer: 
The auld fuidmen, about the grace, 

Frae side to side they bother; 
Till some ane by bis bonnet lajrs. 

An' gies them 't, like a tether, 

Fn' lang that day. 

XXV 

Waesucks I for him that gets nae lass. 

Or lasses that hae naething I 
Sma' need has he to say a grace. 

Or melvie his braw claithing I 
O wives, be mindf u', ance yoursel, 

How bonie lads ye wanted. 
An' dinna for a kebbuck-heel 

Let lasses be affronted 

On sic a day ! 

XXVI 

Now Clinkumbell, wi' rattlin tow, 

Begins to jow an' croon; 
Some swagger hame the best they dow. 

Some wait the afternoon. 
At slaps the billies halt a blink. 

Till lasses strip their shoon: 
Wi' faith an' hope, an' love an' drink. 

They 're a' in famous tune 

For crack that day. 

XXVII 

How monie hearts this day converts 

O' sinners and o' lasses I 
Their hearts o' stane, ^n night, are gane 

As saft as onie flesh is: 
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There 's some are foa o' love divine; 

There 's some are fou o' brandy; 
An' monie jobitf that day begin, 

May end in houghmagandie 

Some ither day. 



ADDRESS TO THE DEIL 

O Prince I O Chief of many throoM pow*n ! 
That led th* embatU'd awaphim to war. 

Milton. 

Qilbert BamB states that his brother first 
rraeated the Address to the Deil in the winter 
** fcJlowing the sommer of 1784/' while they 
** were eomg together with carts of coal to the 
family fire ; ** bnt it is clear from Bums's letter 
to Richmond, 12th February, 1786, that he mis- 
dates the poem by a year. The Address is, in 
part, a good-natured borlesqae of the Miltonic 
ideal of Satan ; and this is effected ** by the in- 
tro d netion," to nse the words of Gilbert Bums, 
*'of lodicrons accounts and representations," 
from *' Tarious quarters," of that *' august per- 
sonage." Bums in his despairing moods was 
accustomed to fei^ the strongest admiration 
for Milton's Arch-Fiend and lus dauntless su- 
periority to his desperate circumstances ; and 
his farewell apostrophe, although it takes the 
form of an exclamation of pity — and was ac- 
cepted merely as such by the too-too senti- 
mental yet austere Carlyle — is in reality a 
satiric thmst at the old Satanic dog^a. 

The six-line stave in rime couie^ built on two 
rhymes, used in the Address to the Deilf was 
borrowed from the troubadours, and freely 
used in mediieval English during the thirteenth, 
fourteenth, and fifteenth centuries. There is 
small doubt that it was known to medi»val 
Scotland, but the first Scotsman whose name 
U attached to it is Sir David Lindsay (1540). 
It fell into disuse with the decline of popular 
poetry aft«r the Reformation [but was revived 
in the Piper of Kilharchan and other ballads, 
rendered more familiar by Allan Ramsay, and] 
it so took the Scottish ear that by Fergusson^s 
time, as may be seen in Ruddiman's Weekly 
Magazine (1768-1784), it had become the 
common inheritance of all such Scotsmen as 
could rhyme. Through Fergnsson, who did his 
sprightliest work in it, and John Mayne (175(^ 
1836) —author of The Siller Gun (1777), who 
wrote it by cantos — it passed into the hands 
of Bums, who put it to all manner of uses 
and informed it with all manner of senti- 
ments : in ambitious and serious poetry like 
The Vision ; in Addresses — to a Louse, a 
Mountain Daisy, the Toothache, the Devil, a 
Haggis, Scotch Drink, to name but these ; in 
Elegtes — upon Tam Samson and Poor Mailie 



and Captain Matthew Henderson; in 8ncl» 
satires as Death and Dr. Hornbook and HoL^ 
Willie* s Prayer ; and in a series of Epistles of 
singular variety and range. His thoughts andl. 
fancies fell naturally into the pace which it im— 
poses : as Dryden's into the heroic couplet, a» 
Spenser^s into the stanza of The FaSrie Queen. 
Indeed, he cannot keep it out of his head, 
and his Alexandrines often march to the tune 
of it : — 

" And heard great BabMon^a doom pronounced 
By Heaven^s command '* — 

** And * Let us worship 6od,* he aays 
With aolemn air " — 

** And curse the ruiBan^s aim, and mourn 
Thy hapless fate." 

'Tis small wonder, therefore, that a very 
large proportion ^ his non-lyrical achieve- 
ment is set forth in it, or that Wordswortli 
should choose it for the stave of his memoiial 
verses. 



THOU I whatever title suit thee — 
Auld Hornie, Satan, Nick, or Clootie — 
Wha in yon cavern grim an' sootie, 

Clos'd under hatches, 
Spairges about the brunstane cootie, 

To scaud poor wretches f 

II 

Hear me, Auld Hangie, for a wee. 
An' let poor damned bodies be ; 

1 'm sure sma' pleasure it can gie, 

£v*n to a deil, 
To skelp an' scaud poor dogs like me 

An' hear us squeel. 

Ill 

Great is thy pow'r an' great thy fame; 
Far kend an' noted is thy name ; 
An' tho' yon lowin heugh 's thy hame, 

Thou travels far; 
An' faith I thou 's neither lag, nor lame. 

Nor blate, nor scaur. 

IV 

Whyles, ranging like a roarin lion, 
For prey, a' holes an' corners trying; 
Whyles, on the strong-wing'd tempest flyin, 

Tirlin the kirks; 
Whyles, in the human bosom pryin, 

Unseen thou lurks. 



I *ve heard my rev'rend graunie say. 
In lanely glens ye like to stray; 



^ 
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sre ftold miii'd oaBtles grey 
Nod to the moon, 

lit the nightly wand'rer's way 
Wi' eldritch croon. 

VI 

wilight did my grannie summon, 
her pray'rs, donee, honest woman ! 
It the dyke she 's heard yon bum- 
nin, 

Wi' eerie drone; 
Jin, thro' the boortrees comin, 

Wi' heavy groan. 

VII 

iry, windy, winter night, 

r shot down wi' sklentin light, 

I mysel, I gat a fright: 

Ayont the longh, 
! a raah-bnss, stood in sig^t, 

Wi' waving sugh. 

VIII 

igel in my nieve did shake, 
rutl'd hair stood like a stake; 
wi' an eldritch, stoor '^quaick, 
qnaick," 

Amang the springs, 
! sqnatter'd like a drake, 

On whistling wings. 

IX 

rioeks grim, an' wither'd hags, 
w wi* you, on ragweed nags, 
dm the muirs an' dizzy crags, 

Wi' wicked speed; 
kirk-yards renew their leagues, 

Owre howkit d^d. 



coontra wives, wi' toil an' pain, 
mge an' plunge the kirn in vain; 
the yellow treasure 's taen 

By witching skill; 
rtit, twal-pint hawkie °s eaen 

As yell 's the oiU. 

XI 

mystic knots mak great abuse 
Dg gnidmen, fond, keen an' croose; 
be best wark-lume i' the house. 

By cantraip wit, 
Bt made no worth a louse, 

Just at the bit. 



XII 



When thowes dissolve the snawy hoord. 
An' float the jinglin icy boord. 
Then, water-kelpies haunt the foord. 

By your direction, 
An' nigfated trav'Uers are allur'd 

To their destruction. 



XIII 

And aft your moss-traversing spunkies 
Decoy the wight that late air drunk is: 
The bleezin, curst, mischievous monkies 

Delude his eyes, 
Till in some miry slough he sunk is, 

Ne'er mair to rise. 

XIV 

When Masons' mystic word an' grip 
In storms an tempests raise you up. 
Some cock or cat your rage maun stop, 

Or, strange to tell I 
The youngest brother ye w^ whip 

Aif straught to helL 

XV 

Lang syne in Eden's bonie yard. 
When youthfu' lovers first were pair'd. 
An' all the soul of love they shard, 

The raptur'd hour, 
Sweet on the fragrant flow'ry swaird, 

In shady bow'r: 

XVI 

Then yon, ye auld, snick-drawing dog I 

Ye cam to raradise incog. 

An' play'd on man a cursed brogue 

(Black be your fa' l). 
An' gied the infant warld a shog, 

'Maist ruin'd a'. 

XVII 

D' ye mind that day when in a bizs 
Wi' reekit duds, an' reestit gizz, 
Ye did present your smoutie phiz 

'Mang better folk; 
An' sklented on the man of Uzz 

Your spitefu' joke ? 

XVIII 

An' how ye gat him i' your thrall. 
An' brak him out o' house an' hal'. 
While scabs an' botches did him gall, 

Wi' bitter daw; 
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An' lows'd his ill-tougu'd wicked soaul — 

Was warst ava ? 

XIX 

But a' your doings to rehearse, 
Your wily snares an' fechtin fierce, 
Sin' that day Michael did you pierce 

Down to this time, 
Wad ding a Lallan tongue, or Erse, 

In prose or rhyme. 

XX 

An' now, Auld Cloots, I ken ye 're thinkin, 
A certain Bardie's rantin, drinkin. 
Some luckless hour will send him linkin, 

To your black Pit; 
But, faith I he '11 turn a comer jinkin. 

An' cheat you yet. 

XXI 

But fare-you-weel, Auld Nickie-Ben I 
O, wad ye tak a thought an' men' I 
Ye aiblins might — I dinna ken — 

Still hae a stake : 
I 'm wae to think upo' yon den, 

£y'n for your sake ! 



THE DEATH AND DYING WORDS 
OF POOR MAILIE, 

THE author's only PET YOWE : AN 
UNCO MOURNFU' TALE 

One of the few pieces written before 1784. 
Bums " had, partly by way of frolic, bought 
a ewe and two lambs from a neighbour, and she 
was tethered in a field adjoining the house at 
Loohlie. He and I were going out with our 
teams, and our two yonnffer brothers to drive 
for us, at mid-day, when Hugh Wilson, a cn- 
rious-lookiog, awkward boy, clad in plaiding, 
came to us with much anxiety in his face, with 
the information that the ewe had entangled 
herself in the tether, and was lying in the 
ditch. Robert was ranch tickled with Huoo^s 
appearance and postures on the occasion. Poor 
liailie was set to rights, and when we returned 
from the plough in the evening he repeated to 
me her Death and Dying Words pretty much 
in the way they now stand.** — Qilbbbt 
Burns. 

As Mailie, an' her lambs thegither. 
Was ae day nibblin on the tether. 
Upon her cloot she coost a hitch, 
An' owre she warsl'd in the ditch: 



There, jBnroanin, dying, she did lie, 
When Hughoc he cam doytin by. 

Wi'elowrin een, an' lifted ban's 
Poor Hughoo like a statue stan's; 
He saw her days were near-band ended. 
But, wae 's my heart ! he eocdd na mez 

it! 
He gapM wide, but naething apak. 
At length poor Mailie silence brak: — 

'* O thou, whase lamentable face 
Appears to mourn my woef u' case ! 
My dying words attentive hear, 
An' bear them to my Master dear. 

*< Tell him, if e'er again he keep 
As muckle gear as buy a sheep — 
O, bid him never tie them mair, 
Wi' wicked strings o' hemp or hair I 
But ca' them out to park or hill, 
An' let them wander at their will: 
So may his flock increase, an' srow 
To scores o' lambs, an' packs a woo' ! 

" Tell him, he was a Master kin', 
An' ay was guid to me an' mine; 
An' now my dying charge I gie him, 
My helpless lambs, I trust them wi' him. 

" O, bid him save their harmless lives, 
Frae dogs, an' tods, an' butchers' knives ! 
But gie them guid cow-milk their fiU, 
Till they be fit to fend themsel ; 
An' tent them duly, e'en an' mom, 
Wi' teats o' hay an' ripps o' com. 

" An' may they never learn the gaets, 
Of ither vile, wanrestf u' pets — 
To slink thro' slaps, an' reave an' steal. 
At stacks o' pease, or stocks o* kail ! 
So may they, like their great forbears. 
For monie a year come thro' the sheers: 
So wives will gie them bits o' bread. 
An' bairns greet for them when they 'r 
dead. 

*' My poor toop-lamb, my son an' heir, 
O, bid him breed him up wi' care ! 
An' if he live to be a beast, 
To pit some bavins in his breast ! 
An' warn him — what I winna name — 
To stay content wi' yowes at hame; 
An' no to rin an' wear his cloots. 
Like other menseless, graceless brutes. 



EPISTLE TO JAMES SMITH 



rs 



An* niest, my yowie, silly tiiiiig; 
le keep thee frae a tether string ! 
ttkj thou ne'er forsather up, 
onie hlastit, moorland toop; 
ftj keep mind to moop an^ mell, 
ibeep o' credit like thysel I 



And now, m^ bairns, wi* my last breath, 
i*e my blessin wi' you baith: 
when yon think upo' your mither, 
d to be kind to ane anither. . 



Now, honest Hiighoc, dinna fail, 

;ell my roaster a' my tale; 

bid him bum this cursed tether, 

for thy pains thoa 'se get my blether. 



tf 



liis said, poor Mailie tum'd her head, 
' cWd her een amang the dead I 



POOR MAI LIE'S ELEGY 



MEXT in rhyme, lament in prose, 
I ">nt tears tricklin down your nose; 
r Btxdie's fate is at a close, 

Past a' remead ! 
c Ittt, sad cape-stane of his woes ; 

Poor Mailie 's dead ! 

II 

• DO tlie loss of warl's gear, 
•t eoQld sae bitter draw the tear, 
nak our Bardie, dowie, wear 

The mourning weed: 
' ' lost a friend an* neebor dear 

In Mailie dead. 

Ill 

«>'»* the toon she trotted by him; 
wj half-mile she could descry him ; 
™ly bleat, when she did spy him, 

She ran wi* speed: 
nead mair faithf u* ne'er cam nigh him, 

Than Mailie dead. 

IV 

It the was a sheep o' sense, 
wwld behaTe hersel wi' mense: 
■ay 't, she never brak a fence, 

Thro' thievish greed. 
Bardie, laaely, keeps the spenoe 

Sin' Mailie 's dead. 



V 

Or, if he wanders up the howe. 

Her livin image in her yowe 

Comes bleatin till him, owre the knowe. 

For bits o' bread; 
An' down the briny pearls rowe 

For Mailie dead. 

VI 

She was nae get o' moorlaii tips, 

Wi' tawted ket, an' hairy hips; 

For her forbears were brought in ships, 

Frae 'yont the Tweed: 
A bonier fleesh ne'er cross'd the clips 

Than Mailie's dead. 

VII 

Wae worth the man wha first did shape 
That vile, wanohancie thing — a rape I 
It maks guid fellows ffim an' gape, 

Wi chokin dread; 
An' Robin's bonnet wave wi' crape 

For Mailie dead. 

VIII 

O a' ye bards on bonie Doon ! 

An' wha on Ayr your chanters tune ! 

Come, join the melaucholious croon 

O' Robin's reed ! 
His heart will never get aboon I 

His Mailie 's dead ! 



EPISTLE TO JAMES SMITH 

Friendahip, tmrsterioiu cement of the soul ! 
Sweetener of Life, and eolder of Society ! 
I owe thee much — 

Blab. 

The recipient of this epistle was the »on of 
Robert Smith, merchant^ Mauchline. He was 
bom 1st SCarch. 1705, and was thus six years 
younger than the poet. He loet his fatlier 
early, and. perhaps by reason of his stepf ather^s 
rigid discipline, jrrew somethins^ r^^ardleas of 
restraint. He was, however, clever, affection- 
ate, and witty ; secured the poet*s especial es- 
teem by his loyalty daring the Armour trou- 
bles ; was a member of the Court of Equity 
(or Bachelors* Club, which met at the Wnite- 
foord Arms), and the subject of a humorous 
epitai^ (see/MMf,p. 19.5)wluch need not be in- 
terpreted too literally; for some time kept a 
small draper*s shop in Mauchline ; in llf^l be- 
came partner in the Avon Printworks, Linlith- 
gowshire ; and about 1788 went to Jamaica, 
where he died. Several letters to him are in- 
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An* low.M J. 



lint a* yo:i:- <i 
Your wiU •' • 
Sin' tiial '• 

\V:i.l .il;:;. 



An' n««v. . 
A riM '... 
Sonjr 

hnt. t.. 



1*1.. 



1 • 



1 



VI 1 

"!ii» 'vhile ray notion's taen a sklent, 
* . TV !ny fate in ^nid, bluek prent; 
Mis. -till the mair 1 'm that wav bent. 

Something eries. " Iluolie ! 
^ii you, honest man, tak tent ! 

Ye *11 shaw vour follv: 

VIII 

- '*'iepe 's ither poets, nuieh yonr better?, 

•li- seen in Greek, (le«'j» men o' letters, 

* l.ic :honght they ha<l ensur'd their debtors, 

A' fntnre ages ; 
Now moths deform, in shapelex tatters. 

Their nnkni>wn pages.*" 

IX 

V'loii fan^well hopes o' lanrel-lionghs 

!'..• garland my poetie brows ! 

". u'!ieeforth I *ll rove when* bnsv idoujrhs 

Are wliistling thrang; 
V:r teach the lanely heights an' liowes 

Mv rustic santj. 

X 

'. '11 wander on, wi* tmilesN htftl 
li.'w nevi-r-halting nionients >p«cd. 
r-'.'i V'ati* >luill >naj» tlu* brittlt- ibroad; 

riu n. all unkiiKW n. 
I".'. \.\\ me with th* iu^lorinus dvad, 

I'or.^i.t :ind gone I 

\l 

l*v.: wb.y v' di;i::: ':•• J.u a tali"'.' 
'.>: ::»«\\ >vi'u l:\.:.j. •«i'und aii' bab ; 
II;.;'. :op AvA i:. .;•:■.:»■:• vr.»w»i tl.«' >.iil. 

lb. .V- (. ..IV oVr-'*:dt' ! 

.« ...... . i . .' ». ».:.»..", "» i;«lit.« 

..'.'. - ! .!v I III' tule. 



*, V. 



\ 



:' . vie ! .r '^ 



W 






I « 

.i::.r. 

:. ..c'c-w.ii.d. 
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bostin, hirplin owre the field, 
Wi' creepiD pace. 



XIV 

en ance life's day draws near the 

gloamin, 
n fareweel vacant, careless roamin; 
fareweel chearfu' tankards foamin. 

An' social noise: 
fareweel dear, deluding Woman, 

The joy of joys ! 

XV 

ife ! how pleasant, in thy morning, 
ng Fancy's rays the hills adorning ! 
[.pausing Caution's lesson scorning, 

We frisk away, 
f school-boys, at th' expected warning. 

To joy an' play. 

XVI 

wander there, we wander here, 
eje the rose upon the brier, 
lindful that the thorn is near. 

Among the leaves; 
tho' the puny wound appear. 

Short while it grieves. 

XVII 

e, lucky, find a fiow'ry spot, 
which thev never toil'd nor swat: 
r drink the sweet and eat the fat. 

But care or pain; 
haply eye the barren hut 

With high disdain. 

XVIII 

I steady aim, some Fortune chase; 

I Hope does ev*ry sinew brace; 

' fair, thro' foul, they urge the race. 

And seize the prey: 
1 cannie, in some cozie place. 

They close the day. 

XIX 

others, like your humble servan', 
wi§^hts ! nae rules nor roads observin, 
ight or left eternal swervin. 

They zig-zag on ; 
curst with age, obscure an' starvin. 

They aften groan. 

XX 

! what bitter toil an' strainine — 
tmee with peevish, poor complaining ! 



Is Fortone's fickle Luna waning ? 

E'en let her gan? ! 
Beneath what liffht she has remaming, 

Let 's sing our sang. 



XXI 

My pen I here fline to the door, 

And kneel, ye Powers ! and warm imploiei 

<* Tho' I should wander Terra o'er, 

In all her climes. 
Grant me but this, I ask no more, 

Ay rowth o' rhymes. 

XXII 

" Gie dreeping roasts to conntra lairds. 
Till icicles hing frae their beards; 
Gie fine braw claes to fine life-guards 

And maids of honor; 
And yill an' whisky eie to cairds, 

Untu they sconner. 

xxm 

** A title, Dempster merits it; 

A garter gie to Willie Pitt; 

Gie wealth to some be-ledger'd oil, 

In cent, per cent.; 
Bat give me real, sterling wit. 

And I 'm content. 

XXIV 

** While ye are pleas'd to keep me hale, 
I '11 sit down o'er my scanty meal, 
Be 't water-brose or muslin-kail, 

Wi' cheerfu' face, 
As lang 's the Muses dinna fail 

To say the grace.** 

XXV 

An anxious e'e I never throws 
Behint my lu?, or by my nose; 
I jonk beneaA Misfortune's blows 

As weel 's I may; 
Sworn foe to sorrow, care, and prose, 

I rhyme away. 

XXVI 

O ye douce folk that live by rule. 
Grave, tideless-blooded, calm an' cool, 
Compar'd wi' you — O fool ! fool ! fool 1 

How much unlike ! 
Your hearts are just a standing pool, 

1 our lives a dyke ! 

xx\'n 

Nae hair-brained, sentimental traces 
In your unletter'd, nameless faces ! 
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In arioso trills and graces 

Ye never stray; 

Bnt gravissimo, solemn basses 

Ye hum away. 

XXVIII 

Ye are sae grave, uae doabt ye 're wise; 

Nae ferly <£o' ye do despise 

The hainim-scairum, ram-stam boyS|. 

The rattling squad: 
I see ye upward cast your eyes — 

Ye ken the road I 

XXIX 

Whilst I — but I shall hand me there, 
Wi' yon I '11 scarce gang onie where — 
Then, Jamie, I shall say nae mair, 

But quat my sang, 
Content wi' you to mak a pair, 

Whare'er I gang. 



A DREAM 

Thoughts, wordi, »nd deeds, the Statute blames with 

reason; 
But surely Dream* were ne*er indicted Treason. 

The outspokenness of this address — partly 
traceable to the poet's latent Jacobitism — was 
distasteful to some o£ his loyal patrons, who 
advised that, unless it were modified, it should 
not be retained in the 1787 Edition. But, as he 
wrote to Mrs. Dunlop (30th April), he was " not 
very amenable to counsel " in such a matter ; 
and, his sentiments once published, he scorned 
either to withdraw them or to dilute his ex- 
pression. The author of the Ode here ridiculed 
was Thomas Warton. [Bums introduced A 
Dream with the following^ preface] : — 

On reading in the public papers, the Laure- 
ate's Ode with the other parade of June 4th, 
1786, the Author was no sooner dropt asleep, 
than he imagined himself transported to the 
Birth-day Levee : and, in his dreaming fancy, 
made the following Address : — 



GuiD-MORNiN to your Majesty ! 

May Heaven augment your blisses, 
On ev'ry new birth-day ye see, 

A humble Poet wishes I 
My Bardship here, at your Levee, 

On sic a day as this is, 
Is sure an uncouth sight to see, 

Amang thae birth-day dresses 

Sae fine this day. 



II 

I see ye 're complimented tbrau| 

By monie a lord an' lady; 
God Save the King 's a cuckoo sa 

That 's unco easy said ay: 
The poets, too, a venal gang, 

Wi' rhymes weel-torn'd an' re 
Wad gar you trow ye ne'er do w 

But ay unerring steady. 

On sic a day. 

Ill 

For me I before a Monarch's fac< 

Ev'n there I winna flatter; 
For neither pension, jMMt, nor pi 

Am I your humble debtor: 
So, nae reflection on your Grace, 

Your Kingship to bespatter; 
There 's monie waur been o' the 

And aiblins ane been better 

Than you this di 

IV 

'T is very true my sovereign Kin 

My skill may weel be doubted 
But facts are chiels that winna d 

And downa be disputed: 
Your royal nest, beneath your w 

la e'en right reft and clouted. 
And now the third part o' the st 

An' less, will ^ng about it 

Tliau did ae day 

V 

Far be 't frae me that I aspire 

To blame your legislation, 
Or say, ye wisdom want, or fire 

To rule this mighty nation : 
But faith ! I muckle doubt, my { 

Ye 've trusted ministration 
To chaps wha in a barn or byre 

Wad better fill'd their station, 
Than courts yon 

VI 

And now ye 've gien auld Britaii 

Her broken shins to plaister; 
Your sair taxation does her fleec 

Till she has scarce a tester: 
For me, thank Grod, my life 's a 

Nae bargain wearin faster, 
Or faith ! I fear, that wi* the gc 

I shortly boost to pasture 

I* the craft somi 



THE VISION 
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VII 

DO mistrasting Willie Pitt, 
'beo taxes be enlarses, 
' Will 's a true gnid fallow's get, 
name not envy spairges), 
: he intends to pay your debt, 
1' iMsen a' your cbarges; 
God sake ! let nae saving fit 
nidge your bonie barges 

An' boflis this day. 

VIII 

Q, my Liege I may Freedom geek 
Death your high protection; 
oaj ye rax Corruption's neck, 
k1 gie her for dissection I 
linee I 'm here 1 11 no neglect, 
loyal, true affection, 
ay your Queen, wi' due respect, 
r fealty an' subjection 

This g^reat birth-day. 

IX 

. Majesty most Excellent ! 
hile nobles strive to please ye, 
ye accept a compliment, 
ample Bardie gies ye ? 
* booie baimtime Heav'n has lent, 
ill higher may they heeze ye 
in, till Fate some day is sent, 
T erer to release ye 

Frae care that day. 



roOf young Potentate o' Wales, 

ell your Highness fairly, 

n Pleasure's stream, wi' swelling sails, 

m tauld ye *re driving rarely; 

tome day ye may gnaw your nails, 

i' cane your folly sairly, 

e er ve brak Diana's pales, 

ratUM dice wi' Charlie 

By night or day. 

XI 

^ * n^;ged cowtc 's been known, 

mak a noble aiver; 
e may doucely fill a throne, 
f a' their clish-ma-claver: 
N him at Agincourt wha shone, 
w better were or braver; 
yet, wi' funny, queer Sir John, 

WIS an unco shaver 

For monie a day. 



XII 

For you, right rev'rend Osnabnrg, 

Nane sets the lawn-sleeve sweeter, 
Altho' a ribban at your Ine 

Wad been a dress completer: 
Asye disown yon paughty dog, 

lliat bears the keys of Peter, 
Then swith I an' get a wife to hug, 

Or trowth, ye '11 stain the mitre 

Some luckless day t 

XIII 

Young, royal Tarry-breeks, I learn, 

Ye ve lately come athwart her — 
A |4orious galley, stem an' stern 

Weel rigg'd for Venus' Wter; 
But first hang out that she 11 discern 

Your hymeneal charter; 
Then heave aboard your grapple-airn. 

An', large upon her qus^ter, 

Come full that day. 

XIV 

Ye, lastly, bonie blossoms a', 

Ye royal lasses dainty, 
Heav'n mak you g^^id as weel as braw, 

An' gie you lads a-plenty ! 
But sneer na British t)oys awa I 

For kings are unco scant ay, 
An' Grerman gentles are but sma' : 

They 're better just than want ay 

On onie day. 

XV 

Grod bless you a'! consider now. 

Ye 're unco muckle dantet; 
But ere the course o' life be through, 

It may be bitter sautet: 
An' I hae seen their coggie fou. 

That yet hae tarrow't at it; 
But or the day was done, I trow. 

The laggen they hae clautet 

fu' clean that day. 



THE VISION 

The division into ** Dnans *' was borrowed 
from Ossian : ** Dnan, a term of Oasian^s for 
the different divinona of a difrresftiTe poem. 
See his Cath-Loda^ vol. ii. of M*Phenon*8 
TraoslatioD.*' (R. B.) To Dnan I., as it ap- 
pears in the 1786 Edition, seven stanzas were 
added in that of 1787, and one to Dnan II. 
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DUAN FIRST 



TuE sun had olos'd the winter day, 
The curlers quat their roaring phiy. 
And honger'd mankin taen her way 

To kail-yards green^ 
TVThile faithless snaws ilk step betray 

Whare she has been. 

II 

The thresher's weary flingin-tree. 
The lee-lane day had tired me; 
And when we day had clos'd his e'e. 

Far i' the west, 
Ben i' the spence, right pensivelie, 

I gaed to rest. 

Ill 

There, lanely by the ingle-cheek, 
I sat and ey'd the spewing reek, 
That fill'd, wi' hoast-provoking smeek. 

The auld clay biggin; 
An' heard the restllks rattons squeak 

About the riggin. 

IV 

All in this mottie, misty clime, 
I backward mus'd on wasted time: 
How I had spent my youthfu' prime, 

An' done naething, 
But stringing blethers up in rhyme. 

For fools to sing. 



Had I to guid advice but harkit, 
I might, by this, hae led a market, 
Or strutted in a bank and clarkit 

My cash-account: 
While here, half-mad, half-fed, half-sarkit, 

Is a' th' amount. 

VI 

I started, mutt'ring " Blockhead ! coof I " 
An' heav'd on high my waukit loof. 
To swear by a' yon starry roof. 

Or some rash aith. 
That I henceforth would be rhyme-proof 

Till my last breath — 

VII 

When click ! the string the snick did draw; 
And jee I the door gaed to the wa'; 



And by my ingle-lowe I saw, 

Now bleezin brigfaty 

A tight, outlandish hizzie, braw, 

Come full in sight. 

VIII 

Te need na doubt, I held my whisht; 
The infant aith, half-fonn'd, was crosht; 
I glowr'd as eerie 's I 'd been dusht, 

In some wild glen; 
When sweet, like modest Wortti, she blosht, 

And steppM ben. 

IX 

Green, slender, leaf-clad hoUy-bouehs 
Were twisted, gracefu', round her brows; 
I took her for some Scottish Muse, 

By that same token; 
And come to stop those reckless tows, 

Would sooi^ been broken. 



A ** hair-bndn'd, sentimental trace " 
Was strongly marked in her face; 
A wildly-witty, rustic grace 

Shone full upon her; 
Her eye, ev'n tum'd on empty space, 

Beam'd keen with honor. 

XI 

Down flow'd her robe, a tartan sheen. 
Till half a leg was scrimply seen; 
And such a leg ! my bouie Jean 

Could only peer it; 
Sae straught, sae taper, tight an' clean 

Nane else came near it. 

XII 

Her mantle large, of OTcenish hue. 
My gazins; wonder chiefly drew; 
Deep lights and shades, bold-mingling, 
threw 

A lustre grand; 
And seem'd, to my astonish'd view, 

A well-known land. 

XIII 

Here, rivers in the sea were lost; 

There, mountains to the skies were toss't, 

Here, tumbling billows mark'd the coast 

With surging foam; 
There, distant shone Art's lofty boast. 

The lordly dome. 



THE VISION 
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XIV 

Hen, Doon poor'd down lus far-fetch'd 

floods; 
Here, well-fed Irwine stately thuds: 
Aold hermit Ayr staw thro' his woods, 

On to the shore; 
Aid miny a lesser torrent scuds 

With seeming roar. 

XV 

Lov, m a sandy vaUey spread, 

An tneient borough reard her head; 

Still, as in SeottiA story read, 

She boasts a race 
To er'ij nobler rirtue bred, 

And polish'd grace. 

XVI 

By ftitely tow^r, or palace fair, 

Or nios pendent in the air, 

Bold Items of heroes, here and there, 

I could discern; 
Some leem'd to muse, some seem'd to 
dire. 

With feature stem. 

XVII 

M J heart did glowing transport feel. 

To Me a race heroic wheel. 

And brandish round the deep-dyed steel 

In sturdy blows; 
While, hack-recoiliuj^, seem'd to reel 

Their suthron foes. 

XVIII 

His Coontry's Saviour, mark him well I 
Bold Riehardton's heroic swell; 
The ^ief , on Sark who glorious fell 

In high command; 
Aid he whom ruthless fates en>el 

His native land. 

XIX 

^W, where a sceptr'd Pictish shade 
^^'d round his ashes lowly laid, 
I naik'd a martial race, pourtray'd 

In colours strong: 
°^ loldier-featur'd, undismay'd, 

They strode along. 

XX 

p^* many a wfld, romantic grove, 
Near atny a hermit-fancied cove 



(Fit haunts for friendship or for love 

In musing mood). 

An aged Judge, I saw him rove, 

Dispensing good. 

XXI 

With deep-struck, reverential awe, 
The learned Sire and Son I saw: 
To Nature's God, and Nature's law. 

They eave their lore; 
This, all its source and end to draw, 

That, to adore. 

XXII 

Brydon's brave ward I well could spy. 
Beneath old Scotia's smiling eye; 
Who call'd on Fame, low standing by. 

To hand him on. 
Where many a patriot-name on high, 

And hero shone. 

DUAN SECOND 



With musing-deep, as^nish'd stare, 
I view'd the heavenly-seeming Fair; 
A whisp'ring throb cud witness bear 

Of kindred sweet, 
When with an elder sister's air 

She did me greet 

II 

** All hail ! my own inspired Bard ! 
In me thy native Muse regard ! 
Nor longer mourn thy fate is hard. 

Thus poorly low ! 
I come to give thee such reward. 

As we bestow. 

Ill 

" Know, the great Genius of this land 
Has many a light aerial band. 
Who, all beneath his high command, 

Harmoniously, 
As arts or arms they understand. 

Their labors ply. 

IV 

" They Scotia's race among them share: 
Some fire the soldier on to dare ; 
Some rouse the patriot up to bare 

Corruption's heart; 
Some teach the bard — a darling care • 

The tuneful art. 
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Anii oiuvf ul note each opeuing grace, 

A guide and guard. 

XII 

-* Of these am I — Coila my name: 

And this district as mine I claim, 

Where once the Campbells, chiefs of fame, 

Held ruling DO w'r: 
I mark'd thy embryo-tuneful flame. 

Thy natal hour. 

XIII 

*' With future hope I oft would gaze, 

Fond, on thy little early ways: 

Thy rudely caroU'd, chiming phrase. 

In uncouth rhymes; 
Fir*d at the simple, artless lays 

Of other times. 

XIV 

" I saw thee seek the sounding shore, 
I>elighted with the dashing ruar; 
Ot when the North his fleecy store 

Drove thro* the sky, 
I saw grim Nature's visage hoar 

Struck thy young eye. 

XV 

** Or 'vt-hen the deep g^en-mantled earth 
Warm cherish'd ev'ry flow'ret's birth, 
And joy and music pouring forth 

In ev'ry grove; 
I saw thee eye the general mirth 

With bouudless love. 

XVI 

** When ripen*d fields and azure skies 
Caird forth the rca]>ers' rustling noise, 
I saw thee leave their ev'ning joys, 

An<l lonely stalk, 
To vent thy bosom's swelling rise. 

In pensive walk. 

XVII 

"When youthful Love, warm -blushing^ 

strong, 
Kocn-shivering, shot tliy nerves along, 
Those accents grateful t<» thy tongue, 

Th' adored Naniff 
I taught thee how to ]K>ur in song 

To soothe tliv flame. 

XVIII 

" I saw thy pulse's maddening play. 
Wild-send thee Pleasure's devious wav. 
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Misled by Fancy's meteor-ray. 

By passion driven; 

But yet the light that led astray 

Was light from Heaven. 



XIX 

<' I taaght thy manners-painting strains 
The loves, the ways of simple swains, 
HU now, o'er all my wide domains 

Thy fame extends; 
And some, the pride of Coila's plains, 

Become thy friends. 

XX 

*' Thou canst not learn, nor can I show, 
To paint with Thomson's landscape glow; 
Or wake the bosom-melting throe 

With Shenstone's art; 
Or pour, with Gray, the moving flow 

Warm on the heart. 

XXI 

*' Yet, all beneath th' unrivall'd rose, 
The lowly daisy sweetly blows ; 
Tho' large the forest's monarch throws 

His army-shade. 
Yet g^reen the jaicy hawthorn grows 

Adown the glade. 



XXII 



<« 



Then never murmur nor repine; 
Strive in thy humble sphere to shine ; 
And trust me, not Potosi's mine, . 

Nor king's reg^ard, 
Can give a bliss o'ermatching thine, 

A rustic Bard. 

XXIII 

" To give my counsels all in one: 
Thy toneful flame still careful fan; 
Preserve the dignity of Man, 

With soul erect; 
And trust the Universal Plan 

Will all protect. 



XXIV 

** And wear thou this " — 

said. 
And bound the holly round my head: 
The polish'd leaves and berries red 

Did rustling play; 
And, like a passing thought, she fled 

In light away. 



She solemn 



HALLOWEEN 

Tea ! let the rioh deride, the proad diadftin, 
The aiinple pJeesurea of the lowly train : 
To me more desr, congenial to my heart, 
One natire charm, thui all the gloaa of art. 

OOLDSMITH. 

A Halloween by Jehu Mayne, author of the 
Siller Gun^ appeared in Rnddiman's Weekly 
Magazine in November, 1780. It is written in 
the six-line stave in rime couSe of The Piper 
qf Kilharchan (see prefatory note to Address to 
me Deil) and suggested litUe to Bums except, 
perhaps, his theme. Bums prefaces his verses 
thus : *^ The following poem will, by many 
readers, be well enough understood ; but for the 
sake of those who are unacquainted with the 
raanoers and traditions of the country where 
the scene is cast, notes are added, to give some 
account of the principal charms and spells of 
that night, so big with prophecyto the peas- 
antry in the west of Scotland. The passion of 
prying into futurity makes a striking port of 
the history of human nature in its rude state, 
in all ages and nations ; and it may be some 
entertainment to a philosophic mind, if any 
such should honor the author with a perusal, 
to see the remains of it among the more un- 
enlightened in our own.'' 



Upon that night, when fairies light 

On Cassilis Downans dance. 
Or owre the lays, in splendid blaze. 

On sprififhtly coursers prance ; 
Or for Coleau the rout is taen. 

Beneath the moon's pale beams; 
There, up the Cove, to stray and rove, 

Amang the rocks and streams 

To sport that night: 

II 

Amang the bonie winding banks. 

Where Doon rins, wimplin, clear; 
Where Bruce ance ruled the martial ranksx 

An' shook his Carrick spear; 
Some merry, friendly, country-folks 

Together did convene. 
To bum their nits, an' pou their stocks. 

An' baud their Halloween 

Fn' blythe that night. 

Ill 

The lassies feat an' cleanly neat, 
Mair braw than when they 're fine ; 

Their faces blythe fu' sweetly kythe 
Hearts leal, an' warm, an' kin': 
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The lads sae trig, wi' wooer-babs 
Weel-knotted on their garten; 

Some unco bUte, an' some wi' ^bs 
Gar lasses' hear to g ang startm 

TVnyles fast at night 

rv 

Then, first an' foremost, thro' the kail. 

Their stocks maun a* be sought ance; 
They steek their een, an' grape an' wale 

For mnckle anes, an' straught anes. 
Poor hav'rel WiU fell aff the drift, 

An' wandered thro' the bow-kail, 
An' pow't, for want o' better shift, 

A runt, was like a sow-tail, 

Sae bow't that night. 



Then, straught or crooked, yird or nane, 

They roar an' cry a* thron'ther; 
The yera wee-things, toddlin, rin 

Wi' stocks out-owre their shouther: 
An' gif the custock 's sweet or sour, 

Wv joctelegs they taste them; 
Syne coziely, aboon the door, 

Wi' cannie care, they 've plac'd them 

To He that night. 

VI 

The lasses staw frae 'mang them a'. 

To pou their stalks o' com; 
But Rab slips out, an' jinks about, 

Behint the mnckle thorn: 
He grippet Nelly hard an' fast; 

Loud skirl'd a' the lasses; 
But her tap-pickle maist was lost, 

Whan kiutlin in the fause-house 

Wi' him that night. 

VII 

The auld guid-wife's weel-hoordet nits 

Are round an' round divided, 
An' moniedads' an' lasses' fates 

Are there that night decided : 
Some kindle couthie, side by side, 

An' bum thegither trimly; 
Some start awa wi' saucy pride, 

An' jump out-owre the chimlie 

Fu' high that night 

VIII 

Jean slips in twa, wi' tentie e'e; 

Wha 't was, she wadna tell; 
But this is Jockf an' this is m«. 

She says in to hersel: 



He bleez'd owre her, an' she owre him. 
As they wad never mair part; 

Till f uff I he started up the lum, 
And Jean had e'en a sair heart 

To see 't that night 

IX 

Poor Willie, wi' his bow-kail runt, 

Was burnt wi' primsie Mallie; 
An' Mary, nae doubt, took the dninty 

To be compar'd to Willie: 
Mall's nit lap out, wi' pridefu' fling. 

An' her ain fit, it burnt it; 
While Willie lap, an' swoor by jing, 

'T was just the way he wanted 

To be that night. 



Nell had the fause-house in her min', 

She pits hersel an' Rob in; 
In loving bleeze they sweetly join. 

Till vmite in ase they 're sobbin: 
Nell's heart was dancin at the view; 

She whisper 'd Rob to leuk for 't: 
Rob, stownlins, prie'd her bonie mou, 

Fu' cozie in the neuk for 't. 

Unseen that night. 

XI 

But Merran sat behint their backs, 

Her thoughts on Andrew Bell; 
She lea'es them gashing at their cracks, 

An' slips out by hersel: 
She thro' the yard the nearest taks. 

An' to the kiln she goes then. 
An' darklins grapit for the banks, 

And in the blue-clue throws then. 

Right fear't that night 

XII 

An' ay she win't, an' ay she swat — 

I wat she made nae jaukin; 
Till something held within the pat, 

Guid Lord! but she was quakiu! 
But whether 't was the Deil himsel, 

Or whether 't was a bauk-en', 
Or whether it was Andrew Bell, 

She did na wait on talkin 

To spier that night. 

XIII 

Wee Jenny to her grannie says, 
" Will ye go wi' me, g^unie ? 

1 11 eat the apple at the glass, 
I gat frae uncle Johnie : " 



HALLOWEEN 
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She foift her pipe wi' sic a lont, 
In wnth she was sae vap'rin, 

She Dotic't na an aizle brunt 
Her braw, new, worset apron 

Ont thro that night. 

XIV 

"Te little skelpie-limmerVface ! 

I daar jre trj sic sportin, 
As ieek the Fool Thief onie place, 

For him to spae your fortune: 
Xae dooht but ye may get a sight I 

Great cause ye hae to fear it; 
For monie a ane has eotten a fright, 

An' lir'd an' died deleeret. 

On sic a night 

XV 

" Ae hairst afore the Sherra-moor, 

I mind 't as weel 's yestreen — 
I VIS a gilpey then, I 'm sure 

I was na past hrfteen: 
The nmmer had been cauld an' wat, 

Ad' stuff was unco green; 
Ai' a? a rantin kirn we gat. 

An jost on Halloween 

It fell that night 

XVI 



**Oarstibble.rig was Rab M'Graen, 

Aclerer, sturdy fallow; 
His sin gat £ppie Sim wi' wean, 

1W Uved m Achmachalla: 
^ gat hemp-seed, I mind it weel. 

An* he made unco light o't; 
nt aooie a day was by himsel. 

He las sae sairly frighted 

That vera night" 

XVII 

^ np gat fechtin Jamie Fleck, 
An* he swoor by his conscience, 

^ be could saw hemp-seed a peck; 

^or it w^ a' but nonsense: 

^ told guidman raught down the pock. 
An* cot a handfu' gied him; 

^JJ*W him slip frae 'mang the folk, 
^''iBHiiue when nae ane see'd him, 
An' try 't that night 

XVIII 

^iw^^ thro' amang the stacks, 
y^' he was something sturtin; 
^ ■J graip be for a harrow talo, 
^ banrU at his eurpin; 



And ev'ry now and then, he says, 

'< Hemp-seed I saw thee. 
An' her that is to be my lass 

Come after me, an' (iraw thee 

As fast this night" 

XIX 

He whistl'd up Lord Lenox* Marchf 

To keep his courage cheery; 
Altho* his haif beean to arch. 

He was sae fley d an' eerie; 
Till presently he hears a squeak. 

An' then a grane an' gruntle; 
He by his shouther gae a keek. 

An' tumbl'd wi' a wintle 

Out-owre that night 

XX 

He roar'd a horrid murder-shout, 

In dreadf u' desperation ! 
An' young an' auld come rinnin out. 

An' hear the sad narration: 
He swoor 't was hilchin Jean M'Craw, 

Or crouchie Merran Humphie — 
Till stop ! she trotted thro' them a'; 

An' wha was it but grumphie 

Asteer that night ? 

XXI 

Mej? fain wad to the bam gaen, 

To wiim three wechts o' naething; 
But for to meet the Deil her lane. 

She pat but little faith in: 
She gies the herd a pickle nits, 

An' twa red-cheekit apples, 
To watch, while for the bam she sets, 

In hopes to see Tam Kipples 

That vera night 

XXII 

She turns the key wi' cannie thraw, 

An' owre the Uireshold ventures; 
But first on Sawnie gies a ca', 

Syne banldly in she enters: 
A ratton rattl'd up the wa', 

An' she cry'd, L— d preserve her ! 
An' ran thro' niidden-hole an' a', 

An' pray'd wi' zeal and fervour 

Fu' fast that night 

XXIII 

Thev hov't out Will, wi' sair advice; 

They hecht him some fine braw ane ; 
It chanc'd the stack he faddom't thrioe 

Was timmer-propt for thrawin: 
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He taks a swirlie, aald mo68-oak 
For some black graesoiue carlin; 

Au' loot a winze, an' drew a stroke, 
nil skin in blypes cam haurlin 

Aff 's nieves that night. 

XXIV 

A wanton widow Leezie was, 

As cantie as a kittlin; 
But ooh I that ni|^ht, amang the shaws, 

She gat a fearni' settliu I 
She thro' the whins, an' by the cairn. 

An' owre the hill eaed scrievin; 
Whare three lairds' lands met at a bum, 

To dip her left sark-slecTC in 

Was bent that night. 

XXV 

Whyles owre a linn the bumie plays, 

As thro' the glen it winipl't; 
Whyles round a rocky scaur it strays, 

Whyles in a wiel it dimpl't; 
Whyles glitter'd to the nightly rays, 

Wi' bickerin, dancin dazzle; 
Whyles cookit underueath the braes, 

Below the spreading hazel 

Unseen that night. 

XXVI 

Amang the brachens, on the brae. 

Between her an' the moon, 
The Deil, or else an outler quey. 

Gat up an' gae a croon : 
Poor Leezie 's heart maist lap the boot; 

Near lav'rock-height she jumpit. 
But mist a -fit, an' in the pool 

Out-owre the lugs she plumpit 

Wi* a plunge that night. 

XXVII 

In order, on the clean hearth-stane. 

The higgles three are ranged; 
And ev'ry time great care is taen 

To see them duly changed: 
Auld uncle John, wha wedlock's joys 

Sin Mar's-year did desire, 
Because he gat the toom dish thrice. 

He heav'd them on the fire 

In wrath that night 

XXVTII 

Wi' merry sangs, an' friendly cracks, 

I wat they did na weary; 
And unco tales, an' funnie jokes — 

Their sports were cheap an' cheery: 



TiU butter'd sow'ns, wi' fragrant liint, 

Set a' their gabs a-steerin; 
Syne, wi' a social glass o' stront, 

They parted uS careerin 

Fu' blytbe that ni^t 



THE AULD FARMER'S NEW- 
YEAR MORNING SALUTATION 
TO HIS AULD MARE, MAGGIE 

ON GIVING HER THE ACCUSTOMED RIPP 
OF CORN TO HANSEL IN THE NEW- 
YEAR 

[Probably composed about the beginniiH^ of 

17^.] 



A Quid New-Year I wish thee, Ma^rgie ! 
Hae, there 's a ripp to thy auld baggie: 
Tho' thon 's howe-backit now, an' knaggie, 

I 'ye seen the day 
Thou could hae gaen like onie staggie, 

Out-owre the lay. 

II 

Tho' now thou 's dowie, stiff, an' crazy. 
An' thy auld hide as white 's a daisie, 
I 've seen thee dappl't, sleek, an' glaizie, 

A bonie gray: 
He should been tight that daur't to raize 
thee, 

Ance in a day. 

Ill 

Thou ance was i' the foremost rank, 
A filly buirdly, steeve, an' swank;- 
An' set weel down a shapely shank 

As e'er tread yird ; 
An' could hae flown out-owre a stank 

Like onie bird. 

IV 

It 's now some nine-an'-twenty year 
Sin' thou was my guid-father's meere; 
He gied me thee, o' tocher clear, 

An' fifty mark; 
Tho' it was sum', *t was weel-wou gear. 

An' thou was stark. 



When first I gaed to woo my Jenny, 
Ye then was trottin wi' yoiir minnie: 
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IW je was trickle, slee, an' f imDie, 
Ye ne'er was donsie; 

B(U hamely, tawie, quiet, an' cannie, 
An' unco sonsie. 

VI 

Thit day, ye pranc'd wi' muckle pride, 
Wbeo je bure hame my bonie bnde: 
An' tweet an' gracefu' she did ride, 

Wi' maiden air I 
Kyle-Stewart I could bragg^ wide, 

For sic a pair. 

VII 

Tbo' now ye dow but hoyte and hobblet 
As' wintle like a saumont-coble, 
Tint day, ye was a jinker noble, 

For heels an' win' I 
As' ran them till they a' did wauble. 

Far, far behin' ! 

VIII 

Wben thou an' I were young and skiegh, 
As' itable-meals at fairs were driegh, 
Hov thou wad prance, an' snore, an' 
akriegh. 

An' tak the road I 
TowoVbodiee ran, an' stood abiegh, 
An' ca't thee mad. 

IX 

Vhen thou was com't, an' I was mellow, 
Wt took the road ay like a swallow: 
At brooses thou had ne'er a fellow, 

For pith an' speed; 
Bat er'ry tail thou pay't them hollow, 

Whare'er thou gaed. 



ne sma', droop-rumpl't, hunter cattle 
liight aiblins waur't thee for a brattle; 
Bot tax Scotch miles thou try't their 
mettle, 

An' gar't them whaizle: 
Xae whip nor spur, but just a wattle 

O' saugb or hazle. 

XI 

Thoo was a noble fittie-lan'. 

As e'er in tug or tow was drawn: 

Aft thee an' I, in aught hours' gaun, 

On guid March-weather, 
Hae tiim*d tax rood beside our ban' 

For days thegither. 



XII 

Thou ncTcr braing't, an' fetch't, an' fliskit; 
But thy auld tail thou wad hae whiskit. 
An' spread abreed thy weel-fiU'd brisket, 

Wi' pith an' pow'r; 
Till sprittie knowes wad rair't, an' riskit. 

An' slypet owre. 

XIII 

When frosts lay lang, an' snaws were deep, 
An' threaten'd labour back to keep, 
I gied thy cog a wee bit heap 

Aboon the timmer: 
I ken'd my Mag|^e wad na sleep 

For that, or simmer. 

XIV 

In cart or car thou never reestit ; 
The steyest brae thou wad hae fac't it; 
Thou never lap, an' sten't, an' breastit. 

Then stood to blaw; 
But just thy stepa wee thing hastit, 

Thou snoov't awa. 

XV 

My pleueh is now thy baimtime a'. 
Four galTaut brutes as e'er did draw; 
Forbye sax mae I 've sell't awa. 

That thou hast nurst: 
They drew me thretteen pund an' twa. 

The vera warst. 

XVI 

Monie a sair darg we twa hae wrought. 
An* wi* the weary warl' fought I 
An' monie an anxious day I thought 

We wad be beat ! 
Yet here to crazy aee we *re brought, 

Wi something yet. 

XVII 

An' think na, my auld trusty servan'. 
That now perhaps thou 's less deservin. 
An' thy auld days may end in starvin; 

For my la^t fow, 
A heapet stimpart, I '11 reserve ane 

Laid by for you. 

XVIII 

We 've worn to crazy years thegither; 
We *11 toyte about wi' ane anither; 
Wi* tentie care 1 11 flit thy tether 

To some bain'd rig, 
Whare ye may nobly rax your leather 

Wi' sma' fatigue. 
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. ,. .•• .]*. .»itM« ^li i H.ilk i>iu' Siiiuliiy after- 
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With honest pride, I soom each sel 
My dearest meed, a friend's est 

praise : 
To yoii I sing, in simple Scottisl] 
The lowly train in life's sequester'i 
The native feelings strong, the 
ways ; 
What Aiken in a cottage would ha^ 
All ! tho' his worth unknown, far 
there I ween ! 



II 

November chill blaws loud wi' ang 
The shortening winter-day is 
close ; 
The miry beasts retreating frae the 
The black 'ning trains o' craws 

repose: 
The toil-worn Cotter frae h 
goes — 
This night his weekly moil is at au 
Collects his spades, his mattock^! 
hoes. 
Hoping the morn in ease and rest 1 
And weary, o'er the moor, his cou 
kamcwurd bend. 

Ill 

At length his lonely cot appears in 

Beneath the shelter of an aged t 

Th' expectant wee-things, toddlin, 

throngh 

To meet their dad, wi' ilichter 

and glee. 
His wee bit ingle, blinkin bonili 
His clean hearth-stane, his thrift 
smile, 
The lisping infant, prattling on 
Does a' his wearj' kiaugh and care 
And makt's him quite forget his 1 
his toil. 

IV 

Belyve, the elder bairns come < 
in, 
At service out, amang the faniie 
Some ca* the plough, some herd, S' 
tie rin 
A cannie ernmd to a neebor tow 
Their eldest hope, their Jenny 
grown, 
In youthfu' bloom, love sparklin] 
e'e, 
Comes hame; perhaps, to shew 
new gown, 
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Or depofiite her sair-won penny-fee, 
To he^ her parents dear, if ihej in hard- 
ship be. 



With joy onfeign'd, brothers and sisters 
meet, 
And each for other^s weelfare kindly 
spiers: 
The social hours, swift-winged, unnotic'd 
fleet; 
Each teUs the uncos that he sees or 

hears. 
The parents partial eye their hopeful 
years; 
Anticipation forward points the view; 
The mother, wi' her needle and her 
sheers, 
Gars anld claes look amaist as weel 's the 

new; 
The father mixes a' wi' admonition due. 



VI 

Their master's and their mistress's com- 
mand 
The younkers a' are wam^ to obey; 
And mmd their labours wi' an eydent hand. 
And ne'er, tho' out o' sight, to jauk or 

play: 
** And 01 be sure to fear the Lord alway, 
And mind your duty, duly, mom and night; 
Lest in temptation's path ye puig astray, 
lDi]^lore His counsel : nd assistmg might: 
\ihey neyer sought in vain that sought the] 
U Lord aright." JJ 

VII 

^ had[! a rap comes gently to the door; 
Jenn^, wha kens the meaning o' the 
same, 
-I^Qs how a neebor lad came o'er the moor, 
To do some errands, and convoy her 
hame. 
e^6 wily mother sees the conscious flame 
^S^ in Jenny's e'e, and flush her cheek; 
*^Qh heart-struck anxious care, enquires 
-^ his name, 

^'^ Jeimy hafflins is afraid to speak; 
^^«-pleas'd the mother hears, it 's nae 
wild, worthless rake. 

VIII 

''^kbidly welcome, Jenny brings him ben; 
Aitmppiii' jonthy he takes t£d mother's 
eye; 



Blythe Jenny sees the visit 's no ill taen; 
The father cracks of horses, ploughs, and 

kye. 
The youngster's artless heart o'erflows 
wi* joy, 
But blate and laithfu', scarce can weel be- 
have; 
The mother, wi' a woman's wiles, can spy 
What makes the youth sae bashf u' and sae 

erave; 
Weel-pleas'd to think her bairn 's respected 
like the lave. 

IX 

happy love! where love like this is 

found: 
O heart-felt raptures I bliss beyond com- 
pare ! 

1 've pacM much this weary, mortal round. 

And sage experience bids me this de- 
clare: — 
r" If Heaven a draught of heavenly pleas-l 
ure spare. 
One cordial in tbjs melancholy vale, 

'Tis when a youthful, loving, modest 
pair, 
In others arms, breathe out the tender tale 
'Beneath the milk-white thorn that scents 
the ev'ning gale." u 



Ib there, in human form, that bears a heart, 
A wretch ! a villain I lost to love and 
truth! 
That can, with studied, sly, ensnaring art, 
Betray sweet Jenny's unsuspecting youth? 
Curse on his perjur'd arts I dissembling, 
smooth ! 
Are honor, virtue, conscience, all exil'd ? 

Is there no pity, no relenting ruth. 
Points to the parents fondling o'er their 

child? 
Then paints the ruin'd maid, and their 
distraction wild ? 

XI 

But now the supper crowns their simple 
board. 
The healsome parritch, chief o' Scotia's 
food; 
The soupe their only hawlde does afford, 
That yont the hallan snugly chows her 

cood; 
The dame brings forth, in complimental 
mood, 
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XV 

■ --nkji* the Christian vuluine is the iLeuu 

r..« guiltless blood for guilty inr.:i w; 

shed ; 

•« V He. who bore in IIe.iven the socoi 

name, 

:'. \^i not on earth whereon to la\ li 

head : 
:'. -\y Ilis tirst followers and sj-rvaii 
>ped ; 
":«' j»reeej)ts saj^e they wrote t<» many 
land: 
How he, who lone in Patnios bani>heil 
■N-.A in the sun a mijjhty angel stand, 
•.v-.i heard great l^ab'lon's doom pi 
noune'd l>v Heaven's eomniand. 

XVI 

V.-.en kneeling down to Heaven'.^ Eten 
King. 
The saint, the father, and the IuiAki 
J 'rays: 
"lope *• springs exulting on triumph:' 
wing." 
That tliu*; th»'v all shall meet in tuti 

da vs. 
Then', vwv bask in uncreatejl ra}>. 
\\^ luovr t«» >Uj;h or >hvd the bitti^r tt-ar. 
l\»gelln'r hymning their Creator'.s pru. 
':• sueh siuietv. vt-t still nu>re dear: 

ft ft 

While eireliiii! Time movfs rouiMJ in 
eternal splun-. 



XVII 



• \ 






v.\»iKparM with tlii>«. hi»w po«»r lit li 
]>riil«'. 

Ill ;ill till- p.»mp of nuthod. ajid <'f ait: 
Wlu-n ii5» :i iii«»i»lav to i'i»!iirn"alini!> w'uU 

X ft r^ r^ 

Pev«»ti«»ii*> ev'iy i;ra««'. ixerpl tin- hea 
I'iie r«»\vri'. iiu'tiiNM. thi' pai;«ant w 
di>«.ii. 

V\\c ju»iiipv'U< >tiaiM. lln' saei'rih'tal stoh' 
l>5it haply, ill -some rott.iuf fai apart. 

May ln'av. uvil-piea'^M. tin* laiiirnagi'M't t 

Viitl in ir.'» r»«M.k ft I. iff the inmate^ pi 

er.T.'li. 



V M* ^^■- 



\ » 1 • t 
^ • • . s 

Thi-n l:.»Tr.t'\varil ;.!'. t:ik«' ot\ their sev* 
\\ .iy ; 
rii«» vou!'.c'i"C *'■ *t:ij^er< retirt' to ri'^st 
The pirint-p:\:r their «.,^-rot liomacre pay 
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And proffer up to Heayen the warm 

leqaest, 
Iliat He who stills the rayen's clam'rous 
nest, 
Aid decks the lily fair in flow'ry pride, 
Would, in the way His wisdom sees the 
best, 
For them and for their little ones proyide; 
B^ ehiefly, in their hearts with Grace 
Diyine preside. 

XIX 

From scenes like these, old Scotia's gran- 
deur springs, 
Tbt makes her loy'd at home, reyer'd 
ahroad: 
hnen and lords are but the breath of 
kings, 
** An honest man 's the noblest work of 

God;" 
And eertes, in fair Virtue's heayenly 
road, 
TV cottage leayes the palace far behind; 
What is a lordling's pomp ? a cumbrous 
load, 
BbnisiDg oft the wretch of human kind, 
Stodied in arts of Hell, in wickedness re- 
fined ! 

XX 

Seoda ! my dear, my natiye soil ! 
For whom my wannest wish to Heayei 
is sent ! 
I^ may thy hardy sons of rustic toil 
Be blest with health, and peace, an(^ 
sweet content ! 
^ ! may Heayen their simple liyeS 

preyent 
From Luxury's contagion, weak and yile ! 
IWb, bowe'er crowns and coronets be 
rent, 
A nrtwms populace may rise the while, 
f Aid stand a wall of fire around their 
mocb-loy'd Isle. 

XXI 

[ Thou ! who pour'd the patriotic tide, 
lliat stream'd thro* Wallace's undaunted 
heart. 
Who dar'd to, nobly, stem tyrannic pride, 
Or nobly die, the second glorious part: 
(The patriot's God, peculiarly Thou art, 
His friend, inspirer, guardian, and re- 
ward !) 
O neyer, neyer Scotia's realm desert; 



But still the patriot, and the patriot-bard 
In bright succession raise, her ornament 
and guard ! 



TO A MOUSE 

ON TURNING HER UP IN HER NEST WITH 
THE PLOUGH, NOVEMBER, I 785 

Gilbert Bums testifies that these yerses were 
suggested by the incident in the heading of 
the poem, and composed *^ while the author 
I holding the plough.*' 



Wee, sleekit, cowrin, tim'roos beastie, 
O, what a panic 's in thy breastie 1 
Thou need na start awa sae hasty 

Wi' bickering brattle ! 
I wad be laith to rin an' chue thee, 

Wi' murdering pattle I 

II 

I 'm truly sorry man's dominion 
Has broken Nature's social union. 
An' justifies that iU opinion 

Which makes thee startle 
At me, thy poor, earthr-bom companion 
, An' fellow mortal ! 

Ill 

I doubt na, whyles, but thou may thieye; 
What then ? poor beastie, thou maun liye 
A daimen icker in a thraye 

'S a sma' request; 
I *11 get a blessin wi' the laye. 

An' neyer miss 't I 

IV 

Thy wee-bit housie, too, in ruin ! 
Its silly wa's the win's are strewin f 
An' uaething, now, to big a new ane, 

O' toegnge green ! 
An' bleak Decembers win's ensuin, 

Baith snell an' keen 1 



Thou saw the fields laid bare an' waste. 
An' weary winter comin fast. 
An' cozie here, beneath the blast. 

Thou thought to dwell. 
Till crash ! the cruel coulter past 

Out thro' thy cell. 



I 
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VI 

That wee bit heap o' leayes an' stibble. 
Has cost thee monie a weary nibble ! 
Now thoa 's tamed out, for a' thy troable, 

Bat hoase or hald. 
To thole the winter's sleety dribble, 

An' cranreoch cauld ! 

VII 

Bat Moosie, thoo art no thy lane, 
In proving foresight may be vain: 
The best-hdd schemes o' mice an' men 

Gang aft agley, 
An' lea'e as noueht but ^ef an' pain, 

for pronus'd joy ! 

vni 

Still thou art blest, compared wi' me ! 
The present only toucheth thee: 
But och I I backward cast my e'e, 

On prospects drear ! 
An' forward, tho^ I canna see, 

I guess an' fear ! 



EPISTLE TO DAVIE, A BROTHER 

POET 

JANUARY 

The Dayie of this Epistle was David Sillar, 
third son of Patrick Sillar, farmer at Spittle- 
side, near Tarbolton^ bom in 17(K). He made 
the acquaintance of Bums early in 1781 at 
Lochlie ; in May of that year was admitted a 
member of the Bachelors^ Clnb ; was for some 
time interim teacher in the parish school, Tar- 
bolton, and afterwards started an *' adventure ^' 
school at Commonside ; opened a grocer*s shop 
in Irvine towards the close of 1788 ; published 
in 1789 a volume of Poems in imitation of 
Bums, who helped him to get Bubscri1)era ; 
after an attempt to get literary work in Edin- 
bui^h, returned to Irvine, where he took up 
teaching again, and ultimately became town 
councillor and magistrate ; died 2d May, 18*^. 
Bums, in his Secorui Epistle to Davie (see 
p> 128), with which Sillar prefaced his own 
jPoems^ thus chided him for his neglect of the 
Muse : — 

" Bic han'a aa you mid ne*er be fftiket, 
Be hain't wha like." 

But this estimate was not justified: Sillar^s 
published, verses are mere commonplace. A 
letter gn^inpT his recollections of Bums was 
published in Josiah Walker*s Edition (1811), 



and has often been reprinted. Sillar, whose 
■kill as a fiddler may partly explain Bnnis*s 
admiration, wrote the air to which A Sosebmd 
hjf mjf Early Walk was set in JohnsoB's 



u 



It was, I think, in the snmmer of 1784^ 
writes Gilbert Boms, ** when in the interrals 
of harder labour Robert and I were weedxag 
in the garden, that he repeated to me the 
principu part of this EpistleJ** 



While winds frae aff Ben-Lomond blaWy 
And bar the doors wi' driyin' snaw, 

And hing us owre the ingle, 
I set me down to pass the time. 
And spin a verse or twa o' riiyme, 

In hamely, westlin jingle: 
While frosty winds blaw in the drift, 

Ben to the chimla lug, 
I CTiidge a wee the great-folk's gift. 
That live sae bien an' snug: 
I tent less, and want less 
Their roomy fire-eide; 
But hanker, and canker. 
To see their cursM pride. 

II 

It 's hardly in a body's pow'r. 

To keep, at times, frae being soar, 

To see how things are shared; 
How best o' chiels are whyles in want. 
While coofs ou countless thousands ranty 

And ken na how to ware 't; 
But Davie, lad, ne'er fash your head, 

Tho' we hae little gear; 
We 're fit to win our daily bread. 
As lang 's we 're hale and fier: 
*' Mair spier na, nor fear na," 
Auld age ne'er mind a feg; 
The last o't, the warst o't, 
Is only but to beg. 



Ill • 

To lie in kilns and bams at e'en. 

When banes are craz'd, and bluid is thin. 

Is, doubtless, g^at distress I 
Tet then content could make us blest; 
Ev'n then, sometimes, we 'd snatch a 

Of truest happiness. 
The honest heart that 's free frae a' 

Intended fraud or guile, 
However Fortune kick the ba', 

Has av some cause to smile ; 
Ana mind still, you 11 find still, 
A comfort this nae sma'; 
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STae mair then, we 'U care then, 
Nae farther can we fa'. 

IV 

i tho', like commoners of air, 

wander out, we know not where, 

it either house or hal' ? 

Nature's charms, the hills and woods, 

sweeping vales, and foaming floods, 

re bee alike to all. 

lijs when daisies deck the ground, 

nd blackbirds whistle clear, 

h honest joy our hearts will bound, 

see the coming year: 

On braes when we please then. 

We 11 sit an' sowth a tune ; 
Srne rhyme till 't we 11 time tiU 't, 

An' sing 't when we hae done. 



DO in titles nor in rank: 
no in wealth like Lon'on Bank, 
purchase peace and rest. 
Qo in makin muckle, mair; 
M> in books, it 's no in lear, 
make us truly blest: 
ppiness hae not her seat 

centre in the breast, 
oay be wise, or rich, or great, 
t neTer can be blest ! 
^ae treasures nor pleasures 

Could make us happy lang; 
fbe heart ay 's the part ay 

That makes us right or wrang. 

VI 

: ye, that sic as you and I, 

drudge and drive thro' wet and dry, 

' never ceasing toil ; 

: ye, are we less blest than they, 

scarcely tent us in their way, 

hardlv worth their while ? 

! how oft, in haughty mood, 

i's creatures they oppress ! 

se, neglecting a' that 's guid, 

ij riot in excess ! 

^th careless and fearless 

Of either Heaven or Hell; 
ilsteeraing and deeming 

It a' an idle tale I 

VIT 

let us chearfn' acquiesce, 
Dake our scanty pleasures less 
pining at our state: 



And, even should misfortunes come, 
I here wha sit hae met wi' some, 

An 's thankf n' for them yet. 
They gie the wit of age to youth; 

They let us ken oursel; 
They make us see the naked truth. 
The real guid and ill: 
Tho' losses and crosses 

Be lessons right severe. 
There ,'s wit there, ye '11 get there. 
Ye '11 find nae other where. 

VIII 

But tent me, Davie, aoe o' hearts ! 

(To say aught less wad wrang the cartes. 

And flatrry I detest) 
This life has joys for you and I; 
And joys that riches ne'er could buy. 

And joys the very best. 
There 's a' the pleasures o' the heart. 

The lover an the frien': 
Ye hae your Meg, your dearest part. 
And I my darling Jean ! 
It warms me, it charms me 

To mention but her name: 
It heats me, it beets me. 
And sets me a' on flame ! 

IX 

O all ye Pow'rs who rule above f 
O Thou whose very self art love f 

Thou know'st my words sincere ! 
The life-blood streaming thro' my heart, 
Or my more dear immortal part. 

Is not more fondly dear ! 
When heart-corroding care and grief 

Deprive my soul of rest. 
Her dear idea brings relief 
And solace to my breast. 
Thou Being All-seeing, 

O, hear my fervent pray'r ! 
Still take her, and make her 
Thy most peculiar care 1 



All hail ! ye tender feelingfs dear ! 
The smile of love, the friendly tear, 

The sympathetic glow ! 
Long since, this world's thorny ways 
Had number'd out my weary days. 

Had it not been for you f 
Fate still has blest me with a friend 

In every care and ill; 
And oft a more endearing band, 

A tie more tender stiU. 
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It lightens, it brightens 

The tenebrific scene, 
To meet with, and greet with 

My Davie or my Jean ! 

XI 

O, how that Name inspires my style ! 
The words come skelpin' rank an' file, 

Amaist before I ken I 
The ready measure rins as fine, 
As Phoebus and the famous Nine 

Were glowrin owre my pen. 
My spaviet Pegasus will bmp, 

Till ance he^ fairly bet; 
And then he 'U hilch, an' stilt, an' jimp. 
And rin an unco fit; 

But least then, the beast then 
Should rue this hasty ride, 
I'll light now, and dieht now 
His sweaty, wizen'd hide. 



THE LAMENT 

OCCASIONED BY THE UNFORTUNATE 
ISSUE OF A friend's AMOUR 

Alas ! how oft does Goodness wound itsdf. 
And sweet Affection prore the spring of woe t 

HOMB. 

" The unfortunate issue," not of a " friend's,'^ 
but of his own "amour," — when Jean Ar- 
mour, overborne by paternal authority, agreed 
to discard him, — was, Bums declares, the 
'* unfortunate story alluded to " in the Lament : 
a *^ shocking affair'* he calls it, which had 
nearly given him " one or two of the principal 
qualifications among those who have lost the 
<mart and mistaken the reckoning of ration- 
ality." According to Gilbert, the poem was 
composed " after the first distraction of his 
feelings had a little subsided.*' 



»» 



THOU pale Orb that silent shines 
While care-untroubled mortals sleep ! 

Thou seest a wretch who inly pines. 
And wanders here to wail and weep ! 
With Woe I nightly vigrils keep. 

Beneath thy wan, unwarming beam; 
And mourn, in lamentation deep. 

How life and love are all a dream I 

II 

1 joyless view thy rays adorn 
llie faintly-markM, distant hill; 



I joyless view thy trembling horn 
B[eflected in the gurgling rill: 
My fondly-fluttering heart, be still ! 

Thon busy pow'r, Remembrance, cease ! 
Ah ! must the agonizing thrill 

For ever bar returning Peace ? 

Ill 

No idly-feie;n'd, poetic pains 

My sad, love-lom lamentings daim: 
No shepherd's pipe — Arcadian strains; 

No fabled tortures quaint and tame. 

The plighted faith, the mutual flame, 
The oft-attested Pow'rs above, 

The promised father's tender name, 
These were the pledges of my love I 

IV 

Encircled in her clasping arms, 

How have the raptur'd moments flown I 
How have I wishedf for Fortune's charms, 

For her dear sake, and hers alone ! 

And, must I think it I is she gone. 
My secret heart's exulting; boast ? 

And does she heedless near my groan ? 
And is she ever, ever lost ? 



O ! can she bear so base a heart. 

So lost to honor, lost to truth. 
As from the fondest lover part, 

The plighted husband of her youth ? 

Alas ! Life's path may be unsmooth ! 
Her way may lie thro' rough distress ! 

Then, who her pangs and pains will 
soothe, 
Her sorrows share, and make them less ? 

VI 

Ye winged Hours that o'er us pass'd, 

Enraptur'd more the more enjoy'd, 
Your dear remembrance in my breast 

My fondly treasur'd thoughts employ^ ; 

That breast, how dreary now, ana voi^K 
For her too scanty once of room 3 

Ev'n ev'ry ray of Hope destroy 'd, 
And not a wish to gild the gloom I 

VII 



The mom, that warns th' approachi 
day. 
Awakes me up to toil and woe; 

I see the hours m long array, 
That I must suffer, lingering slow: 
Full many a pang, and many a throe^ 
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1 Beoollection's direful train, 

ost wring my soul, ere Phcsbus, low, 

I kin the distant western main. 

VIII 

when my nightly couch I try, 
re-harass'd out with care and grief, 
oil-beat nerves and tear-worn eye 
ep watchings with the nightly thief: 
, if I slumber, Fancy, chief, 
IS, haggard-wild, in sore affright: 
'n day, all-bitter, brings relief 
soch a horror-breathing night. 

IX 

ra bright Queen, who, o'er th' ez- 

(Muise 
V highest reign'st, with boundless 

sway I 

as thy silent-marking elance 
ienr'a us, f ondly-wand ring, stray I 
* time, unheeded, sped away, 
) LoTe's luxurious pulse beat high, 
leath thy silver-gleaming ray, 
irk the mutual-kindling eye. 



oes in strong remembrance set ! 
DCS, never, never to return ! 
s if in stupor I forget, 
UQ I feel, again I bum ! 
m ev'ry joy and pleasure torn, 
weary vale I wander thro'; 
i hopeless, comfortless, I '11 mourn 
hless woman's broken vow ! 



DESPONDENCY 



AN ODE 



poaed, DO doubt, a little after 71^ La- 



:s8'd with grief, oppress'd with care, 
ien more than I can bear, 
t me down and sigh; 
I thou art a galling load, 
a rough, a weary road, 
rretches such as I ! 
ickward, as I cast my view, 
it sick*ning scenes appear I 



What sorrows yet may pierce me thro', 
Too justly I may fear I 
Still caring, despairing. 

Must be my bitter doom; 
My woes here shall close ne'er 
But with the closing tomb ! 

II 

Happy ye sons of busy life. 
Who, equal to the bustling strife. 

No other view regard ! 
Ev'n when the wishM end 's denied. 
Yet while the busy means are plied. 

They bring their own rewaia: 
Whilst I, a hope-abandoned wight, 

Unfitted with an aim. 
Meet ev'ry sad returning night 
And joyless mom the same. 
You, bustling and justling. 

Forget each grief and pain; 
I, listless yet restless. 
Find ev'ry prospect vain. 

Ill 

How blest the Solitary's lot. 
Who, all-forgetting, all-forgot. 

Within his humble cell — 
The cavern, wild with tangling roots — 
Sits o'er his newly-gathered fruits. 

Beside his crystal well f 
Or haply to his ev'ning thought. 

By unfreauented stream. 
The ways of men are distant brought, 
A faint-collected dream; 
While praising, and raising 

His thoughts to Heav'n on high, 
As wand'ring, meand'ring. 
He views the solemn sky. 

IV 

Than I, no lonely hermit plac'd 
Where never human footstep trac'd. 

Less fit to play the part; 
The lucky moment to improve, 
And just to stop, and just to move. 

With self-respecting art: 
But ah I those pleasures, loves, and joys, 

Which I too keenly taste, 
The Solitary can despise — 
Can want and yet be blest f 
He needs not, he heeds not 

Or human love or hate ; 
Whilst I here must cry here 
At perfidy ingrate 1 
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V 



i II «^a'^ to guilt aiikuowu ! 
Hu« lU uJKohiUiy*d for riper timesy 
(N. rmU itio Mlioit or tbo orimes 

i >l iit)uu'«, or my owu ! 
\i. Um^v vlsoa that guiltless sport, 

Lili4i liuuutM iu tho butth, 
\l^ littlo kuuw tho ilU yo court, 
Wliuu umuliood ia your wiah I 
iW luMMoii, the oroases 

That active luan eugage; 
l Uti feai'M all, the tears ful 
(U iliui deuliuiug Age ! 



MAN WAS MAUE TO MOURN 



A lUHGE 



(4< 14 Uiitui- Ui Milt. UuiUop, 10th August, 
h'H Uutu« UilU uf au old grand-unole who 
itmi uf'iiu LUutl . " ilU uiuHt voluptuous en- 
ji4f4iii>iil. ft an Mi hit iluwu and ory« while my 
Ki'illit'i ^iiuld hii44 ihu Hlumltt old song of The 
[.[/'l umi l</« uj Man. 'V\w 



ll4l4.t 



old Hong beg^ 



4 (v-t* III ilw tiUttuiiilU Uuiiilvr year 

«U n>.il himI flll> UirMi 
Iit4» (ItiiUl MA* Uirn, iluki bought ua dear, 

\h tviUiiitfii UuilllUi) 
iiK •frtiitiHi> tktt •i^Uiituth lUy, 

^•1 I <ti(l liu mImiui, 
}^ iht iii4U> « auli Mtil algli iU(] MT, 

All I iimu WM luniltt to nioau I '* 

I 

^\ tii.:4 iiUiU November's surly blast 

i\liuiit fUdiltt aud forests bare, 
dm i'.s'uiug, as I waud*red forth 

Aliiiig lliu bauks of Ayr, 
i .ittiid u utuu, whose aged step 

■St c.iit'd v^i'ary, woru with care, 
lli.i tai «-. wioi furrowM oVr with years, 

\iiil Itijui'^ was his hair. 

u 

I .Miiij^ MtruugtU', whither wand*rest thou?" 

hi ^.lu thu rtiv'reud Sage; 

lt<.> h iLu-.^t id' Nsualth thy step constrain, 

( ii \ iiiitUliil pleasure's rage ? 
u. Iiiiil), ^Ki at, with cares and woes, 

'Ic ' .^•'.lu tliou habt began 
I-. < .(i.ili I Uiith, with uie to mourn 

'111. iiiiwuuua of Mau. 



Ill 

<< The sun that overhangs yon moors, 

Out-spreading far and wide, 
Where hundreds labour to support 

A haughty lordling's pride: 
I 've seen yon weary winter-eun 

Twice forty times return; 
And ev'ry time has added proofe, 

That Man was made to mourn. 

IV 

** O Man ! while in thy early years, 

How prodigal of time ! 
Mis-spending all thy precious hours, 

Thy glorious, youthful prime ! 
Alternate follies take the sway, 

Licentious passions bum: 
Which tenfold force gives Nature's Isf 

That Man was made to mourn. 



** Look not alone on youthful prime, 

Or manhood's active might; 
Man then is useful to his kind. 

Supported is his right: 
But see him on the edg^ of life. 

With cares and sorrows woru; 
Then Age and Want — O ill-matcl 
pair ! — 

Shew Man was made to mourn. 

VI 

" A few seem favourites of Fate, 

In Pleasure's lap carest; 
Yet think not all the rich and great 

Are likewise truly blest: 
But oh I what crowds in ev'rv land. 

All wretched and forlorn, 
Thro' weary life this lesson learn. 

That Man was made to mourn. 

VII 

"Many and sharp the num'rous ills 

Inwoven with our frame I 
More pointed still we make ourselves 

Regret, remorse, and shame f 
And Man, whose heav'n-erected face 

The smiles of love adorn, — 
Man's inhumanity to man 

Makes countless thousands mourn ! 

VIII 

"See yonder poor, o'erlabour'd wight, 
So abject, mean, and vile, 



A PRAYER IN^Bp''l> 

brother of the earth ^^V 
ui leav« to toil ; ^^V 

iordlj fellow-woim ^^m 
letiCion spurn, ^^V 

;h<i' a weepiiig wife ^^ 



lu l«p a brother of the earth 
To {live hiui leav« 
ri Kf hni lordl J fellow-woim 
r petiCion spurn, 
I, Iho' a weepiiig wife 
id belplpss offspring 



*lr I 'cD desi^ftted ^on lonlling's alave — 

% Ni.(iiro'H law deaign'd — 
Wbj m UI i adependent nish 

k tt pUatpd in m j mind ? 
KaA whv am I subject to 

Ra cnwltr, or Bcorn ? 
(tritj hu Man the will and pow'r 

T« make Ua fellow mourn ? 



'TMlct not this toomiiL'h, nij son, 

Uatarb Uij youtbful breast: 
"Hiu pirUal t'vfi of hiiniaB-kind 

[| inrrlf not tb« tust I 
Itir pgar, oppressed, honest man 

iiid never, sure, been born, 
MUwre not been Home recompense 

Td cointort thoie tlutt mouru I 



'ODmUiI the poorn 
TIe kindest and the 



's dearest friend, 
V kindest and the best I 
' •Iconic the hour m j agM lunba 
'd with thee s " 



■wptat, the wcnUthy fear thy bio? 
_ ^Mn pnnp and pleaBure toru ; 
'*«>. oh r a blest rv'llef to those 
ftMW>jy.[«den mourn I " 



A DIKGE 

N Vint Common Plate Book 
!9t : " Tbsre is scaroalv any 
I me more — I don't know 
( pleuiu*. bat wmctbiDg 
. ^metliinR wbicb enraptnrca 
a «aU[ in the sbelUred tide of a 
D A dondy winter day. 
f wind howling anionf; the 
a the plain. It is my l>eat 
; my mitid is rapt up in n 
■ to Him who, in the potn puua 
, ' Walks in the winjiii of 
tltea* Maaons, jnst after 
d miafortiDiM. I eanpiwad th> follow- 



ROSPECT OF DEATH 






Moon), refers to it B« 
pieoes," and inolndea 
in the interval b«twe< 
waldoi 



» Ur. 



'the eldeflt of my printed 
, among othen unupoaed 
I his reCum from Kukoa- 
) in Irvine. It is there- 
fore impoBiihle to HSHiffn it to a period no late as 
that ooajectnred by Cbsmben and Scott Doog- 
loB ; and the "tract of miaf ortuueii " oannot 
describe, as the Utter held, the diMStOM at 
Irvine, but was probably one of family k 



Or the stormy north sends driving forti 

The blinding sleet and stiaw: 
Wild-tumbling brown, tho burn i 

And roars frae bank to brae: 
White bird and beast in covert rest. 
And pass the heartless day. 



■■ The sweeping blast, the skj' o'ercasl,'' 

The joyless winter day 
Let others fear, to uie more dear 

Than all the pride of May: 
Tbe tempest's howl, it wvuthes my aonl. 

My gnefs it seems to join; 
■fte leafless trees my fancy please. 

Their fate resembles mine I 



Thou Pow'r Supreme, whose mighty sohemB 

These woes of mi[ie fulUl. 
Here, firm I rest, tbey must be best. 

Because they are Thy will I 
Then all I want (0, do Thou gnwt 

This one request of mine I); 
Sinee to enjoy Thou dost deny, 

Aasist me to resign. 



Flrit Common Flaer Soei. under data Auinut, 
I'M : " A Prayer when fainlinf; fits, and other 
alarming syniploms of ■ pleurisy or some other 
dangertius disorder, which indeed still threati-n 
me, Gat put itatore on the alarm." A nianD- 
script in the Boms Monamest. EdinbnrKh, ha* 
heading: "A Prayer wh«n dannroniJ) 
-■ tfcs."" TTi-p' 
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Common Plcux Book proves it earlier than the 
Ang:a8t of that year. It was probably written 
during Bums's residence in Irvine, when, as 
would appear from a letter to his father, 27th 
Deoember, 1781, he had the prospect of " per- 
haps very soon^* bidding ** adieu to all the 
pains, and uneasiness, and disquietudes of this 
weary life." f 

O Thou onknown, Almighty Cause 

Of all my hope and fear ! 
In whose dread presence, ere an hour, 

Perhaps I must appear ! 

If I have wander'd in those paths 

Of life I ought to shun — 
As something, loudly, in my breast, 

Remonstrates I have done — 

Thou know'st that Thou hast form^ me 
With passions wild and strong; 

And list ning to their witching voice 
Has often led me wrong. 

Where human weakness has come short. 

Or frailty stept aside, 
Do Thou, All-|;ood — for such Thou art — 

In shades of darkness hide. 

Where with intention I have err'd, 

No other plea I have. 
But, Thou art good; and Groodness still 

Delighteth to forgive. 

TO A MOUNTAIN DAISY 

ON TURNING ONE DOWN WITH THE 
PLOUGH IN APRIL, I786- 

Enclosed, under the title of The Gowan^ in 
a letter of 20th April, 1786, to John Kennedy, 
clerk to the Earl of Dumfries, at Dumfries 
House, near Mauchline : ^^ I have here like- 
wise enclosed a small piece, the very latest of 
my productions. I am a good deid pleased 
with some sentiments myself, as they are just 
the native querulous feelings of a heart which, 
as the elegantly melting Gray says, 'melan- 
choly has marked for her own.* " The last 
four stanzas conveying the moral are in undi- 
luted English. 

I 

Wee, modest, crimson-tipped flow'r, 
Thou 's met me in an evil hour; 
For I maun crush amang the stoure 
Thy slender stem: 



To spare thee now is past my pow'r, 

Thou Donie gem. 



II 

Alas ! it 's no thy neebor sweet, 
The bonie lark, companion meet. 
Bending thee 'mang the dewy weet, 

Wi^ spreckl'd breast I 
When upward-springing, blythe, to greet 

The purpling east. 

Ill 

Cauld blew ihe bitter-biting north 
Upon thy early, humble birth; 
Yet cheerfully thou elinted forth 

Amid the storm, 
Scarce reared above the parent-earth 

Thy tender form. 

IV 

The flaunting flow'rs our gardens yield, 
High shelt'ring woods and wa*s maun shield; 
But thou, beneath the random bield 

O' clod or stane. 
Adorns the histie stibble-field, 

Unseen, alane. 



There, in thy scanty mantle clad, 
Thy snawie bosom sun-ward spread, 
Thou lifts thy unassuming head 

In humble guise; 
But now the share uptears thy bed. 

And low thou lies ! 

VI 

Such is the fate of artless maid. 
Sweet flow'ret of the rural shade! 
By love's simplicity betray'd. 

And guileless trust; 
TiU she, like thee, aU soil'd, is laid 

Low i' the dust. 

VII 

Such is the fate of simple Bard, 

On Life's rough ocean luckless starr'd ! 

Unskilful he to note the card 

Of prudent lore. 
Till billows rag^, and gales blow hard, 

And whelm him o'er f 

VIII 

Such fate to suffering Worth is giv'n. 
Who long with wants and woes has striv' 
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laniaii pride or cmming driy'n 
To iiii8'r3r'g brink; 

wrenched of ev'ry siaj but Heay'n, 
He, rain'd, sink ! 

IX 

D tboa who monm'st the Daisy's fate, 
it fate is thine — no distant date; 
ni Ruin's plough-share drives elate. 

Foil on thy bloom, 
1 crosh'd beneath the farrow's weight 

Shall be thy doom ! 



TO RUIN 

From the lines 

** For one hM cat my dearest tie, 
▲nd qnlTen io my heart " — 

roold appear that this piece dates from the 
•eof Bnms's residence at Irvine in 1782, 
n, to erown his misfortunes, he was, as he 
stct IB his Aatobiographical Letter, jilted 
nth peenliar oiroomfltanoes of mortification *' 
(•e^who had pledged her sonl to marry 
^^ Tnw, he was greatly distracted by Ar- 
iw'i ooodnct in repudiating him ; but there 
■0 eridence that ne was revisited by the 
'podkoodriaoal longing for death to which 
I^HDOB is given in his second stanasa. 



^ kail, inexorable lord ! 

At whose destmction-breathing word, 

The mightiest empires fall I 
^ eniel, woe-delighted train. 
The ministers of gnef and pain, 

A ndlen welcome, alll 
'^ith stem-resoWd, despairing eye, 

I see eaeh aimM dart; 
'Of one has cot my dearest tie. 
And quivers in my heart. 
Then low'ring and pouring, 

The storm no more I dread; 
Tho' thick'ning and black'ning 
Round my <&yoted head. 

II 

^thou grim Pow'r, by Life abhorr'd, 
^^^ Life a pleasure can afford, 

! hear a wretch's pray'r f 
^onore I shrink appall'd, afraid; 
* ^J«rt, I beg thy mendly aid, 

To dose this scene of care 1 



When shall my soul, in silent peace. 

Resign Life s joyless day ? 
My weary heart its throbbings cease, 
Cold-mould'ring in the clay ? 
No fear more, no tear more 
To stain my lifeless face, 
EndaspM and grasped 
Within thy cold embrace ! 



EPISTLE TO A YOUNG FRIEND 



May 



1786. 



The " young friend *' of this Epittle was An- 
drew Hunter Aiken, son of Robert Aiken of 
Ayr. After a successful commercial career in 
Liverpool, he became English consul at Riga, 
where he died in 1831. His son, Peter Free- 
hmd Aiken, — bom 1790, died 3d March, 1877, 
— published in 1876 Memoirs of Robert Bums 
ana some of his Contenmoraries. 

William Niven of Kirkoswald — afterwards 
of Maybole, and finally of Kilbride — was 
accustomed to complain — not, however, to 
Bums, in so far as is known, nor till after his 
death — that this Epistle was orig^inally ad- 
dressed to him. His claim was supported by 
the Rev. Hamilton Paul (Poems ana Songs of 
Bumsy 1819) ; but, as Niven had no copy to 
show, it would seem that, if a rhyming Epistle 
wsite sent him, he set little store by the honour. 



I LANG hae thought, my youthfu' friend, 

A something to have sent you, 
Tho' it should serve nae ither end 

Than just a kind memento: 
But how the subject-theme may gang. 

Let time and chance determine: 
Perhap it may turn out a sang; 

Perhaps, torn out a sermon. 

II 

Te 11 try the world soon, my lad; 

And, Andrew dear, believe me. 
Ye '11 find mankind an unco squad. 

And muckle they may grieve ye: 
For care and trouble set your thought, 

EVn when your end 's attaint: 
And a' your views may come to noaght, 

Where ev'ry nerve is strain^. 

Ill 

1 11 no say, men are villains a' : 
The real, harden'd wicked. 
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Whft hae nae check but human law, 

Are to a few restricked; 
But, och I mankind are unoo weak 

An' little to be trusted; 
If Self the wayering balance shake, 

It 's rarely right adjusted 1 

IV 

Yet they wha fa' in Fortune's strife, 

Their fate we should na censure; 
For still, th' important end of life 

They equally may answer: 
A man may hae an honest heart, 

Tho' poortith hourly stare him; 
A man may tak a neebor's part, 

Yet hae nae cash to spare him. 



Ay free, aff ban', your story tell. 

When wi' a bosom cronie; 
But still keep something to yoursel 

Ye scarcely teU to ome: 
Conceal yoursel as weel 's ye can 

Frae critical dissection: 
But keek thro' ev'ry other man 

Wi' sharpen'd, sly inspection. 

VI 

The sacred lowe o' weel-plac'd love. 

Luxuriantly indulge it; 
But never tempt th' illicit rove, 

Tho' naething should divulge it: 
I waive the quantum o' the sin. 

The hazard of concealing; 
But, och f it hardens a' within. 

And petrifies the feeling f 

VII 

To catch Dame Fortune's golden smile. 

Assiduous wait upon her; 
And gather gear by ev'ry wile 

That 's justify'd by honour: 
Not for to hide it in a hedge. 

Nor for a train-attendant; 
But for the glorious privilege 

Of being independent. 

VIII 

The fear o' Hell 's a hangman's whip 
To baud the wretch in order; 

But where ye feel your honour grip. 
Let that ay be your border: 

Its slightest touches, instant pause — 
Debar a' side-pretences; 



And resolutely keep its laws, 
Uncaring consequences. 

IX 

The great Creator to revere 

Must sure become the creature; 
But still the preaching cant forbear. 

And ev'n the rigid feature: 
Yet ne'er with wits profane to range 

Be complaisance extended; 
An atheist-laugh 's a poor exchange 

For Deity offended 1 



When ranting round in Pleasure's ring, 

Religion may be blinded; 
Or if she gie a random sting. 

It may oe little minded; 
But when on Life we 're tempest-driv'n — 

A conscience but a canker — 
A correspondence fix'd wi' Heav'n 

Is sure a noble anchor 1 

XI 

Adieu, dear, amiable youth ! 

Your heart can ne'er be wanting ! 
May prudence, fortitude, and truth. 

Erect your brow undaunting ! 
In ploughman phrase, <*God send yo 
speed," 

Still daily to grow wiser; 
And may ye better reck the rede. 

Than ever did th' adviser I 



ON A SCOTCH BARD 

GONE TO THE WEST INDIES 

Probably among the latest written for ^ 
Eilmamock Edition. While it was in progr* 
Bums was maturing his plans for emigrate* 
and on 17th July, 1786, he wrote to D*"* 
Brioe, Glasgow : " I am now fixed to go for * 
West Indies in October.'* 



A' YE wha live by sowps o' drink, 
A' ye wha live by crambo-clink, 
A' ye wha live and never think, 

Come, mourn wi' me I 
Our billie 's gien us a' a jink, 

An' owre the sea ! 
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II 

Lament bim a' je rantin core, 
Wha dearly like a random-splore; 
Nae mair he 11 join the merry roar 

in social key; 
For now he 's taen anither shore, 

An' owre the sea! 

in 

The bonie lasses weel may wiss him, 
And in their dear petitions place him: 
The widows, wives, an' a' may bless him 

Wi' tearfu' e^ 
For weel I wat they 11 sairly miss him 

That 's owre the seal 

IV 

Fortune, they hae room to grumble! 
Hadst thou taen aff some drowsy bummle, 
Wha can do nought but fyke an' fumble, 

' T wad been nae plea; 
Bat he was gleg as onie wumble. 

That 's owre the sea! 



^iild, cantie Kyle may weepers wear, 
^' stain them wi' the saut, saut tear: 
T will mak her poor auld heart, I fear, 

in flinders flee: 
He was her Laureat monie a year, 

That 's owre the sea! 

VI 

^o saw Misfortune's cauld nor-west 
Laiie-musterin? up a bitter blast; 
^ jillet brak his heart at last, 

111 may she be! 
^ took a birth afore the mast, 

An' owre the sea. 

VII 

2^ tremble under Fortune's cummock, 
^, scarce a bellyfu' o' drummock, 
^^* his proud, independent stomach, 

Could ill agree; 
^ ^)w't his hurdies in a hammock, 

An' owre the sea. 

VIII 

5® ne'er was gien to great miseniding, 
i^ coin his pouches wad na bide in: 
^^ him it ne'er was under hiding. 

He dealt it free ; 



The Muse was a' that he took pride in. 

That 's owre the sea. 

IX 

Jamaica bodies, use him weel, 
An' hap him in a cozie biel: 
Te '11 find him ay a dainty chiel, 

An' fou o* glee: 
He wad na wrang'd the vera Deil, 

That 's owre the sea. 



Fareweel, my rhyme-composing billie ! 
Tour native soil was right ill-imlie; 
But may ye flourish like a lily, 

Now bonilie ! 
I '11 toast you in my hindmost gillie, 

Tho' owre the sea ! 



A DEDICATION 

TO GAVIN HAMILTON, ESQ. 

Gavin Hamilton — to whom Boms here ded- 
icates the First Edition of his poems, because 
^* I thought them something like yonisel,** was 
descended from an old Ayrshire family, the 
Hamiltons of Kype. The fifth son of John 
Hamilton of Kype — who was settled as a 
Writer in Mauchline — by his first wife, Jaco- 
bina King, he was bom in 1751, probably in 
NoYember, as he was baptized on the 20th of 
that month; succeeded his father as solicitor 
in Maachline, occupying a castellated mansion, 
now partly in ruins, hard by the churchyard ; 
and sublet the farm of Mossgiel to Bums and 
his brother Gilbert. Like the poet, he sym- 
pathised with liberalism in religfion, and they 
became warm friends. He was prosecuted in 
the autumn of 1784 by the Kirk-Session of 
Mauchline for neglect of public ordinances and 
other irregularities ; and wrote a letter to the 
Session, affirming that its proceedings were 
dictated by "private pique and ill -nature/' 
The accusation is corroborated by Cromek, 
who states that the Rev. William Auld of 
Mauchline had quarrelled with Hamilton's fa- 
ther (in all probability the true cause of both 
the quarrel with the father and the Sessional 
prosecution of the son was the hereditary 
£piscopaoy of the Hamiltons). Ultimately, 
tluough the intervention of the Presbytery of 
Ayr, Gavin Hamilton compelled the Session, 
on 17th July, 1785, to grant him a certificate 
that he was '^free from public scandal or 
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gTOdnd uf CbuTcb ceuanre knowu " lo Uiem : a 
bnnmph celebrated in Holy Willie's I'Tager. 
Ho VBH ag-aiu pruHecut«d by the SeHsion for 
imnBing hia servanta to dig dbv potatoes in hia 
garden ou tlie " last Lord's day " of July, ITST. 
He died 5th Febmar;, 1»05. Hamilton's 
oheracter ia very fully portrayed in the Dedi- 
tatioR, and incisively in hia Epilapk (p. 55). 
SeveiKl letters from Buroa to him are pub- 
lithed , including a Rhyming Epistle and Stanzas 
on Haahing; and thera are refeKnces to him 
in Hb/v Willie't Prayer, Uie Epistle lo John 
M'MaA, and The Fareirell. 



Expect na, sir, in 
A fleecbin, fleth'riii Dedicaljoa, 
To loose you up, au' ca' yoo guid. 
An' sprung o' great an' nuble bluid. 
Because ye 're surDAm'd like His Grace, 
Ferbap!) related to the mce: 
Then, when I 'm tired — oud sae u« ye, 
Wi' aioDie a fulsome, siufu' lie — 
Set up a face how 1 stop short, 
For lear your modesty be hurt. 

Hus may do — maun do, sir, wi' them 

Maan ples^e the great-folk for a WHmefon'; 
For me ! sae laigb I need na bow. 
For, Lord be thankit, I can ploagb; 
And when I dovna yoke a caig, 
Hen, Lord be thnnkit, I can beg; 
Sm 1 shall say, an' that 's nae flatt'rin, 
It'fl just sic poet an' eie patron. 

The Poet, some guid angel help him, 
Or else, I fear, some ill ane skelp bim t 
He may do wcel for a' he 'i done yet. 
But auly he 'a no just begtiD yet. 

The Patron (sir, ye maun forgie me ; 
I winna lie, come what will o' me). 
On eVry band it will allow'd be. 
He 'b just — nan better than be sbould be. 

I readily and freely grant. 
He downa see a poor man want; 
What 's DO his ain be witma tak it; 
What ance be says, be winna break it; 
Ought be can lend he 1\ no refuse 't, 
mi aft his gnidness in abus'd; 
And rascals whyles that do him wrang, 
Ev'n that, he does na mind it lang ; 
Ab master, landlord, husband, father, 
He doea oa. fail bis part in either. 



V-LH 



But theu, nae tbanlcs to bim for a' tint; 
Nac godly symptom ye can ca' that; 
It 's unetbing but a milder feature 
Of our pour, sinFu', corrupt nature: 
Ye '11 get the best o' moral works, 
'Maag black Geutoos, and pagan IWk^ 
Or hunters wild ou Poootaxi, 
Wha never heard of orthodoiy. 
That he 's the poor man's friend in need, 
The gentleman ia word and deed. 
It 's no thro' terror of damnation: 
It 'a just a carnal inclination, I 

And ocb I that 's nae regeueratioD. I 

Morality, thou deadly bane, | 

tens d' thousands thou bast slain 1 
bope, whose stay an' tnist is 
In moral mercy, tmtb, and justice I 

No — stretch a point to cat«h a plack; 
Abuse a brother to his back; 
Steal thro' the winnock frae a whore, 
But point the rake that taks the door; 
Be to the poor like ouie whunatane. 
And baud their noses to the gnuutane; 
Ply eVry art o' legal thieving; 
No mattur — stick to sound believing. 

Learn three-mile pray'rs, an' half-i^^ 
graces, 
Wi' wcel - spread looves, an' lang, ^^^ 

Grunt up a solemn, lengtheu'd groan, 
And damn a' parties but your own; 
1 11 warrant then, ye 're nae deceiver, 
A steady, sturdy, stanncb believer. 

ye wha leave the springs o* Catvii^^~-> 
For gumlie dubs of your ain delvin 1 
Yc SODS of Heresy and Error, 
Ye '11 some day B(|ueel in quaking terrc^^'i. 

When Vengeance draws the sword * 

And in the lire throws the Bbeath ; 
When Ruin, with bis sweeping besom, 
Just frets till Heav'n commission gies 3wi»i' 
While o'er the harp pale Misery moa&0> 
And strikes the ever-deep'ning tones. 
Still louder shrieks, and heavier groans ' 



I maist f orgat my Dedication ; 
But when divinity oontea 'crow mi 
My readers BtiU an sure to Iom & 
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So, sir, you see 't was iiae daft vapour; 
But I maturely thought it proper, 
When a' my works I did review, 
To dedicate them, sir, to you: 
Because (ye need na tak' it ill), 
I thought them something like yonrsel. 

Then patronize them wi| your favor, 

And youp petitioner shall ever 

I had amaist said, ever pray. 

But that 's a word I need na say; 

For prayin, I hae little skill o't; 

I 'm baith dead-^weer, an' wretched ill o't; 

But I 'se repeat each poor man's pray'r, 

That kens or hears about you, sir: 

" May ne'er Misfortune's gowlin? bark 
Howl thro' the dwelling o' the clerk I 
May ne'er his gen'rous, honest heart. 
For that same gen'rous spirit smart ! 
May Kennedy's far-honor'd name 
Langbeet his hymeneal flame, 
Till Uamiltons, at least a dizzen. 
Are frae their nuptial labors risen: 
Five bonie lasses round their table, 
And sev'n braw fellows, stout an' able, 
To serve their king an' country weel, 
By word, or pen, or pointed steel ! 
May Health and Peace, with mutual rays, 
Shme on the ev'ning o' his days; 
Till his wee, curlie John's ier-oe, 
When ebbing life nae mair shall flow, 
The lasty sad, mournful rites bestow 1 " 

I will not wind a lang conclusion, 
With complimentary effusion; 
But, whilst your wishes and endeavours 
Are blest with Fortune's smiles and fa- 
vours, 
I am, dear sir, with zeal most fervent, 
Tour much indebted, humble servant. 

But if (which Pow'rs above prevent) 
That iron-hearted carl. Want, 
Attended, in his grim advances, 
Bj sad mistakes, and black mischances, 
While hopes, and joys, and pleasures fly 

him. 
Make yon as poor a dog as I am, 
Your *' humble servant " then no more; 
For who would humbly serve the poor ? 
But, by a poor man's hopes in Heav'n I 
While recollection's pow^r is giv'n. 
If, in the vale of humble life, 
The victim sad of Fortune's strife. 



I, thro' the tender-gushing tear, 
Should recognise my master dear; 
K friendless, low, we meet together. 
Then, sir, your hand — my Friend and 
Brother I 



TO A LOUSE 

ON SEEING ONE ON A LADY's BONNET AT 

CHURCH 



Ha I whare ye gaun, ye crowlin f erlie ? 
Tour impudence protects you sairly, 
I canna say but ye strunt rarely 

Owre gauze and lace, 
Tho' faith ! I fear ye dine but sparely 

On sic a place. 

II 

Te ugly, creepin, blastit wonner, 
Detested, shunn'd by saunt an' sinner, 
How daur ye set your fit upon her — 

Sae fine a lady ! 
Gae somewhere else and seek your dinner 

On some poor body. 

Ill 

Swith ! in some beggar's hauffet squattier 
There ye may creep, and sprawl, and 

sprattle, 
Wi' ither kindred, jumping cattle. 

In shoids and nations; 
Whare horn nor bane ne'er daur unsettle 

Your thick plantations. 

IV 

Now baud you there I ye 're out o' sight, 
Below the latt'rils, snug an' tight; 
Na, faith ye yet ! ye '11 no be right, 

Till ye 've got on it — 
The vera tapmost, tow'ring height 

O' Miss's bonnet. 



My sooth ! right bauld ye set your nose 

out, 
As plump an' grey as onie grozet: 

for some rank, mercurial rozet, 

Or fell, red smeddum, 

1 'd gie ye sic a hearty dose o 't. 

Wad dress your droddum. 



/ 
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VI 

I wad na been snrpris'd to spy 
You on an anld wire's flainen toy; 
Or aiblins some bit duddie boy. 

On 's wyliecoat; 
Bat Miss's fine Lnnardi I fye I 

How danr ye do 't ? 

VII 

O Jenny, dinna toss your bead, 
An' set your beauties a' abread ! 
Ye little ken wbat cursed speed 

The blastie 's makin ! 
Thae winks an' finger-ends, I dread, 

Are notice takin I 

VIII 

O wad some Power the giftie gie us 

To see oursels as ithers see us I 

It wad frae monie a blunder free us, 

An' foolish notion: 
What airs in dress an' gait wad lea'e us. 

An' ev'n devotion ! 



EPISTLE TO J. LAPRAIK 

AN OLD SCOTTISH BARD, APRIL I, 1 785 

John Lapraik, whose song When I upon Thy 
Bosom Lean ** so thirPd the heart-strings ^* of 
Bums, was descended from an old Ayrshire 
family, which for several generations possessed 
the estate of Laigh Dalquhram, near Muirkirk. 
He was bom in 1727 ; succeeded to the estate 
on the death of his father, and also rented the 
farm and mill of Moirsmill ; lost his estate and 
all his means by the failure of the Ayr Bank 
in 1772 ; was inspired by Bums's success to 

Sublisli Poems on Several Occasions (1788) ; and 
ied 7th May, 1807. 

Lapraik's song, so warmly praised by Bums, 
and afterwards sent by him for insertion to 
Johnson's Museum^ iii. 214 (1790), closely re- 
sembles one in Ruddiman^s Weekli/ Magazine, 
1 Ith October, 1773, When on Thy Bosom I Be- 
c/tnt*, dated Edinburgh, 11th October, and 
signed '* Happy Husband." It has been too 
rashly inferred that Lapraik plagiarised from 
this lyric : he may have written it himself. 
Another, When West Winds did Blow, which 
Burns also sent to Johnson, is not without 
merit. The original Epistle was at one time in 
the possession of Sir Robert Jardine, and the 
piece is also entered in the First Common Place 
Book under date June, 1785. 



While briers an' woodbines budding 

^reen. 
And paitricks scraichin loud at e'en. 
An' morning ponssie whiddin seen. 

Inspire my Muse, 
This freedom, in an unknown frien' 

I pray excuse. 

II 

On Fasten-e'en we hiA a rockin, 

To ca' the crack and weave our stockin; 

And there was muckle fun and jokln. 

Ye need na doubt; 
At length we had a hearty yokin. 

At " sang about." 

Ill 

There was ae sang, among the rest, 
Aboon them a' it pleas'd me best, 
That some kind husband had addrest 

To some sweet wife: 
It thirl'd the heart-strings thro' the breast, 

A' to the life. 

IV 

I 've scarce heard ought describ'd sae weel, 
What gen'rous, manly bosoms feel; 
Thought I, " Can this be Pope or Steele, 

Or Seattle's wark ? " 
They tald me 't was an odd kind chiel 

About Muirkirk. 



It pat me fidgin-fain to hear 't, 
An' sae about him there I spier't; 
Then a' that kent him round declar'd 

He had ingfue; 
That nane excell'd it, few cam near 't. 

It was sae fine: 

VI 

That, set him to a pint of ale. 

An' either douce or merry tale, 

Or rhymes an' sangs he 'd made himsel. 

Or witty catches, 
'Tween Inverness an' Teviotdale, 

He had few matches. 

VII 

Then up I gat, an' swoor an aith, 

Tho' I shoi3d pawn my pleugh an' graith. 

Or die a cadger pownie's death, 

At some dyke-back, 



EPISTLE TO J. LAPRAIK 



45 



A pint an' gill I 'd gie them baith, 

To hear your crack. 



vni 

Bat, first an' foremost, I should tell, 
Amaist as soon as I could spell, 
I to the crambcKJingle fell; 

llio' rude an' rough — 
Yet crooning to a body's sel. 

Does weel eneugh. 

IX 

I am nae poet, in a sense; 

But just a rhymer like by chance. 

An' hae to leamiug nae pretence; 

Tet, what the matter ? 
Whene'er my Muse does on me glance, 

I jingle at her. 



Tour critic-folk may cock their nose. 
And say, " How can you e'er propose. 
You wha ken hardly verse frae prose, 

To mak a sang ? ' ' 
But, by your leaves, my learned foes. 

Ye 're maybe wrang. 

XI 

What 's a' your jargon o' your Schools, 
Your Latin names for horns an' stools ? 
If honest Nature made you fools, 

What sairs your grammers ? 
Ye 'd better taen up spades and shools. 

Or knappin-hammers. 

XII 

A set o' dull, conceited hashes 
Confuse their brains in college-classes. 
They gang in stirks, and come out asses. 

Plain truth to speak; 
An' syne they think to climb Famassus 

By dint o' Greek ! 

XIII 

Gie me ae spark o' Nature's fire. 
That 's a' the learning I desire; 
Then, tho' I drudge thro' dub an' mire 

At pleugh or cart. 
My Muse, tho' hamely in attire, 

May touch the heart. 

XIV 

O for a spunk o' Allan's glee, 
Or Fergusson's, the bauld an' slee, 



Or bright Lapraik's, my friend to be. 

If I can hit it I 
That would be lear eneugh for me. 

If I could get it. 

XV 

Now, sir, if ye hae friends enow, 
Tho' real friends I b'lieve are few; 
Yet, if your catalogue be fow, 

I 'se no insist: 
But, gif ye want ae friend that 's true, 

I 'm on your list. 

XVI 

I winna blaw about mysel. 

As ill I like my fauts to tell; 

But friends, an' folks that wish me well. 

They sometimes roose me; 
Tho', I maun own, as monie still 

As far abuse me. 

XVII 

There 's ae wee faut they whyles lay to 

me, 
I like the lasses — Gude forgie me ! 
For monie a plack they wheedle frae me 

At dance or fair; 
Maybe some ither thing they gie me, 

They weel can spare. 

XVIII 

But Mauchline Kace or Mauchline Fair, 
I should be proud to meet you there: 
We 'se gie ae night's discharge to care, 

If we forgather; 
And hae a swap o' rhymin-ware 

Wi' ane anither. 

XIX 

The four-gill chap, we 'se gar him clat- 
ter. 
An' kirsen him wi' reekin water; 
Syne we 11 sit down an' tak our whitter^ 

To cheer our heart; 
An' faith, we 'se be acquainted better 

Before we part. 

XX 

Awa ye selfish, warly race, 

Wha think that bavins, sense, an' grace, 

Ev'n love an' friendship should give place 

To Catch-the-Plack ! 
I dinna like to see your face. 

Nor hear your crack. 
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XXI 

Bat ye whom social pleasare chafxus. 
Whose hearts the tide of kindness warms, 
Who hold your heing on the terms, 

" Each aid the others," 
Come to my bowl, come to my arms, 

My friends, my brothers ! 

XXII 

Bat, to conclude my lang epistle. 
As my anld pen 's worn to the grissle, 
Twa lines f rae yoa wad gar me fissle, 

Who am most fervent, 
While I can either sing or whistle, 

Your friend and servant. 



SECOND EPISTLE TO J. LAPRAIK 

APRIL 21, 1785 

Entered in the First Common Place Book 
under the first Epistle with this explanation : 
" On receiving an answer to the above I wrote 
the following.'* 



While new-ca'd kye rowte at the stake 
An' pownies reek in plengh or braik. 
This hour on e'enin's ed^ I take, 

To own I 'm debtor 
To honest-hearted, auld Lapraik, 

For his kina letter. 

II 

Forjesket sair, with weary legs, 
Rattlin the com ont-owre the rigs, 
Or dealing thro' amang the naigs 

Their ten-hours* bite, 
My awkart Muse sair pleads and begs, 

I would na write. 

Ill 

The tapetless, ramfeezPd hizzie. 

She 's saft at best an' something lazy: 

Quo' she; " Ye ken we 've been sae busy 

This month an' mair, 
That trowth, my head is grown right dizzie. 

An' something sair." 

IV 

Her dowff excuses pat me mad: 

** Conscience," says I, " ye thowless jad ! 



I '11 write, an' that a hearty blaud. 

This vera ni^ht; 

So dinna ye affront your traae. 

But rhyme it right. 



** Shall bauld Lapraik, the king o' hearts, 
Tho' mankind were a paek o' cartes, 
Roose you sae weel for yonr deserts, 

In terms sae friendly; 
Yet ye 11 neglect to shaw your parts 

An' thank him kindly?" 

VI 

Sae I gat paper in a blink. 

An' down gaed stumpie in the ink: 

Quoth I: " Before I sleep a wink, 

I vow 1 11 dose it: 
An' if ye winna mak it clink, 

By Jove, 111 prose it I" 

VII 

Sae I 've begun to scrawl, but whether 
In rhyme, or prose, or baith theg^ther. 
Or some hotch-potch that 's rightly neither, 

Let time mak proof; 
But I shall scribble down some blether 

Just clean aff-loof . 

VIII 

My worthy friend, ne'er grudge an' carp, 
Tho' Fortune use you hard an' sharp; 
Come, kittle up your moorland harp 

Wi' gleesome touch I 
Ne'er mind how Fortune waft an' vrarp; 

She 's but a bitch. 

IX 

She 's g^en me monie a jirt an' fleg. 
Sin' I could striddle owre a rip; 
But, by the Lord, tho' I should beg 

Wi' lyart pow, 
I '11 laugh an' sing, an' shake my leg, 

As lang 's I dow ! 



Now comes the sax-an-twentieth simmer 
I 've seen the bud upo' the timmer. 
Still persecuted by the limmer 

Frae year to year; 
But yet, despite the kittle kimmer, 

I, Rob, am here. 
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XI 



Dojeenwi the city gent, 

BeUot a kisi to lie an' sklent; 

Or pane-prondy bie wi' cent per cent. 

Ai? mackle waine, 
la lome fait brogfa to represent 

A bailie's name ? 

XII 

Or ii't the paoghty feudal thane, 

WT ndH'd sark an' glanoing cane, 

Wlia thinks himsel nae sheep-shank bane, 

Bat lordly stalks; 
WbOe caps an' bonnets as are taen, 

As by he walks ? 

XIII 

** Thoa wha gies ns each gnid gift ! 
Gie me o' wit an' sense a lifl^ 
XVn tarn me, if Thon please, adrift 

Thro' Scotland wide; 
V¥i* cits nor lairds I wadna shift. 

In a' their pride ! " 

XIV 

liVen this the charter of our state, 
** Ob ptin o' hell be rich an' great," 
Dnmitioo then wonld be our fate. 

Beyond remead; 
B«t, thanks to heayen, that 's no the gate 
We learn our creed. 

XV 

¥«r that the royal mandate ran, 
^^^ first the homan race began: 
**1^ lodal, friendly, honest man, 

Whate'er he be, 
^H be fiimis great Nature's olan, 

And none but he." 

XVI 

^i^udate glorioos and diyine! 
^<oQof«ers o' the ragged Nine — 
"^f thoughtless deyilsl — yet may shine 
iBvn ^^ elorious Ught; 

^^ lotdid sons o^ Mammon's line 
Are dark as night I 



Or in some day-detesting owl 

May shun the light. 

XVIII 

Then may Lapraik and Bums arise, 
To reach their native, kindred skies. 
And sing their pleasures, hopes an' joys. 

In some mild sphere; 
Still closer knit in friendship's ties. 

Each passing year I 



xvn 



^ Wrs they scrape, an' squeeze, 

*■•»» worthless neiyefn* of a soul 
"*7 m loiDe future carcase howl, 
The forest's fright; 



an' 



TO WILLIAM SIMPSON OF 
OCHILTREE 

MAY, 1785 

The '' winsome Willie " of this Epistle was 
William Simpson, son of John Simpson, fanner 
in Ten-Pound Land, in the parish of Ochiltree. 
He was bom 2tSd August, I4 58 ; was educated 
at the Univeraty of Gla^^w ; became parish 
schoolmaster of Ochiltree in 1780, and in 1788 
of Cumnock ; and died 4th July, 1815. It has 
been inferred that the piece which drew the 
flattering letter from him was The Twa Herds, 
But the inference is not supported by the evi- 
dence adduced — the statement of Bums him- 
self, that he gave a copy of Uiat satire to " a 
particular friend ; " for Bums affirmed to this 
same friend that he did not know who was the 
author, and had got a copy by accident. 



I OAT your letter, winsome Willie; 
Wi' gratefu* heart I thank you brawlie; 
Tho' I maun say 't, I wad be silly 

And unco yain. 
Should I belieye, my cooxin billie, 

Tour flatterin strain. 

II 

But I 'se belieye ye kindly meant it: 
I sud be laith to think ye hinted 
Ironic satire, sidelins sklented, 

On my poor Musie; 
Tho' in sic phraisin terms ye 'ye penn'd 
it, 

I scarce excuse ye. 

Ill 
My senses wad be in a creel. 
Should I but dare a hope to speel, 
Wi' Allan, or wi' Gilbertfield, 

The braes o* fame; 
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Or Fergosson, the writer-chiel, 

A deathless name. 



iS 



IV 

O Fergasson ! thy glorious parts 
" suited law's dry, musty arts ! 
My curse upon your whunstane hearts, 

Te E'nbrugh gentry I 
The tythe o' what ye waste at cartes 

Wad stow'd his pantry I) 



Yet when a tale comes i' my head, 
Or lasses gie my heart a screed — 
As whyles they 're like to be my dead, 

(O sad disease !) 
I kittle up my rustic reed; 

It g^es me ease. 

VI 

Anld Coila, now, may fidge f u' fain, 
She 's gotten hardies o' her ain; 
Chiels wha their chanters winna hain. 

But tune their lays. 
Till echoes a' resound again 

Her weel-sung praise. 

VII 

Nae Poet thought her worth his while. 
To set her name in measur'd style ; 
She lay like some unkend-of isle 

Beside New Holland, 
Or whare wild-meeting oceans boil 

Besouth Magellan. 

VIII 

Ramsey an' famous Fergusson 
Gied Forth an' Tay a lift aboon; 
Yarrow an' Tweed, to monie a tune, 

Owre Scotland rings; 
While Irwin, Lugar, Ayr, an' Doon 

Naebooy sings. 

IX 

Th' missus, Tiber, Thames, an' Seine, 
Glide sweet in monie a tunefu' line: 
But, Willie, set your fit to mine. 

An' cock your crest I 
We '11 gar our streams and bumies shine 

Up wi' the best. 



We '11 sing auld Coila's plains an' fells. 
Her moors red-brown wi' heather bells. 



Her banks an' braes, her dens an' dells, 

Whare glorious Wallace 

Aft bure the gree, as story tells, 

Frae Sathron billies. 

XI 

At Wallace' name, what Scottish blood 
But boils up in a spring-tide flood ? 
Oft have our fearless nthers strode 

By Wallace' side. 
Still pressing onward, red-wat-shod. 

Or glorious dy'd I 

xn 

O, sweet are Coihi's hanghs an' woods. 
When lintwhites chant amang the buds. 
And jinkin hares, in amorous whids. 

Their loves enjoy; 
While thro' the braes the cushat croods 

With wailf n' cry ! 

XIII 

Ev'n winter bleak has charms to me, 
When winds rave thro' the naked tree; 
Or frosts on hills of Ochiltree 

Are hoary gray; 
Or blinding drifts wild-furious flee, 

Dark'ning the day ! 

xrv 

O Nature I a' thy shews an* forms 
To feeling, pensive hearts hae charms 1 
Whether the summer kindly warms, 

Wi' life an' Hght; 
Or winter howls, in gusty storms. 

The lang, dark night 1 

XV 

The Muse, nae poet ever fand her, 
Till by himsel he leam'd to wander, 
Adown some trottin bum's meander, 

An' no think lang: 
O, sweet to stray, an' pensive ponder 

A heart-felt sang 1 

XVI 

The warly race may drudge an' drive, 
Hog-shouther, jundie, stretch, an' strive; 
Let me fair Nature's face descrive. 

And I, wi' pleasure, 
Shall let the busy, gambling hive 

Bum owre their treasnre. 



TO WILLIAM SIMPSON OF OCHILTREE 
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xvn 

Fareweel, my rhyme-composing brither ! 
We Ve been owre lang onkend to itber: 
Now let OS lay our h^ids thegither, 

In love fraternal: 
May Envy wallop in a tetber, 

Black fiend, infernal I 

XVIII 

While Highlandmen hate tolls an' taxes; 
While moorlan' herds like guid, fat brax- 

ies; 
While Terra Firma, on her axis, 

Diurnal turns; 
Count on a friend, in faith an* practice, 

In Robert Bums. 



POSTSCRIPT 
XIX 

My memory 's no worth a preen: 

I had amaist forgotten dean, 

Te bade me write you what they mean 

By this New-Light, 
'Bont which our herds sae aft hae been 

Maist like to fight. 

XX 

In days when mankind were but callans; 

At grammar, logic, an' sic talents, 

They took nae pains their speech to balance, 

Or rules to gie; 
But spak their thoughts in plain, braid 
Lallans, 

lake you or me. 

XXI 

In thae aald times, they thought the moon, 
Just like a sark, or pair o' shoon, 
Wore by degrees, till her last roon 

Gaed past their viewin; 
An' shortly after she was done, 

They gat a new ane. 

XXII 

This past for certain, undisputed; 
It Be er cam i' their heads to doubt it, 
Tni chiels gat up an' wad confute it, 

An' ca'd it wrang; 
An' mackle din there was about it, 

Baith loud an' lang. 



XXIII 

Some herds, weel leam'd upo' the Beuk, 
Wad threap auld folk the thing misteuk; 
For 't was the auld moon tum'd a neuk 

An' out o' sight. 
An' backlins-comin to the leiuc. 

She grew mair bright. 

XXIV 

This was deny'd, it was afBrm'd; 

The herds and hissels were alarm'd; 

The rev'rend gray-beards rav'd an' storm'd. 

That beardless laddies 
Should think they better were inform'd 

Than their auld daddies. 

XXV 

Frae less to mair, it gaed to sticks; 
Frae words an' aiths, to clours an' nicks; 
An' monie a fallow gat his licks, 

Wi' hearty crunt; 
An' some, to learn them for their tricks, 

Were hang'd an' brunt. 

XXVI 

This game was play'd in monie lands. 
An' Atdd-Light caddies bure sic hands. 
That faith, the youngsters took the sands 

Wi' nimble shanks 
Till lairds forbade, by strict commands. 

Sic bluidy pranks. 

XXVII 

But New-Light herds gat sic a cowe. 
Folk thought them roin'd stick-an-stowe; 
Till now, amaist on ev'ry knowe 

Ye '11 find ane placed; 
An' some, their New-Light fair avow. 

Just quite barefac'd. 

XXVIII 

Nae doubt the Auld -Light flocks are 

bleatin; 
Their zealous herds are vex'd and sweatin; 
Mysel, I 've even seen them greetin 

Wi' gimin spite, 
To hear the moon sae sadly lie'd on 

By word an' write. 

XXIX 

But shortly they will cowe the louns ! 
Some Aula-Light herds in neebor tonus 
Are mind't, in things they ca' balloons, 

To tak a flight, 



so 
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An' stay ae month amang the moons 

An' see them right. 

XXX 

Gnid observation they will gie them; 

An' when the aold moon's gaan to lea'e 

them, 
The hindmost shaird, they '11 fetch it wi' 
them, 

Just i' their poach; 
An' when the New-Light billies see them, 

I think they '11 crouch ! 

XXXI 

Sae, ye observe that a' this clatter 

Is naething but a << moonshine matter; " 

Bat tho' dall prose-folk Latin splatter 

In log^c tulzie, 
I hope we, Bardies, ken some better 

Than mind sic brabde. 



EPISTLE TO JOHN RANKINE 

ENCLOSING SOME POEMS 

Rankine was farmer at Adamhill, in the 
parish of Craigie, near Lochlie. His wit, his 
oreiuns (invented for the puipose of roasting 
his dislikes), and his practical jokes were the 
talk of the oonntry »de. Hu sister, Mar- 
garet, was the first wife of John Lapraik, and 
his daughter, Anne, afterwards Mrs. Merry, 
vannted herself the heroine of The Rigs o* 
Barley. Bums also addressed to Rankine a 
Reply to an Announcement^ and complimented 
him in an Epitaph as the one " honest man *' in 
" a mixtie-maxtie motley sqnad." 

It is to be noted that the last seven stanzas 
of this piece set forth an account in good vene- 
real slan^ — e. g, " straik " (t. e. " stroke "} = 
subagitare; "hen," "wame," "taU," "gun," 
** feathers,'* and so forth — of Bums's amour 
with Elizabeth Paton, by whom he had an ille- 
gitimate child- (November, 1784), and with 
whom he did penance by order of the Session. 



O ROUGH, rude, ready-witted Rankine, 
The wale o' cocks for fun an' drinkin ! 
There 's monie godly folks are thinkin' 

Your dreams and tricks 
Will send you, Korah-like, a-sinkin 

Straught to Auld Nick's. 



II 

Ye hae sae monie cracks an' cants, 
And in your wicked dracken rants. 
Ye mak a deyil o' the saonts, 

An' fill them fou'; 
And then their failings, flaws, an' wants 

Are a' seen thro'. 

Ill 

Hypocrisy, in mercy spare it ! 

That holy robe, O, dinna tear it I 

Spare 't for their sakes, wha aften wear it — 

The lads in black; 
Bat your curst wit, when it comes near it, 

Rives 't aff their back. 

IV 

Think, wicked sinner, wha ye 're skaithing: 
It 's just the Blue-gown badge an' claithing 
O' sannts; tak that, ye lea'e them it^Afhing 

To ken them by 
Frae onie unregenerate heathen, 

Like you or I. 

V 

I 've sent you here some rhyming ware 
A' that I bargained for, an' mair; 
Sae, when ye hae an hoar to spare, 

I will expect. 
Yon sang ye 11 sen't, wi' cannie care. 

And no neglect. 

VI 

Tho' faith, sma' heart hae I to sing: 
My Muse dow scarcely spread her wing f 
I 've play'd roysel a bonie spring, 

An' danc'd my fiU ! 
I 'd better gaen an' sair't the King 

At Bunker's Hill. 

VII 

'T was ae night lately, in my fun, 

I gaed a rovin wi' the g^n, 

An' brought a paitrick to the grun' — 

A bonie hen; 
And, as th^ twilight was begim, 

Thought nane wad ken. 

VIII 

The poor, wee thing was little hurt; 
I straikit it a wee for sport, 
Ne'er thinkin they wad fash me for 't; 

But, Deil-ma-care ! 



SONG 



5^ 



Somebody tells the Poacher-Court 

The bale affair. 

IX 

Some auld, os'd bands bad taen a note, 
That sic a ben bad got a shot; 
I was suspected for the plot; 

I scom'd to lie; 
So gat the wbissle o' my groat, 

An' pay't the fee. 

X 

Bat, by my gnn, o' guns the wale, 
An' by my pontber an' my bail. 
An' by my ben, an' by her tail, 

I TOW an' swear I 
The game shall pay, owre moor an' dale, 

For this, niest year ! 

XI 

As soon *B the dockin-time is by. 
An' the wee pouts begun to cry. 
Lord, I 'se bae sportin by an' by 

For my gowd ^inea; 
Tho' I should herd the buckskin kye 

For 't, in Virginia I 

XII 

Trowihy they bad muckle for to blame ! 
'T was neither broken wing nor limb, 
But tw»-ihree chaps about the wame. 

Scarce thro' the feathers; 
An' butb a yellow George to claim 

An' thole their blethers I 

XIII 

It pits me ay as mad 's a hare; 

So I can rhyme nor write nae mair; 

Bat pennyworths again is fair, 

When time 's expedient: 
Meanwhile I am, respected Sir, 

Tour roost obedient. 



SONG 

Tune : Com Rigs 

In an interleaTed copy of Johnson^s Museum^ 
Boms remarks : " All Uie old words that ever 
I coold meet to this were the following, which 
teem to have been an old chorns : — 



** * O c<»ii rlM tnd rye rigs, 
O com lui are bonie. 
And wbene'er joa meet a bonnle 
^reen np her ooekemooy.' " 



The last song^ in Ramsay's GtntU Shepherd', 
My PcUie is a Lover Gay, to the tone Com Riyd 
are Bonny, concludes as follows : — 

" Then I *11 comply and marry Pate, 
And gyne my cockemony 
He '■ free to toiude air and bite 
Where com rigs are bonny.'* 

Bums wrote to G^rg^ Thomson : " My Pattie 
is a Lover Gay — b unequal. * His mind is 
never muddy ' is a muddy expression indeed. 



It 



* Then I HI resign (ne) and marry Pate, 
And syne my ooelramony,* etc. 



This is surely far unworthy of Ramsay, or of 
your work." With characteristic deference 
he added : " My song, Bigs o' Barley, to the 
same tune, does not altogether please me, but 
if I can mend it, I will submit it to your con- 
sideration." Thomson disreg^arded this modest 
offer : *' My Patie is a Lover Gay, though a 
little unequal, is a natural and pleasing song, 
and I humbly think we ought not to displace 
it or alter it except the last stanza." 

In his Autobiographical Letter to Dr. Moore, 
Bums includes this admirable lyric among the 
" rhymes " of his ** early days," composed before 
bis twenty-third year. But its acoomplishraent 
is finer than he had then compassed, and, as in 
the case of the lyric tbat follows, Now Westlih* 
Winds, the early version was probably a mere 
fragmentary suggestion of the later. Bums was 
himself accustomed to regard the last stanza as 
a nearer approach to bis ideal of expression and 
sentiment Uian he had achieved elsewhere. As 
to the heroine there is not basis enough even 
for conjecture, though divers Annies have 
claimed the honour. 



It was upon a Lammas night, 

When com rigs are bonie, 
Beneath the moon's unclouded light, 

I held awa to Annie; 
The time flew by, wi' tentless heed; 

Till, 'tween the late and early, 
Wi' sma' persuasion she agreed 
To see me thro' the barley. 
Corn rigs, an' barley rigs, 
An' com rig^ are bonie: 
I '11 ne'er forget that happy night, 
Amang the rigs wi' Annie. 

II 

The sky was blue, the wind was still, 
The moon was shining clearly; 

I set her down, wi' right good will, 
Amang the rigs o' barley: 
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I ken't ber heart was a' my ain; 

I lov'd her most sincerely; 
I kiss'd her owre and owre again, 

Amang the rigs o' barley. 

Ill 

I lock'd her in my fond embrace; 

Her heart was beating rarely: 
My blessings on that happy place, 

Amang the rigs o' barley f 
But by the moon and stars so bright, 

That shone that hour so clearly I 
She ay shall bless that happy night 

Amang the rigs o' barley. 

IV 

I hae been blythe wi' comrades dear; 

I hae been merry drinking; 
I hae been joyfu* gath'rin gear; 

I hae been happy thinking: 
But a' the pleasures e'er I saw, 

Tho* three times doubl'd fairly — 
That happy night was worth them a', 
Amang the rigs o' barley. 

Com rigs, an' barley rigs, 
An' corn rigs are bonie: 
I '11 ne'er forget that happy night, 
Amang the rigs wi' Annie. 



SONG: COMPOSED IN AUGUST 

Bums states in his " autobiographical letter " 
that this song^ was the *' ebullition " of his 
passion for a " charming JUette^^ (»«c), Peggy 
Thomson, who "overset his trigonometry " at 
Kirkoswald when he was in his seventeenth 
year. His sister, Mrs. Begg, further affirms 
that the passion was afterwards revived, and 
it has been supposed that Thomson is the 
Peggy of his letter to Thomas Orr (11th 
November, 1784) : " I am very glad Peggy is 
off my hand.^' But about this time he had also 
an "affair" with " Montgomerie's Peggy," 
" which," as he wrote in the First Common 
Place Book J *Mt cost some heart-aches to get 
rid of." Peggy Thomson became the wife of 
Mr. Neilson of Kirkoswald. Bums — when 
he was making ready for the West Indies in 
1780 — presented her with a copy of his book, 
oil which he inscribed the lines beginning : — 



«t 



Once fondly loved and still remembered dear. 



>» 



Now westlin winds and slaught'ring guns 
Bring Autumn's pleasant weather; 



The gorcock springs on whirring wings 
Amang the Dlooming heather: 

Now waving grain, wide o'er the plain, 
Delights the weary farmer; 

The moon shines bright, as I rove by n 
To muse upon my charmer. 

II 

The paitrick lo'es the fruitf u' fells. 

The plover lo'es the mountains; 
The woodcock haunts the lonely dells, 

The soaring hem the fountains; 
Thro' lofty groves the cushat roves. 

The path o' man to shun it; 
The hazel bush o'erhangs the thrush, 

The spreading thorn the linnet. 

Ill 

Thus ev'ry kind their pleasure find, 

The savage and the tender; 
Some social join, and leagues combine, 

Some solitary wander: 
Avaunt, away, the cruel sway ! 

T3rrannic man's dominion I 
The sportsman's joy, the murd'ring cr 

The fiutt'ring, gory pinion'! 

IV 

But, Peggy dear, the evening 's clear, 

Thick nies the skimming swallow. 
The sky is blue, the fields in view 

All fading-green and yellow: 
Come, let us stray our gladsome way 

And view the charms of Nature ; 
The rustling corn, the fruited thorn, 

And ilka happy creature. 



We '11 gently walk, and sweetly talk, 

While the silent moon shines clearN 
I '11 clasp thy waist, and, fondly prest. 

Swear how I lo'e thee dearly: 
Not vernal show'rs to budding flow'rs. 

Not Autumn to the farmer. 
So dear can be as thou to me, 

My fair, my lovely charmer ! 



SONG : FROM THEE, ELIZ 

Tune : Giideroy 

Bums, on his return to Mauchline fro 
Border tour, wrote to James Smith, lltbi 
1787 : " Your mother, sister and broths 



EPITAPH' ON A HENPECKED SQUIRE 



rnduu Eliza, eU., aU, uU weU." This ahova 
t Eliia lived in Maucbtine. She was Eliza- 
beth Millop — aftarward Mra. TemplBlon — 
celsbnted in T^e BtUes of Mauchlint (post, p. 
171) u die " Mi™ Betty '' who 'a " braw." See 
alao A MamMine Wtdding (poll, p. 114), 



Fbom thee, Eliza, I most go 

And from ray native shore: 
The LTuel fates between us throw 

A boDodlitas ocean's roar; 
But boimdleBs oceans, roaring wide 

Between my Love and me, 
They nerer, never cad divide 

My heart and soul from thee. 

Farewell, farewell, Eliza dear. 

The roaid that I adore I 
A boding voice ia in roiue ear. 

We part to meet no more I 
But the latest tbiob that leaves my heart. 

While Death stands victor by. 
That throb, Eliza, is thy part. 

And thine that latest sigh ! 



THE FAREWELL 



: Gond-nisil, anJja)/ ic n 



Edit) 



L the 1 



wu admitted an awrentiFe oE the St. David'a 
Lodev, TarboltoD (farmed by the Doioo of the 
St- Janun's with the St. Darid's), 4th Jnly, 
I'i^l, and. when a aeparacian of the Lodges 
occurred in Jnne, 1782, he .idhered to the St, 
Janis'i, ot which he was, on 22d Joly, 1T84, 
elected dopnte nuuC«r. The vecses, it is sup- 
posed, were recited at a meeting of the Lodgre 
held OD the 23d Jane- 



Adiec I a heart-warn), food adieu; 
Dear Brothers of the Mutiic Tie ! 

Ye favonr'd, ye enlighten'd few. 
Companions of ray social joy t 
Tho' I to foreign lands must hie, 
g Fortune's alidd'ry ba'; 



Oft have I met your social baud, 

And spent the cheerful, festive night; 
Oft. huDour'd with supreme command. 

Presided o'er the Sons of Light; 

And by that Hieroglyphic bright, 
Which none but CraJUmen ever saw I 

Strong Mem'ry on my heart shall write 
Those happy scenes, when far awa. 



May Freedom, Harmony, and Love, 

Unite you in the Grand Design, 
Beneath th' Oraniseiout Eye above — 

The glorious Arehitect Uivioe — 
That you inay keep tb' Unerring Line, 

Still rising bv the Plummet't Law, 
Till Orrfer'bright completely shine, 

Shall be my pmy'r, wheu far awa. 



And You, farewell I whose merits claim 
Justly that Highe.ll Badge to wear: 

Heav'n bless your houour'd, noble Name, 
To Mofonry and Scotia dear I 
A last request permit me here, 

Wlien yearly je a.ssemble a'; 
One round, I ask it with a tear. 

To him, the Bard that 'a far awa. 



EPITAPH ON A HENPECKED 
SQUIRE 

Bants Kates that the subject of this epitaph 
was " Mr, Campbell of Netherplace," a nuui- 
aioD a little to the west uf Mauchlinr. oD the 
road to Mossgiel. It is probable that Campbell 
— or perhaps hia wife — hadgiTOn Burns some 
particular offeuee. 

Ab father AiUtn first was fool'd, 

A case that 's still too 
Here lies a man a woma 

The Devil ruled the n 



EPIGRAM ON SAID OCCASION 



O Death, bad'at thou but spar'd Lis life. 
Whom we this day lament ! 
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We freely wad exchanged the wife, 
An' a' been weel content. 

Ev'n as he is, cauld in his graff , 
The swap we yet will do 't; 

Tak thoa the oarlin's carcase aff, 
Thon *8e get the saul o' boot. 



ANOTHER 

One Qaeen Artemisa, as old stories tell, 

When depriy'd of her husband she loyM so 
well, 

In respect for the loye and affection he 'd 
show'd her. 

She redao'd him to dost and she drank ap 
the powder. 

But Qaeen Netherplace, of a different com- 
plexion, 

When calPd on to order the f un'ral direc- 
tion, 

Would haye eat her dead lord, on a slender 
pretence, 

Not to show her respect, but — to saye the 
expense ! 



EPITAPHS 

ON A CELEBRATED RULING 
ELDER 

In the Author's Edition the Elder's name is 
indicated merely by asterisks ; in a copy of the 
'86 in the British Museum, ** Hood '' is in- 
serted ; and in the First Common Place Book^ 
under the date April, 1784, the heading is, 
** Epitaph on Wm. Hood, senr. in Tarbolton." 

Here Souter Hood in death does sleep: 
In hell, if he 's gane thither, 

Satan, gie him thy gear to keep; 
He '11 hand it weel thegither. 



ON A NOISY POLEMIC 

James Humphry, a mason in Mauchline, 
with no doubt of his abUity to debate with 
Bums. He died in 1844. 

Below thir stanes lie Jamie's banes: 
O Death, it 's my opinion. 



Thoa ne'er took snoh a Ueth'rin bitch 
Into thy dark dominion. 



ON WEE JOHNIE 

It 18 common to assume Aa t Bu ma mesiit 
this for his own printer, John Wilson of Kil- 
marnock ; but there was abookaeller in Mandi- 
line, also of diminntiye stature, named JcAm 
Wilson. It has further been denoted, by Cham- 
bers, that the trifle is a literal translation of a 
Latin epigram in NugcB VenaUs^ 1(1^ 

Hicjacet wee Joknie 

Whoe'er thon art, O reader, know. 
That Death has mnrder'd Johnie, 

An' here his body lies fu' low — 
For saul he ne'er had onie. 



FOR THE AUTHOR'S FATHER 

William Bumeos died at Lochlie, 13th 
February, 1784 ; and this Epitt^ on mjr Ever 
Honoured Father was inserted in the Firti Com- 
mon Place Book under the date April of that 
year. It is engraved on the tombstone in ADo- 
way Churchyud. 

O YE whose cheek the tear of pity stains. 
Draw near with pious rey'rence, and 
attend ! 
Here lie the loying husband's dear remains, 
The tender father, and the gen'rons 
friend. 

The pitying heart that felt for human 
woe, 
The dauntless heart that fear'd no human 
pride. 
The friend of man — to yice alone a foe; 
For *< ey'n his failings lean'd to iirtne's 
side." 



FOR ROBERT AIKEN, Esq. 

Kxow thou, O stranger to the fame 
Of this much loy'd, much honour'd 
name ! 

(For none that knew him need be told), 
A warmer heart Death ne'er made cold. 



A BARD'S EPITAPH 
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FOR GAVIN HAMILTON, Esq. 

The poor man weeps — here Gavin sleeps, 
Whom canting wretches blam'd; 

But with such as he, where'er he be, 
Biay I be sav'd or damn'd. 



A BARD'S EPITAPH 



Is there a whim-inspir^ fool, 

Owre fast for thoaght, owre bot for role, 

Owre blate to seek, owre proud to snool ? - 

Let him draw near; 
And owre this grassy heap sing dool. 

And drap a tear. 

II 

Is there a Bard of rustic song, 
Who, noteless, steals the crowds among, 
That weekly this ar^ throng ? — 

O, pass not by! 



But with a frater-feeling strong, 

Here, heave a sigh. 

Ill 

Is there a man, whose judgment clear 
Can others teach the course to steer, 
Tet runs, himself, life's mad career 

Wild as the wave ? — 
Here pause — and, thro' the starting tear, 

Survey this grave. 

IV 

The poor inhabitant below 

Was quick to learn and wise to know. 

And keenly felt the friendly glow 

And softer flame; 
But thoughtless follies laid him low, 

And stain'd his name. 



Reader, attend ! whether thy soul 
Soars Fancy's flights beyond the pole. 
Or darkling grubs this earthly hole 

In low pursuit; 
Know, prudent, cautious, self-control 

Is wisdom's root. 



ADDITIONS IN THE EDINBURGH EDITION OF 1787 



Dm 30th July [17831, the eve of pubUcation 

[of the Kilmarnock Edition of Poems chiefly in 

ike ScottiJi DicUectjf Bums wrote thus to Kich- 

mond : '*My honr is now come,*' and " you and 

I shall never meet in Britain more." By the 

end of Angnst nearly the whole impression was 

sabaeribei^ and Bums, ** after deducting all 

expenses," pocketed^ according to his own 

statement, nearly twenty pounds : " a mnch 

msUer earn than is shown in the account 

Wtween him and Wilson. " The money/* he 

ays, ^ came in seasonably, as I was about to 

Went myself for want of money to pay my 

height As soon as I was master of nine gnin- 

^ the price of wafting me to the torrid zone, 

1 bespoke a passage in the very first idiip that 

vaitoeail — 

"* For hungry min had me hi the wind.' " 

j^^exs circumstances combined to delay his 
pMrtnre, and although on the 14th Angnst 
J« booked to sail on the 1st September, Sep- 
^W passed and he was still in Scotland. 
^ the 9th October, after settling accounts 
*^ Wilfloa, he offered him a second edition : 



** on the hazard of being paid ont of the first 
and readiest." Wilson declined, and the dis- 
appointment more strongly confirmed his de- 
termination to leaye the country. He would 
ineyitably have done so, if he had not chanced 
to see a letter from Dr. Blacklook to the Rev. 
Dr. Lawrie, of Newmilns, expressing a strong 
opinion in favour of a second edition, and affirm- 
ing that the book might ** obtain a more uni- 
versal circulation than anything of the kind '* 
within the writer^s memory. At this time he 
had taken '* the last farewell " of his friends ; 
his " chest was on the road to (Greenock ; " he 
had devised a song, The Gloomy Night is Gath- 
ering Fast, as the " last effort " of his '' Muse 
in Caledonia." But the letter upset all his 
schemes, and determined him to get his verse 
reissued by an Edinburgh publisher; so he 
'^posted" to the capital, ** without a single 
acquaintance in town," or " a single letter 
of recommendation '* in his pocket. Through 
the Earl of Glencaim he was introduced to 
Creech : with the result that a new Edition 
(the fWt Edinburgh) was ready for delivery 
on the 18th April. 
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Thi«e thousand copies were printed, for orer 
fifteen hundred subsoribera : Uie book being 
entitled "" Poems chiefly in the Scottish Dialect, 
By Robert Bums. £idinbnrgh. Printed for 
the Author and Sold by William Creech. 1787.*' 
Many important pieces — some written while 
the volume was going through the PV^M^ — 
were added ; but not even in the Deoioation 
to the Caledonian Hunt was there so maoh as 
a hint that this was a Second Edition. [The 
Dedication is as follows : — ] 



DEDICATION 

TO THE KOBLEMEK AND OENTLEMEK OF THE 
CALEDONIAN HUNT 

Mt Lords and Gentlemen, — A Scottish 
Bard, proud of the name, and whose highest 
ambition is to sing in his Country's service — 
where shall he so properly look for patronage 
as to the illustrious Names of his native Land ; 
those who bear the honours and inherit the vir- 
tues of their Ancestors ? The Poetic Genius 
of my Country found me as the prophetic bard 
Elijah did ElUsha — at the plough^ and threw 
her inspiring mantle over me. She bade me 
sing the loves, the joys, the rural scenes and 
rural pleasures of my natal Soil, in my native 
tongue: I tuned my wild, artless notes, as 
she inspired. She whispered me to come to 
this ancient metropolis of Caledonia, and lay 
my Songs under your honoured protection : I 
now obey her dictates. 

Though much indebted to your goodness, I 
do not approach you, my Lords and Gentlemen, 



in the usual style of dedioatioii, to thank 3roQ 
for past favours ; that path is so hackneyed bj 
prostituted Learning, that honest Rnstkatyii 
ashamed of it. Nor do I present this Addrea 
with the venal soul of a srarile Author, lookbif 
for a continuation of those &voiizs : I was htA 
to the Plough, and am independent. I ooom 
to claim the conmion Sootdsa name with yon. 
my illustrious Countrymen; and to tell the worid 
that I glory in the title. I come to ooogiata- 
late my Country, that the blood of her aneieBt 
heroes still runs nnoontaminated ; and thst 
from your courage, knowledge, and paUie 
spirit, she may expect proteotum, wealth, and 
liberty. In the last place, I come to proflhr 
my warmest wishes to the Great Foimtain of 
Honour, the Monarch of the Universe, for 3roor 
welfare and happiness. 

When you go forth to waken the Echoes, in 
the ancient and favorite amusement fd joor 
Forefathers, may Pleasure ever be aS. yoor 
party ; and may Social- joy await your retmn! 
When harassed in court or oampa with the jost- 
lings of bad men and bad measures, may the 
honest consciousness of injured Worth attend 
your return to your native Seats ; and may 
Domestic Happiness, with a smiling welcome, 
meet you at your gates I May Corruption ahrink 
at your kindling, indignant glance ; and may 
tyranny in the Ruler and licentiousness in the 
People equally find you an inexorable foe ! 

I have the honour to be, with the nnceiest 
gratitude and highest respect. 
My Lords and Gentlemen, 

Your most devoted, humble Servant, 

ROBERT BURNS. 

Eddtburoh, April 4, 1787. 



DEATH AND DOCTOR HORN- 
BOOK 

A TRUE STORY 

According to Gilbert Bums, Hornbook was 
one John Wilson, parish schoolmaster of Tar- 
bolton. To eke out his salary he opened a 
grocer^s shop, where he *^ added the sale of a 
few medicines to his little trade,*' informing 
the public in a shop bill that ** advice would be 
given in common disorders at the shop g^tis." 
At a " masonic meeting at Tarbolton in the 
spring of 1785 " Wilson happened to air ** his 
medical skill '' in the presence of Bums, who 
— says Gilbert — as he parted with him in the 
evening at " the place where he describes the 
meeting with Death '' was visited by "one of 
those floating ideas of apparitions he mentions 
in his letter to Dr. Moore." The visitation sug- 



gested a train of thoi^hts which he b^an run- 
ning into Death and Dr. Hornbook on nis way 
home. If Lockhart may be believed, the satire 
ruined Wilson in Tarbolton : not only was lie 
compelled to shut his shop, but also he had 
presently to close his school. But, as he «»- 
tinned to act as Session-Clerk down to at least 
8th January, 1703 (letter in Bums Chronide^ 
1805, p. 138), Lockhart must have been in 
some sort misinformed. Nevertheless, Wilsoa 
did remove to Glasgow, where he became 
schoolmaster and Session-Clerk of the Gorbals 
parish. He died 13th January, 1839. 

Hately Waddell, on the authority of a "re- 
spected resident " in Tarbolton, brought for- 
ward a prototype of Death : one " Hugh Reid 
of the Langlands," a *' lang ghaist-like body/' 
with whom Bums — *t is the Tarbolton tra- 
dition — forgathered, as here described, near 
" Willie's mill.*' 
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oks are lies frae end to end, 
le great lies were never penn'd: 
listers, they hae been kend, 

In holy rapture, 
\g whid at times to vend. 

And nail 't wi' Scripture. 

II 

that I am gann to tell, 
ately on a ni^t befel, 
s true 's the UeU 's in hell 

Or Dublin city: 
r he nearer comes oursel 

'S a muckle pity ! 

ni 

han yiU had made me canty, 

i foo, but just had plenty: 

r'd whyles, but yet took tent ay 

To free the ditches; 
Ksks, stanes, an' bushes, kend ay 

Frae ghaists an' witches. 

IV 

Qg moon began to glowr 
ant Cumnock Hills out-owre: 
t her horns, wi' a' my pow'r 

I set mysel; 
iher she had three or four, 

I cou'd na tell. 



•me round about the hill, 
lin down on Willie's mill, 
my staff wi' a' my skill 

To keep me sicker; 
ward whyles, against my will, 

I took a bicker. 

VI 

iri' Something does forgather, 

t me in an eerie s wither; 

i' scythe, out-owre ae shouther, 

Clear-dangling, hang; 
-tae'd leister on the ither 

Lay, large an' lang. 

VII 

ire seem*d lang Scotch ells twa; 
«rest shape that e'er I saw, 
t a wame it had ava; 

And then its shanks. 



They were as thin, as sharp an' sma' 

As cheeks o' branks. 

VIII 

"Guid-een," quo' I; "Friend! hae ye 

been mawin, 
When ither folk are busy sawin ? " 
It seem'd to mak a kind o' stan'. 

But naething spak. 
At length, says I : " Friend ! whare ye 
gaun? 

Will ye go back?" 

IX 

It spak right howe : *' My name is Death, 
But be na' fley'd." Quoth I: " Guid 

faith, 
Te 're may be come to stap my breath; 

But tent me, billie: 
I red ye weel, take care o' skaith. 

See, there 's a gully ! " 



" Gudeman," quo' he, " put up your whittle, 
I 'm no desigird to try its mettle; 
But if I did, I wad be kittle 

To be mislear'd: 
I wad na mind it, no that spittle 

Out-owre my beard." 

XI 

" Weel, weel I " says I, " a bargain be 't; 
Come, gie *s your hand, an' say we 're 

gree't; 
We 11 ease our shanks, an' tak a seat: 

Come, gie 's your news: 
This while ye hae been monie a gate, 

At monie a house." 

XII 

" Ay, ay ! " quo' he, an* shook his head, 
" It 's e'en a lang, lang time indeed 
Sin' I began to nick the thread 

An' choke the breath: 
Folk maun do something for their bread. 

An' sae maun Death. 

XIII 

" Sax thousand vears are near-hand fled 

Sin' I was to the hutching bred. 

An' monie a scheme in vain 's been laid 

To stap or soar me; 
TiU ane Hornbook 's ta'en up the trade, 

And faith ! he 11 waur me. 



58 ADDITIONS IN THE EDINBURGH EDITION OF 1787 



XIV 

« Ye ken Jock Hornbook i' the olaohan ? 
Deil mak his king's-hood in a spleuchan I — 
He 's grown sae weel acquaint wi' Buchan 

And ither chaps, 
The weans hand out their fingers laughin. 

An' pouk my hips. 

XV 

** See, here *s a scythe, an' there 's a dart, 
They hae pierc'd monie a gaUant heart; 
But Doctor Hornbook wi' his art 

An' cursed skiU, 
Has made them baith no worth a fart, 

Damn'd haet they 11 kill I 

XVI 

<' 'T was but yestreen, nae farther gane, 

I threw a noble throw at ane; 

Wi' less, I 'm sure, I 've hundreds slain; 

But Deil-marcare I 
It just played dirl on the bane, 

But did nae mair. 

XVII 

" Hornbook was by wi' ready art. 
An' had sae fortify'd the part. 
That when I lookld to my dart. 

It was sae blunt, 
Fient haet o't wad hae pierc'd the heart 

Of a kail-runt. 

XVIII 

" I drew my scythe in sic a fury, 
I near-hand cowpit wi' ray hurry. 
But yet the bauld Apothecary 

Withstood the shock: 
I might as weel hae try'd a quarry 

O' hard whin-rock. 

XIX 

« Ev'n them he canna get attended, 
Altho' their face he ne er had kend it, 
Just shit in a kail-blade an' send it. 

As soon 's he smells 't, 
Baith their disease and what will mend it. 

At once he tells 't. 

XX 

" And then a' doctor's saws and whittles 
Of a' dimensions, shapes, an' mettles, 
A' kinds o' boxes, mugs, and bottles. 

He 's sure to hae: 



Their Latin names as fast he ratdes 

As A B C. 

XXI 

<< Calces o' fossils, earth, and trees; 
True 9al-marinum o' the seas; 
The farina of beans an' pease, 

He has t in plenty; 
AquafoniiSf what you please. 

He can content ye. 

XXII 

** Forbye some new, uncommon weapons, 

Urinus spirihu of capons; 

Or mite-horn shavines, filings, scrapings 

Distill'd otfr«6; 
Sal-aUcaU o* midge-tail-cuppings. 

And monie mae." 

XXIII 

'' Waes me for Johnie Gred's Hole now," 
Quoth I, << if that thae news be true I 
His braw calf- ward whare gowans grew 

Sae white and bonie, 
Nae doubt they '11 rive it wi' the plew: 

They 11 ruin Johnie ! " 

XXIV 

The creature grain'd an eldritch laugh, 
And says: *' le nedna yoke the pleugh, 
Kirkyaxds will soon be till'd enough, 

Tak ye nae fear: 
They 11 a' be trench'd wi monie a sheagb 

In twa-three year. 

XXV 

'< Whare I kill'd ane, a fair strae death 
By loss o' blood or want o' breath, 
This night I 'm free to tak my aith, 

That Hombrook's skill 
Has clad a score i' their last claith 

By drap an' pill. 

XXVI 

*' An honest wabster to his trade, 
Whase wife's twa nieves were scarce weel 

bred, 
Grat tippence-worth to mend her head, 

When it was sair; 
The wife slade cannie to her bed. 

But ne'er spak mair. 

XXVII 

" A countra laird had taen the batts. 
Or some curmurring in his guts. 
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His only son for Hornbook sets. 

An' pays him well: 

The lad, for twa guid gimmer-pets, 

Was laird himsel. 

xxvni 

** A bonie lass — ye kend her name — 
Some ill-brewn drink had hoy'd her wame; 
She trusts hersel, to hide the shame. 

In Hornbook's care; 
Horn sent her alF to her lang hame 

To hide it there. 

XXIX 

** That 's just a swatch o' Hornbook's way; 
Thus goes he on from day to day, 
Thus does he poison, kill, an' slay. 

An 's weel paid for 't; 
Tet stops me o' my lawfu' prey 

Wi' his damn'd dirt: 

XXX 

'< But, hark I 1 11 tell you of a plot, 
Tho' dinna ye be speakin o't: 
1 11 nail the self-conceited sot, 

As dead 's a herrin; 
Niest time we meet, I '11 wad a groat. 

He gets his fairin t " 

XXXI 

Bot just as he began to tell, 

The anld kirk-hammer strak the bell 

^)ome wee short hour ayont the twal, 

Which raised us baith: 
I took the way that pleas'd mysel, 

And sae did Death. 



THE BRIGS OF AYR 

A POEM 

INSCRIBED TO JOHN BALLANTINE, ESQ., 

AYR 

John BaDantine — to whom Bums dedicated 
^ poem, and who was one of his warmest 
^Qos — was eldest son of Bailie William 
^''^tine, banker and merchant in Ayr, and 
'^Btbeth Bowman ; bom 22d July, 1743 ; buo- 
^^^^ to his father's business; was a most 
^^▼e citizen, and a prime mover in the pro- 
}^{ot A new bridge ; was elected provost of 
^i kigh in 1787 ; and died 15th July, 1812. 

In a letter to Robert Aiken, 7th October, 
1786, Bums, after narrating the failure of his 



attempts to persuade Wilson to' publish a sec- 
ond edition, states that one of nis chief re- 
grets was that he was thus deprived of an 
opportunity for showii^ his gratitude to Bal- 
lantine by publishing TTu Brigs of Ayr. The 
New Bridge, designed by Robert Adam of 
London, the most famous of the four brothers, 
was erected 1785-88. The boast of the " Auld 
Brig'' that it would '*be a brig" when its 
ne^hbour was a " shapeless cairn " was justi- 
fied in 1877, when the New Bridge was so in- 
jured by floods that it had to be practically 
rebuilt at a cost of £15,000, additional repairs 
being found necessary in 1881. 

The Brigs of Ayr > like To Robert Graham of 
Fintry (p. 85), is set forth in the heroic coup- 
let. The technical inspiratiou is unmistakably 
English in both; and, accordingly, the verse 
in both is handled with a certain awkwardness, 
while the effect is often rough, and even 
rag^ged. This is the more surpvising, as the 
couplet had a past of its own in Scottish po- 
etry. To say nothing of late and early chaps 
and tracts, it is the rhythmus of Blind Harry's 
Wallace (c. 1460); of The Three Priests of 
Peebles (c. 1500) ; of Gavin Douglas's Eneados 
(1513) ; of that masterly and brilliant piece 
of comic narrative, generally (and, no doubt, 
rightly) ascribed to Dunbar, The Freirs of 
Berwick ; of Ramsay's Gentle Shepherd ; and of 
Fergusson's Drink and Kirkyard Eclogues, of 
which last, and of the same poet's Plainstanes 
and Causey, the present piece is strongly remi- 
niscent. It was probably composed between 
July and October, 1786. 

The simple Bard, rough at the rustic 

plough, 
Learning his tuneful trade from ev'ry bough 
(The chanting linnet, or the mellow thrush. 
Hailing the setting sun, sweet, in the g^en 

thorn bush; 
The soarinfir lark, the perching red-breast 

shriU, 
Or deep-ton'd plovers grey, wild-whistling 

o'er the hill) : 
Shall he — nurst in the peasant's lowly shed, 
To hardy independence bravely bred. 
By early poverty to hardship steel'd. 
And train'd to arms in stem misfortune's 

field — 
Shall he be guilty of their hireling crimes. 
The servile, mercenary Swiss of rhymes ? 
Or labour hard the panegyric close. 
With all the venal soul of dedicating prose ? 
No ! though his artless strains he rudely 

sings. 
And throws his hand uncouthly o'er the 

strings. 
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He glows with all the spirit of the bard, 
Fame, honest fame, his great, his dear re- 
ward. 
Still, if some patron's gen'rous care he trace, 
Skill'd in the secret to bestow with grace; 
When BaUantiae befriends his humble 

name, 
And hands tiie rustic stranger up to fame. 
With heartfelt throes his grateful bosom 

swells: 
The godlike bliss, to give, alone excels. 

T was when the stacks get on their win- 
ter hap, 

And thack and rape secure the toil-won 
crap; 

Potatoe-bings are snugg^ up frae skaith 

O' coming winter's biting, frosty breath; 

The bees, rejoicing o^r their summer 
toils — 

Unnumber'd buds' an' flowers' delicious 
spoils, 

Seal'd up with frugal care in massive waxen 
piles — 

Are doom'd by man, that tyrant o'er the 
weak. 

The death o' devils smoor'd wi' brimstone 
reek: 

The thundering guns are heard on ev'ry 
side, 

The wounded coveys, reeling, scatter wide; 

The feather'd field-mates, bound by Na- 
ture's tie. 

Sires, mothers, children, in one carnage 
lie: 

rWhat warm, poetic heart but inly bleeds, 

And execrates man's savage, ruthless 
deeds I) 

Nae mair the flower in field or meadow 
springs; 

Nae mair the grove with airy concert rings. 

Except perhaps the robin's whistling glee. 

Proud o' the height o' some bit half-lang 
tree; 

The hoary moms precede the sunny days; 

Mild, calm, serene, widespreads the noon- 
tide blaze. 

While thick the gossamour waves wanton 
in the rays. 

'T was in that season, when a simple Bard, 
Unknown and poor — simplicity's re- 
ward ! — 
Ae night, within the ancient brugh of Ayr, 
By whim inspir'd, or haply prest wi' care, 



He left his bed, and took his wayward 

route. 
And down by Simpson's wheel'd the left 

about 
(Whether impell'd by all-directing Fate, 
To witness what I after shall narrate; 
Or whether, rapt in meditation high. 
He wander'd forth, he Imew not where nor 

why): 
The drowsy Dungeon-Clock had number'd 

two, 
And Wallace Tower had sworn the hd 

was true; 
The tide-swoln Firth, with suUen-sonnding 

roar. 
Through the still night dash'd hoarse akoif 

the shore; 
All else was hush'd as Nature's ekM 

e'e; 
The silent moon shone high o'er tower and 

tree; 
The chilly frost, beneath the silver beam, 
Crept, gently-crusting, o'er the glittezin; 

stream. 

When, lo ! on either hand the list'oiii; 

Bard, 
The clanging sugh of whistling wings is 

heard; 
Two dusky forms dart thro' the midnigbt 

air. 
Swift as the gos drives on the wheeling 

hare; 
Ane on th' Auld Brig his airy shape np- 

rears. 
The ither flutters o'er the rising piers: 
Our warlock rhymer instantly descried 
The Sprites that owre the Brigs of Ajf 

preside. 
(That bards are second-sighted is nae joke^ 
And ken the lingo of the sp'ritual folk; 
Fays, spunkies, kelpies, a', they can explais^ 

them. 
And ev'n the vera deils they brawly keu 

them). 
Auld Brig appear'd of ancient Pictish race* 
The vera wrinkles Gothic in his face; 
He seem'd as he wi' Time had warstl'd 

lang, 
Yet, teughly doure, he bade an unco bang. 
New Brig was buskit in a braw new coat. 
That he, at Lon'on, frae ane Adams got; 
In 's hand five taper staves as smooUi 's a 

bead, 
Wi' virls an' whirlygigums at the head. 



N 
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The Groth was stalking round with anxions 

search, 
Spying the time-worn flaws in ev'ry arch. 
It chanc'd his new-come neebor took his 

e'e, 
And e'en a vex'd and angry heart had he ! 
Wi' thieyeless sneer to see his modish mien, 
He, down the water, gies him this goid- 

een: — 

AULD BRIG 

•* I doubt na, frien', ye '11 think ye *re 

nae sheep shank, 
Ance ye were streekit owre frae bank to 

banki 
But gin ye be a brig as anld as me — 
Tho' faiUi, that date, I doubt, ye 11 never 

see — 
There 11 be, if that day come, 1 11 wad a 

boddle. 
Some fewer whigmeleeries in your noddle." 

NEW BRIG 

** Auld Vandal I ye but show your little 
mense. 
Just much about it wi' your scanty sense: 
Will your poor, narrow foot-path of a 

Wkeret:^wheel-barrows tremble when 

they meet, 
T<mr ruin'd, formless bulk o' stane an' 

lime, 
Compare wi' bonie brigs o' modem time ? 
There 's men of taste would tak the Ducat 

stream, 
Tho' they should cast the vera sark and 

swim, 
E'er they would grate their feelings wi' 

the view 
0' lie an ugly, Gothic hulk as you." 

AULD BRIG 

'^Conceited gowk I puff'd up wi' windy 
T. . pride I 

^ms monie a year I 've stood the flood an' 
. , tide; 

^ tho' wi' crazy eild I 'm sair f orf aim, 
111 be a brig when ye 're a shapeless cairn I 
^/et ye liUle ken about the matter, 
twsrthree winters will inform ye better. 



^deepemng deluees o'erflow the plains; 
When from the hills where springs the 
^ brawling Coil, 
^iltftely Ln^ur's mossy fountains boil. 



Or where the Greenock winds his moorland 

course. 
Or haunted Garpal draws his feeble source, 
Arous'd by blustering winds an' spotting 

thowes, 
In monie a torrent down the snaw-broo 

rowes; 
While crashing ice, borne on the roaring 

speat, 
Sweeps dams, an' mills, an' brigs, a' to the 

gate; 
And from Glenbuck down to the Ratton- 

Key 
Auld Ayr is just one lengthen'd, tumbling 

sea — 
Then down ye 11 hurl (deil nor ye never 

rise!). 
And dash the gumlie jaups up to the 

pouring skies ! 
A lesson sadly teaching, to your cost. 
That Architecture's noble art is lost I " 

NEW BRIG 

** Fine architecture, trowth, I needs must 
say 't o't. 

The Lord be thankit that we've tint the 
gate o't! 

Gaunt, ghastly, ehaist-alluring edifices. 

Hanging with tnreat'ning jut, like preci- 
pices; 

O'er - arching, mouldy, gloom - inspiring 
coves. 

Supporting roofs fantastic — stony groves; 

Wmdows and doors in nameless sculptures 
drest. 

With order, symmetry, or taste unblest; 

Forms like some bedlam statuary's dream, 

The craz'd creations of misguided whim; 

Forms might be worshipp'd on the bended 
knee. 

And still the second dread Command be 
free: 

Their likeness is not found on earth, in air, 
or sea ! 

Mansions that would disgrace the building 
taste 

Of any mason reptile, bird or beast, 

Fit only for a doited monkish race, 

Or frosty maids forsworn the dear embrace. 

Or cuifs of later times, wha held the 
notion, 

That sullen gloom was sterling true de- 
votion: 

Fancies that our guid brugh denies pro- 
tection, 
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And soon may they expire, unblest with 
resurrection ! " 

AULD BRIG 

''O ye, my dear - remember'dy ancient 

yealings, 
Were ye but here to share my wounded 

reelings ! 
Ye worthy proyeses, an' monie a bailie, 
Wha in the paths o' righteousness did toil 

ay; 

Ye dainty deacons, an' ye douce conyeeners, 
To whom our modems are but causey- 
cleaners; 
Ye godly councils, wha hae blest this town; 
Ye godly brethren o' the sacred gown, 
Wha meekly gie your hurdles to the smit- 

ers; 
And (what would now be strange), ye godly 

Writers; 
A' ye douce folk I 'ye borne aboon the broo. 
Were ye but here, what would ye say or 

do ! 
How would your spirits g^roan in deep 

yexation 
To see each melancholy alteration; 
And, agonising, curse the time and place 
When ye begat the base degenerate race ! 
Nae langer rey'rend men, their country's 

glory, 
In plain braid Scots hold forth a plain, 

braid story; 
Nae langer thrifty citizens, an' douce. 
Meet owre a pint or in the council-house: 
But staumrel, corky - headed, graceless 

gentry. 
The herryment and ruin of the country; 
Men three-parts made by tailors and by 

barbers, 
Wha waste your weel-hain'd gear on 

danm'd New Brigs and harbours ! " 

NEW BRIG 

** Now baud you there I for faith ye 'ye 

said enough. 
And muckle mair than ye can mak to 

through. 
As for your priesthood, I shall say but little, 
Corbies and clergy are a shot right kittle: 
But, under fayour o' your langer beard. 
Abuse o' magistrates might weel be spar'd ; 
To liken them to your auld-warld squad, 
I must needs say, comparisons are odd. 
In Ayr, wag-wits nae mair can hae a handle 
To mouth *a Citizen,' a term o' scandal; 



Nae mair the council waddles down the 

street, 
In all the pomp of ignorant oonoeit; 
Men wha grew wise priggin owre hops an' 

raisins, 
Or gather'd lib'ral yiews in bonds and 

seisins; 
If haply Knowledge, on a random tzmmp, 
Had shor'd them with a glimmer of his 

lamp, 
And would to conunon-sense for once be- 

tray'd them, 
Plain, dull stupidity stept kindly in to aid 

them." 

What farther olish-ma-clayer might been 

said. 
What bloody wars, if Sprites had blood to 

shed. 
No man can tell ; but, all before their sight, 
A fairy train appear'd in order bright: 
Adown the flittering stream they featly 

danc'd; 
Bright to the moon their yarious dresses 

glanc'd; 
They footed o'er the wat'ry glass so neat, 
The infant ice scarce bent beneath their 

feet; 
While arts of minstrelsy among them rung, 
And soul-ennobling Bards heroic ditties 

sung. 

O, had M'Liauchlan, thairm - inspiring 
sage, 

Been there to hear this heayenly band en- 
gage. 

When thro' his dear strathspeys they bore 
with Highland rage; 

Or when they struck old Scotia's melting 
airs, 

The loyer's raptured joys or bleeding cares; 

How would his Highland lug been nobler 
fir'd. 

And ey'n his matchless hand with finer 
touch inspir'd ! 

No g^ess could tell what instrument ap- 
pear'd, 

But all the soul of Music's self was heard; 

Harmonious concert rung in eyery part. 

While simple melody pour'd moying on the 
heart. 

The Genius of the Stream in front ap' 
pears, 
A yenerable chief adyanc'd in years; 
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arj head with water-lilies crowned, 
inly leg with garter-tangle bound. 
ame the loveliest pair in all the ring, 
Female Beauty hand in hand with 
Spring; 

crown'd with flow'ry haj, came 
Rural Joy, 

immer, with his fervid-beaming eye ; 
Bering Plenty, with her flowing horn, 
Uow Autumn wreath'd with nodding 
com; 

Winter's time-bleaeh*d locks did 
boary show, 

spitalitv, with cloudless brow. 
foUow'a Courage, with hb martial 
stride, 

where the Feal wild-woody coverts 
hide; 

>lence, with mild, benignant air, 
ale form, came from the towers of 
Stair; 

ng and Worth in equal measures 
trode 

simple Catrine, their long-lov'd 
abode; 

white-rob'd Peace, crown'd with a 
hazel wreath, 

itic Agriculture did bequeath 
roken, iron instruments of death: 
ht of whom our Sprites forgat their 
kindling wrath. 
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or leoae, they Uttle owe to frugal HeaT*n : 

pleaae the mob they hide the littie giv*ii. 

> letter to Richmond (ITth February, 
Bams mentions that he had compoeed 
'dination^ and describes it as "a poem 
. M*Kinlay*8 being called to Elilmar- 
Probably he intended to publish it 
*8^ Edition, which he was then con- 
ting, and had called it The OrdincUion 
end ; nevertheless, as appears from the 
»ot only was it written before the ordi- 
which took place 6th April, but also it 
t even written in view thereof — it only 
ted the presentation. Moreover, an 
opy — MS. — in the possession of Lord 
ry. has merely this heading, ""^A Scotch 
>y Rab Rhjrmer." 
• Mackinlay, bom at Douglas, Lanark- 

1 1756, was ihvt presented to the second 
of the Laigh Kirk. Kilmarnock, in the 

of 1785. He declined the presentation 



on accotmt of certain conditions attached to it. 
Presentation to another was made out on 15th 
November, but the messenger to the Presby- 
tery of Irrine was despoiled of the warrant by 
certain parishioners. Thereupon a new presen- 
tation was made out for Macainlay, who was 
ordained on 6th April following ; was translated 
to the first charge, on a petition of the parish- 
ioners, 3l8t January, lo09 ; was made D. D., 
Aberdeen, 1810 ; died 10th Febniary, 1841. A 
volume of his Sermons was published posthu- 
mously, with a Life by his sou, Rev. James 
Mackinlay. Like RusseU, he had a rousing 
voice ; but his oratory was more persuasive and 
less menacing than Russell's. In a note to 
Tarn Samson^s Elegy Bums describes him " as 
a great favourite of the million." In The Kirk^s 
Alarm he is addressed as "Simper James.** 
His more than partiality for the " fair Killie 
dames'' drew on him a presbyterial rebuke 
some yean afterwards. 

In all probability the satire was composed 
immediately after Uie second presentation. 



Kilmarnock wabsters, fidge an' claw, 

An' pour your creeshie nations; 
An' ye wha leather rax an' draw, 

Oi a' denominations ; 
Swith ! to the Laigh Kirk, ane an' a', 

An' there tak up your stations; 
Then aff to Begbie's in a raw. 

An' poor divme libations 

For joy this day. 

II 

Curst Common-sense, that imp o' hell. 

Cam in wi' Magffie Lauder : 
But Oliphant aft made her yell. 

An' Russell sair misca'd her: 
This day Mackinlay taks the flail. 

An' he 's the boy will blaud her ! 
He 11 clap a shangan on her tail, 

An' set the bairns to daud her 
Wi' dirt this day. 

Ill 

Mak haste an' turn King David owte. 

An' lilt wi' holy clangor; 
O' double verse come gie us four. 

An' skirl up the Bangor : 
This day the Kirk kicks up a stoure : 

Nae mair the knaves shall wrang her. 
For Heresy is in her pow'r. 

And gloriously she 11 whang her 
Wi' pith this day. 
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IV 

Come, let a proper text be read, 

An' toach it aff wi' vigour, 
How graceless Ham leugh at his di^. 

Which made Candan a nigger; 
Or Phineas drove the murdering blade 

Wi' whore-abhorrin? rigour; 
Or Zipporah, the scauldin jad, 

Was like a bluidy tiger 

I' th* inn that day. 



There, try his mettle on the Creed, 

And bind him down wi' caution, — 
That stipend is a carnal weed 

He taks but for the fashion — 
And g^e him o'er the flock to feed, 

And punish each transgression; 
EspeciaJ, rams that cross the breed, 

Gie them sufficient threshin : 

Spare then, nae day. 

VI 

Now auld Kilmarnock, cock thy tail, 

An* toss thy horns fu' canty; 
Nae mair thou 'It rowte out-owre the dale. 

Because thy pasture 's scanty; 
For lapfu's large o' gospel kail 

Shall fill thy crib in plenty. 
An' runts o' grace, the pick an' wale. 

No gien by way o' dainty. 
But ilka day. 

VII 

Nae mair by Babel's streams we '11 weep 

To think upon our Zion; 
And hing our fiddles up to sleep. 

Like baby-clouts a-dryin. 
Come, screw the pegs wi' tunefu' cheep, 

And o'er the thairms be tryin; 
O, rare I to see our elbucks wheep. 

And a' like lamb-tails flyin 

Fu' fast this day 1 

VIII 

Lang, Patronage, wi' rod o' aim, 

Has shor'd the Kirk's undoin; 
As lately Fenwick, sair forfaim. 

Has proven to its ruin: 
Our patron, honest man ! Glencaim, 

He saw mischief was brewin; 
An' like a godly, elect bairn. 

He 's waled us out a true ane. 

And sound this day. 



IX 

Now, BobertBoUf baiangue nae mair. 

But steek jjronr gab for ever; 
Or try the wicked town of Ayr, 

For there they II think yon clever; 
Or, nae reflection on your lear, 

Ye may commence a shaver; 
Or to the Netherton repair. 

An' turn a carpet-weaver 

Aff-hand this day. 



Mu'trie and you were just a m^tch, 

We never had sic twa drones: 
Auld Homie did the Laieh Kirk watch. 

Just like a winkin baudrona, 
And ay he catch'd the tither wretch. 

To hj them in his eaudrons; 
But now his Honor maun detach, 

Wi' a' his brimstone squadrons, 
Fast, fast this day. 

XI 

See, see auld Orthodoxy's faes 

She 's swingein thro' the city I 
Hark, how the nine-tailed cat she pUj> t 

I vow it's unco pretty; 
There, Learning, with his Greekish &oe, 

Grunts out some Latin ditty; 
And Common-Sense is gaun, she says, 

To mak to Jamie Beattie 

Her plaint this day. 

XII 

But there 's Moralitv himsel. 

Embracing aU opinions; 
Hear, how he gies the tither yell 

Between his twa companions ! 
See, how she peels the skin an' fell. 

As ane were peelin onions ! 
Now there, they 're packed aff to hell, 

An' banish'd our dominions. 

Henceforth this day. 

XIII 

O happy day I rejoice, rejoice I 

Come bouse about the porter ! 
Morality's demure decoys 

Shall here nae mair find quarter: 
Mackinlav, Russell, are the ooys 

That Heresy can torture; 
They. '11 gie her on a rape a hoyse, 

And cowe her measure shorter 

By th' head some day. 
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6S 



XIV 

Come, bring the tiiber matchkin in. 

And here 's — for a conclusion — 
To tiw*Tj New Light mother's son, 

From this time forth, confusion I 
If nuur they deave us wi' their din 

Or ratronage intrusion. 
We 11 light a spunk, and ev'ry skin 

We 11 run them aff in fusion. 

Like oil some day. 



THE CALF 



Totkt Rer. JamM Storan, on bis text, Halachi It. 2 : 
Aad j9 daQ go fortli,MMl grow up m cmlTes ci the 



«d. 



"A ■esrlT eztemponttieoiis prodoetion, on a 
vigcr with Mr. Hamilton that t would not pro- 
m a poem on the tabjeet in a f^ven time :" 
-R. B., Later to Robert Muir, 8th September, 
1^ It wai written on Sunday, 3d Septem- 
Wr, after KeUwring to a sermon by the Rev. 
'oMt Stereo. As originally composed and 
'M to Qarin Hamilton and Dr. Mackenzie, it 
<«viitod of four itanias only ; but on the Sun- 
^7 vnnag at eight o*elock Bums sent a copy 
to Dr. Mackenzie with two more — the f ouilh 
•i^tiMsxth. It wai printed in 1787 (pesom. 
J^ Wore its appearance in the Edmbnrgh 
'■niaa), with aome other Terses, in a tract 
5IW TV Calf; The Unco Calfi Antvoer; 
^'^if^ to a Mountain Bard ; and the Deil's 
^Rttcr to his vera worthy Frien Robert Bums. 
Ai ezplamrtion was added that JTte Calf had 
^ mafk to The Glasgow Advertiser ^ but de- 
<oaed. The same year appeared Bwms' Calf 
'^^ a Bmll ; or Some Remarks on his mean 

^ nspreeedemted attack on Mr, 8 tdWn 

Pf^odungfrom Malachi tv. 2. 

Jvsai ateiren, a native of Eihnamock, was 
^fmtA to pteach 28th June, 1786; acted for 
«•« time as ■sristsnt to Robert Dow, min- 
^ of Ardroesan ; was ordained minister of 
^towB Conrt Chanel, London, Ist November, 
^; was one of the founders of the Lon- 
^ Kjaaionary Society; was admitted min- 
«« of KUwinning, 28th March, 1808; and 
^ of Apoplexy 15th February, 1824. Wil- 
vm Boms, Robert's younger brother, in a 
^ of 20th March, 1700, thus chronicles a 
J* to Steven's church : " We were at Covent 
^*i«ies Chi^l this forenoon to hear the Calf 
^^^ : he 18 grown very fat, and is as boister- 
••••mr.'' 



Right, sir I your text I '11 prove it true, 

Tho' heretics may laugh; 
For instance, there s yoursel just now, 

Crod knows, an unco calf. 



II 



And should some patron be so kind 

As bless you wi a kirk, 
I doubt na, sir, but then we 11 find 

You 're still as great a stirk. 



Ill 



But, if the lover's raptur'd hour 

Shall ever be your lot. 
Forbid it, every heavenly Power, 

You e'er should be a slot ! 



IV 



Tho', when some kind connubial dear 

Your but-an'-ben adorns. 
The like has been that yon may wear 

A noble head of horns. 



And, in your lug, most reverend James, 

To hear you roar and rowte. 
Few men o sense will doubt your claims 

To rank among the nowte. 

VI 

And when ye 're number'd wi' the dead 

Below a grassy hillock. 
With justice they may mark your head: — 

" Here lies a famous bullock ! " 



ADDRESS TO THE UNCO GUID 



y. 



OR THE RIGIDLY RIGHTEOUS 

My Son, tbew nuiThnt make % rule. 

An' hiinp tbem fty thegltber : 
The Rifid RighUiShs is ft fool. 

The Ricid Wiae enither ; 
The cleftaeet com thftt e'er wfts dight 

Mfty hae •ome pylee o* caff in ; 
Bo ne'er ft feUow-crefttore alight 

For random flta o' daflln. 

80L0110H (Rcclea. vii. 16) 



O TB, wha are sae guid yoursel, 
Sae pious and sae holy, 
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Ye Ve nought to do but mark and tell 
Your neebours' fauts and folly; 

Wka8^ life is like a weel-gaun mill, 
Supplied wi' store o' water; 

The heapet happer 's ebbing still, 
An' still the clap plays clatter I 

II 

Hear me, ye venerable core, 

As counsel for poor mortals 
That frequent pass douce Wisdom's door 

For glaikit Folly's portals: 
I for their thoughtless, careless sakes 

Would here propone defences — 
Their donsie tncks, their black mistakes, 

Their failings and mischances. 

Ill 

Ye see your state wi' theirs compared, 

And shudder at the niffer; 
But cast a moment's fair regard. 

What makes the mighty differ ? 
Discount what scant occasion gave; 

That purity ye pride in ; 
And (what 's aft mair than a' the lave) 

Your better art o' hidin. 

IV 

Think, when your castigated pulse 

Gies now and then a wallop. 
What ragings must his veins convulse. 

That still eternal gallop ! 
Wi' wind and tide fair i* your tail. 

Right on ye scud your sea-way; 
But in the teeth o' baith to sail. 

It makes an unco lee-way. 

See Social-life and Glee sit down 

All joyous and unthinking, 
Till, quite transmumfy'd, they *re grown 

Debauchery and Drinking: 
O, would they stay to calculate, 

Th' eternal consequences, 
Or — your more dreaded hell to state — 

Damnation of expenses I 

VI 

Ye high, exalted, virtuous dames. 

Tied up in gotlly laces, 
Before ye gie poor Frailty names. 

Suppose a change o' cases: 
A dear-lov'd lad, convenience snug, 

A treach'rons inclination — 



But, let me whisper i' your lag, 
Ye 're aiblins nae temptation. 

VII 

Then fi^ently scan your brother man, 

Still gentler sister woman; 
Tho' they may gang a kennin wrang, 

To step aside is human: 
One point must still be greatly dark, 

The moving why they do it; 
And just as lamely can ye mark 

How far perhaps they rue it. 

VIII 

Who made the heart, 't is He alone 

Decidedly can try us: 
He knows each chord, its various tone, 

Each spring, its various bias: 
Then at the miance let 's be mute. 

We never can adjust it; 
What 's done we piurtlv ma^ compute, 

But know not what s resisted. 



TAM SAMSON'S ELEGY 

An honest man *s the noblett work of God. 

fan. 



(( 



When this worthy old sportsman went ont 
last muir-fowl season^ he supposed it was to be, 
in Oasian^s phrase, ^ the last of his fields' tod 
expressed an ardent wish to die and be hwne^ 
in the muirs. On this hint the aothor eoD^ 
posed his Elegy and Epit<g}h'' (R. B.). Stfi- 
son — a nursery-gardener and seedsman in Kil' 
mamock, and an ardent sportsman — died Vi^ 
December, I7i>5, in his seventy - third yttf- 
The Epitaph is inscribed on his tombstone '^ 
the yaid 01 the Laieh Kirk, adjoining those ox 
the two ministers, Slackinlay and Robertgon* 
mentioned in the first stanza. The piece ^ 
modelled — even to the use of certain lines -^ 
on Sempill's Piper of Kilharchan, See airffi 
p. 12, Prefatorv Note to Address to the De** 
On 18th November, 1786, shortly before settini 
out for B^nburgh, Bums wrote to his fiieU-^ 
Robert Muir : *' Inclosed you have Tarn Saf* 
son, as I intend to print him.^' 



Has auld Kilmarnock seen the Deil ? 
Or great Mackinlay thrawn his heel ? 
Or Robertson again grown weel 

xo preach an' read ? 
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** Na', waor than a' I " cries ilka chiel, 

<'Tam Samson 's dead I '' 

II 

Kilmarnock lang may grant an' grane, 

An' Bgb, an' sab, an greet her lane. 

An' deed her bairns — man, wife an' 



In mourning weed; 
To Death she 's dearly pay'd the kain: 
Tam Siunson 's dead I 



ui 



Tie Brethren o' the mystic level 
Maj hing their head in woef u' beTel, 
While by their noee the tears will revel. 

Like onie bead; 
Death 's gien the Lodge an unco devel: 

Tam Samson 's dead t 



IV 



When winter muffles up his cloak, 
And binds the mire like a rock; 
When to the loughs the curlers flock, 

Wi' gleesome speed, 
Wha will they station at the cock ? — 

Tam Samson 's dead I 



us the king of a' the core, 
j^gnaid, or draw, or wick a bore, 
^ ip the rink like Jehu roar 

In time o' need; 
^ BOW he lags on DeaUi's hog-score: 

Tam Samson 's dead ! 



VI 



Nev nfe the stately sawmont sail, 
^ timtts bedropo'd wi' crimson hail, 
^ eds weeUend for souple tail, 

And geds for greed, 
^■■tt, dark in Death's fish-creel, we wail 

Tam Samson dc^ad I 



VII 



^'joiee, ye birring paitricks a'; 
^^ coo^ momcocks, crousely craw; 
le maokiiit, cock your fud fu' braw 
«. Withouten dread; 

lovr mortal fie is now awa: 

Tam Samson 's dead ! 



vni 



^ wolu' mom be ever moum'd, 
^v him in shootin graith adom'd, 



While pointers round impatient bum'd, 

Frae couples f ree'd ; 

But och ! he gaed and ne er returned: 

Tam Samson 's dead f 

IX 

In vain auld-age his body batters, 

In vain the eout his ancles fetters. 

In vain the bums cam down like waters. 

An acre braid I 
Now ev'ry auld wife, greetin, clatters: 

'' Tam Samson 's dead! " 



Owre monie a weary hag he limpit, 
An' ay the tither shot he thumpit, 
Till coward Death behint him jumpit, 

Wi' deadly feide; 
Now he proclaims wi' tout o' trumpet: 

'* Tam Samson 's dead! " 

XI 

When at his heart he felt the dagger, 
He reel'd his wonted bottle-swagger, 
But yet he drew the mortal trieger 

Wi' weel-aim'a need; 
" Lord, five ! " he cry'd, an' owre did 
stagger — 

" Tam Samson 's dead! " 

XII 

Ilk hoary hunter moum'd a brither; 
Ilk sportsman-youth bemoan'd a father; 
Yon auld gray stane, amang the heather, 

Marks out his head ; 
Whare Bums has wrote, in rhyming blether: 

** Tam Samson 's dead I " 

XIII 

There low he lies in lasting rest; 
Perhaps upon his mould'ring breast 
Some spitefu' moorfowl bigs her nest, 

To hatch an' breed: 
Alas! nae mair he 'II them molest: 

*' Tam Samson 's dead! " 

XIV 

When August winds the heather wave, 
And sportsmen wander by yon grave, 
Three volleys let his memory crave 

O' pouther an' lead, 
Till Echo answers frae her cave: 

« Tam Samson 's dead! " 
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XV 

<< Heav'n rest his saol whare'er he bet " 
Is th' wish o' monie mae than me: 
He had twa f ants, or maybe three, 

Yet what remead ? 
Ae social, honest man want we: 

"Tarn Samson 's dead! " 

THE EPITAPH 

Tam Samson's weel-wom clay here lies: 
Ye canting zealots, spare him! 

If honest worth in Heaven rise, 
Ye 11 mend or ye win near him. 

PER CONTRA 

Go, Fame, an' canter like a filly 
Thro' a' the streets an neuks o' Killie; 
Tell ev'ry social honest billie 

To cease his erievin; 
For, yet unskaith'd by Death^ gleg gnllie, 

Tam Samson's lee vin! 



A WINTER NIGHT 

Poor naked wretchm, whereaoe*er yoa are, 
That bide the pelting of this pityless Btorm I 
How shall your houseless heaids and unfed sides, 
Tour loop'd and windowM raggedness, defend you 
From seasons such as these ? 

Shakxspbabs. 

Probably the piece which Bums sent to 
John Ballantine on 20th of Noyember, 1786: 
** Enclosed yon have my first attempt in that 
irregular kind of measure in which many of 
our finest odes are wrote. How far I hare 
succeeded I don't know, but I shall be happy 
to have your opinion on Friday first (^th 
November), when I intend being in Ayr." The 
irregular strophes — imitated from Gray, and 
strikingly inferior to the introductory stanzas 
— are freely paraphrased from Shakespeare's 
BloWf BloWj thou Winter Windj in As You 
Like It. 



When biting Boreas, fell and doure. 
Sharp shivers thro' the leafless bow'r; 
When Phoebus gies a short-liv'd glow'r, 

Far south the lift, 
Dim-dark'ning thro' the flaky show'r 

Or whirling drift: 



II 

Ae niffht the storm the steeples rocked; 
Poor Labour sweet in sleep was locked; 
While bums, wi' snawy wreaths up-choked, 

Wild-eddying swirl. 
Or, thro' the mining outlet becked, 

Down headlong hurl: 

III 

List'ning the doors an' winnocks rattley 
I thought me on the ourie cattle. 
Or silly sheep, wha bide this brattle 

O' winter war, 
And thro' the drift, deep-lairing, spnttle 

Beneath a scaur. 

IV 

Ilk happing bird — wee, helpless thingi — 
That in the merry months o spring 
Delighted me to hear thee sine, 

What comes o thee ? 
Whare wilt thou cow'r thy chittering wing, 

An' close thy e'e ? 

V 

Ev'n you, on murd'ring errands toil'd, 
Lone from your savage homes ezil'd, 
The blood - stain'd roost and sheep-cote 
spoil'd 

My heart forgets, 
While pityless the tempest wud 

Sore on you beats! 

VI 

Now Phoebe, in her midnight reign, 
Dark-muffl'd, view'd the dreary plain; 
Still crowding thoughts, a pensive train, 

Rose in my soul. 
When on my ear this plaintive strain, 

Slow-solemn, stole : — 

VII 

" Blow, blow, ye winds, with heavier gust! 
And freeze, thou bitter-biting frost t 
Descend, ye chilly, smothering snows I 
Not all your rage, as now united, shows 
More bard unkindness unrelenting. 
Vengeful malice, unrepentiog, 
Thau heaven-illumin'd Man on brother Man 
bestows ! 
See stern Oppression's iron grip, 
Or mad Ambition's gory hand. 
Sending, like blood-hounds from the slip. 
Woe, Want, and Murder o'er a land 1 



STANZAS WRITTEN IN PROSPECT OF DEATH 
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£v'n in the peaceful rural vale, 
Truth, weeping, tells the mournful tale: 
How pamperd Luxury, Flattery by her 
side, 
The parasite empoisoning her ear. 
With all the servile wretches in the rear, 
Looks o'er proud Property, extended wide; 
And eyes the simple, rustic hind, 
Whose toil upholds the glittering show — 
A creature of another kmd. 
Some coarser substance, unrefin'd — 
Plac'd for her lordly use, thus far, thus vile, 
below t 
Where, where is Love's fond, tender 

throe, 
With lordly Honor's lofty brow, 
The pow'rs you proudly own ? 
Is there, beneath Love's noble name. 
Can harbour, dark, the selfish aim, 

To bless himself alone ? 
Mark Maiden-Innocence a prey 

To love-pretending snares: 
This boasted Honor turns away. 
Shunning soft Pity's rising sway, 
Regardless of the tears and unavailing 
pray'rs I 
Perhaps this hour, in Misery's squalid 

nest. 
She strains your infant to her joyless 
breast, 
And with a mother's fears shrinks at the 
rocking blast t 

VIII 

'^ O ye f who, sunk in beds of down. 
Feel not a want but what yourselves 

create. 
Think, for a moment, on his wretched 

fate. 
Whom friends and fortune quite disown ! 
Ill-satisfy'd keen nature s clam'rous 

call, 
Stretch'd on his straw, he lays himself to 

sleep ; 
While through the ragged i-oof and chinky 

wall. 
Chill, o'er his slumbers piles the drif ty 

heap I 
Think on the dungeon's g^im confine, 
Where Guilt and poor Misfortune 

pine ! 
Guilt, erring man, relenting view I 
But shall thy legal rage pursue 
The wretch, already crushM low 
By emel Fortune's undeserved blow ? 



Affliction's sons are brothers ih distress; 
A brother to relieve, how exquisite the 
bliss I " 

IX 

I heard nae mair, for Chanticleer 
Shook off the pouthery snaw, 

And hail'd the morning with a cheer, 
A cottage-rousing craw. 

But deep this truth impress'd my mind: 
Thro' all His works abroad, 

The heart benevolent and kind 
The most resembles Grod. 



STANZAS WRITTEN IN PRO- 
SPECT OF DEATH 



Why am I loth to leave this earthly scene ? 
Have I so found it full of pleasing 
charms ? 
Some drops of joy with draughts of ill 
between; 
Some gleams of sunshine mid renewing 
storms. 
Is it departing pangs my soul alarms ? 

Or death's unlovely, dreary, dark abode ? 
For guilt, for guilt, my terrors are in arms: 

I tremble to approach an angry God, 
And justly smart oeneath his sin-avenging 
rod. 

II 

Fain would I say : " Forgive my foul 
offence," 
Fain promise never more to disobey. 
But should my Author health again dis- 
pense. 
Again I might desert fair virtue's way; 
Again in folly's path might go astray; 

Again exalt the brute and sink the man. 
Then how should I for heavenly mercy 

pray, 
Who act so counter heavenly mercy's 
plan? 
Who sin so oft have moum'd, yet to tempta* 
tion ran ? 

Ill 

O Thou great Governor of all below ! — 
If I may dare a lifted eye to Thee, — 
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Thy nod can make the tempest cease to 
blow, 
Or still the tumult of the raging sea: 
With that controlling pow'r assist ev'n 
me 
Those headlong furious passions to con- 
fine. 
For all unfit I feel my pow'rs to be 

To rule their torrent in th' allowM 
line: 
O, aid me with Thy help, Omnipotence 
Divine t 



II 



PRAYER: O THOU DREAD 
POWER 

Lying ftt ft rererend friend^s home one night, the 
ftuthor left the f<dlowing Tenes in the room where 
he slept. 

" The first time ever Robert heard the spinet 
played was at the house of Dr. Lawrie, dien 
minister of Loudoun. . . . Dr. Lawrie (has) 
several daughters ; one of them played ; the 
father and mother led down the dance; the 
rest of the sisters, the brother, the poet, and 
the other guests mixed in it. It was a de- 
lightful family scene for our poet, then lately 
introduced to the world. His mind was roused 
to a poetic enthusiasm, and the stanzas were 
left in the room where he slept." — Gilbert 
Bums. Robert wrote to the sou on 13th No- 
vember, 1786: "A poet's warmest wishes for 
their happiness to the young ladies, particu- 
larly the fair musician, whom I think much 
better qualified than ever David was, or could 
be, to charm an evil spirit out of Saul. In- 
deed, it needs not the feelings of the poet to 
be interested in the welfare of one of the 
sweetest scenes of domestic peace and kindred 
love that ever I saw ; as I diink the peaceful 
unity of St. Margaret's Hill can only be ex- 
celled by the harmonious concord of the Apo- 
cal3rptic Zion.*' When he paid this visit his 
chest *' was on the road to Greenock ; '' and 
but for the fact that Lawrie showed him Dr. 
Blacklock's letter, strongly reconmiending a 
second edition of his poems, he would have 
sailed in a few days for Jamaica. 



O Thou dread Power, who reign'st above, 

I know thou wilt me hear, 
When for this scene of peace and love 

I make my prayer sincere. 



The hoary Sire — the mortal stroke. 
Long, long be pleas'd to spare: 

To bless his little filial flock. 
And show what good men are. 



Ill 



She, who her lovely offspring eyes 
With tender hopes and fears — 

O, bless her with a mother's joys, 
But spare a mother's tears 1 



IV 



Their hope, their stay, their darling yoath. 

In manhood's dawning blush, 
Bless him, Thou God of love and truth, 

Up to a parent's wish. 



The beauteous, seraph sister-band — 

With earnest tears I pray — 
Thou know'st the snares on every hand, 

Guide Thou their steps alway. 

VI 

When, soon or late, they reach that coast, 
O'er Life's rough ocean driven, 

May they rejoice, no wand'rer lost, 
A family m Heaven ! 



PARAPHRASE OF THE FIRST 

PSALM 

This IB probably an early composition, and 
dates from about the same time as the next 
piece. 

I 

The man, in life wherever plac'd, 

Hath happiness in store. 
Who walks not in the wicked's way 

Nor learns their guilty lore ; 

II 

Nor from the seat of scornful pride 

Casts forth his eyes abroad, 
But with humility and awe 

Still walks before his God! 

Ill 

That man shall flourish like the trees. 
Which by the streamlets grow : 

The fruitful top is spread on high, 
And firm the root below. 
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IV 



But he, whose blossom buds in goilt, 
Shall to the ground be cast, 

And, like the rootless stubble, tost 
Before the sweeping blast. 



For why ? that God the good adore 
Hath giv'n them peace and rest. 

But hath decreed that wicked men 
Shall ne'er be truly blest. 



PRAYER UNDER THE PRESSURE 
OF VIOLENT ANGUISH 

Inscribed in the First Common Place Book 
and thus prefaced : ^ There was a certain 
period of life that my spirit was broke by re- 
peated loflses and disasters, which threatened, 
and indeed effected, the utter ruin of my fu- 
ture. My body, too, was attacked by that 
most dreadful distemper, a Hypochondria, or 
confirmed melancholy : in this wretched state, 
the recollection of which makes me yet shud- 
der, I hung my harp on the willow trees, except 
in some luoid intervals, in one of which I com- 
posed the following." It was probably writ- 
ten about the close of Bums^s residence in Ir- 
rine. in 1782, and, under the title. Prayer under 
the Presure of Bitter Anguish, is inscribed — 
in an early hand — at the end of a copy of 
Fergusson^s Poems, puVUshed that year, now 
in the possearion of the Earl of Rosebery. 



IV 



O Thou Great Being f what Thou art 

SurjMisses me to know; 
Tet sure i, am, that known to Thee 

Are all Thy works below. 



II 



Thy creature here before Thee stands. 

All wretched and distrest; 
Yet sure those ills that wring my soul 

Obey Thy high behest. 



Ill 



Sore Thou, Almighty, canst not act 

From cruelty or wrath! 
O, free my weary eyes from tears, 

Or dose them fast in death I 



But, if I must afflicted be 

To suit some wise design. 
Then man my soul with firm resolves 

To bear and not repine t 



THE NINETIETH PSALM VER- 
SIFIED 

Probably datiiig from the same period as 
the two last. 

I 

O Thou, the first, the greatest friend 

Of all the human race ! 
Whose strong right hand has ever been 

Their stay and dwelling place I 

II 

Before the mountains heay'd their heads 

Beneath Thy forming hand. 
Before this ponderous globe itself 

Arose at Thy conmiand: 

III 

That Power, which rais'd and still upholds 

This universal frame. 
From countless, unbeginning time 

Was ever still the same. 

IV 

Those mighty periods of years. 

Which seem to us so vast. 
Appear no more before Thy sight 

Than yesterday that 's past. 



Thou giv'st the word: Thy creature, man, 

Is to existence brought ; 
A^in Thou say'st: "Ye sons of men, 

Ketum ye into nought I " 

VI 

Thou lay est them, with all their cares. 

In everlasting sleep; 
As with a flood Thou tak'st them off 

With overwhelming sweep. 

VII 

They flourish like the morning flower 

In beauty's pride array'd. 
But Ion? ere night, cut down, it lies 

All withered and decayed. 
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TO MISS LOGAN 

WITH BEATTIE*S POEMS FOR A NEW 
year's gift, JANUARY I, 1 787 

The Miss Logman of these yenee was the 
'* sentimeutal sister Susie" of the EpistU to 
Major Logan ( post^ p. 133). It is probable that 
Burns, when he last met her, had promised 
her a New Year's gift from Jamaica ; but, his 
prospects chang^ing, he sent her Beattie*s vol- 
umes instead. 



AoAiN the silent wheels of time 
Their annual round have driy'n, 

And you, tbo' scarce in maiden prime, 
Are so much nearer Heav'n. 

II 

No gifts have I from Indian coasts 

The infant year to hail; 
I send you more than Injia boasts 

In Edwin's simple tale. 

Ill 

Our sex with guile, and faithless love, 
Is charg'd — perhaps too true; 

But' may, dear maid, each lover prove 
An Eklwin still to you. 



ADDRESS TO A HAGGIS 

Hogg states that this spirited extravaganza 
was ** written in the house of Mr. Andrew 
Bruce, Castlehillf Edinburgh, where a haggis 
one day made part of the dinner ; " but it is 
unlikely that Sums set to work on it there 
and then. Chambers's story, that the germ 
was the last stanza (as first printed) extempo- 
rised as grace at a friend's house, is seemingly 
a variation of the same legend. The Address 
— " never before published " — appeared in 
2^ Caledonian Mercury on 19th December, 
1786, and in The Scots Magazine for January, 
1787. 



Fair fa' your honest, soosie face, 
Great chieftain o' the puddin-race ! 
Aboon them a' ye tak your place, 

Painch, tripe, or thairm: 
Weel are ye wordy of a grace 

As lang 's my arm. 



II 

The groaning trencher there ye fill, 
Your hurdles like a distant hill, 
Your pin wad help to mend a mill 

In time o' need. 
While thro' your pores the dews distil 

Lake amber bead. 

Ill 

His knife see rustic Labour dight. 
An' cut ye up wi' ready slight, 
Trenching your pushing entraUs bri^^t, 

Like onie ditch; 
And then, O what a glorious sight, 

Warm-reekin, rich I 

IV 

Then, horn for horn, they stretch an' strtve: 
Deil tak the hindmost, on they drive, 
Till a' their weel-swall'd kytea belyre 

Are bent like drums; 
Then auld Guidman, maist like to rive, 

" Bethankit I " hams. 



Is there that owre his French ragout^ 
Or olio that wad staw a sow, 
Ot fricassee wad mak her spew 

Wi' perfect soonner, 
Looks down wi' sneering, scomfu' view 

On sic a dinner ? 

VI 

Poor devil ! see him owre his trash. 
As feckless as a wither'd rash. 
His spindle shank a gnid whip-lash, 

His nieve a nit; 
Thro' bluidy flood or field to dash, 

O how unfit I 

VII 

But mark the Rustic, haggis-fed. 
The trembling earth resounds his 
Clap in his walie nieve a blade. 

He '11 make it whissle ; 
An' legs, an' arms, an' heads will sned 

Like taps o' thrissle. 

VIII 

Ye Pow'rs, wha mak mankind your ca: 
And dish them out their bill o' fare, 
Auld Scotland wants nae skinking ware, 

That jaups in luggies ; 
But, if ye wish her gratef u* prayer, 

Gie her a Haggis 1 
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ADDRESS TO EDINBURGH 

Thk poem and another were enclosed in a 
letter from Edinburgh, 27th December, 1786, 
to William Ghalmeis, in which Bums stated 
that he ^* had carded and spun them " since he 
'* passed Glenbuck,'' the last Ayrshire hamlet 
on his way to Edinburgh. 



EdikaI Scotia's darling seat f 
All hail thy palaces and tow'rs, 

Where once, beneath a Monarch's feet, 
Sat Legislation's sov'reign pow'rs: 
fVom marking wildly-scatt red flow'rs, 

Ab on the banks of Ayr I stray'd. 

And singing, lone, the lins^'ring hours, 

I shelter in thy honor'd shade. 

II 

Here Wealth still swells the golden tide, 
Ab busy Trade his labours plies; 

There Architecture's noble pride 
Bids elegance and splendour rise: 
Here Justice, from her native skies, 

HijB^i wields her balance and her rod; 
There Learniue, with hb eagle eyes, 

Seeks Science in her coy abode. 

Ill 

Thy sons, Edina, social, kind, 

With open arms the stranger hail; 
Their views enlarg'd, their lib'ral mind. 

Above the narrow, rural vale; 

Attentive still to Sorrow's wail. 
Or modest Merit's silent claim : 

And never may their sources fail I 
And never Envy blot their name ! 

IV 

Thy daughters bright thy walks adorn. 

Gay as the gilded summer sky. 
Sweet as the dewy, milk-white thorn. 
Dear as the raptur'd thrill of joy f 
Fair Burnet strikes th' adorin? eye, 
Heay'n's beauties on my fancy shine: 

I see the Sire of Love on high, 
And own Hib work indeed divine ! 

V 

^^ watching high the least alarms, 
."Hiy longh, rude fortress gleams afar; 

*Ae tome Dold vet'ran, grey in arms, 
^^ mark'd with many a seamy scar: 
•"M pond'rouB wall and massy bar. 



Grim-rising o'er the rugged rock, 

Have oft withstood assailing war. 
And oft repell'd th' invader's shock. 

VI 

With awe-struck thought and pitying tears, 
I view that noble, stately dome, 

Where Scotia's kings of other years, 
Fam'd heroes I had their royal home: 
Alas, how chane'd the times to come ! 

Their royal name low in the dust I 

Their hapless race wild-wand'ring roam ! 

Tho' rigid Law cries out: " 'T was just." 

VII 

Wild beats my heart to trace your steps. 
Whose ancestors, in days of yore, 

Thro' hostile ranks and ruin'd gaps 
Old Scotia's bloody lion bore: 
Ev'n I, who sing in rustic lore, 

Haply my sires have left their shed. 
And fac'd grim Danger's loudest roar. 

Bold-following where your fathers led I 

VIII 

Edina I Scotia's darling seat ! 

All hail thy palaces and towers ; 
Where once, beneath a Monarch's feet. 

Sat Legislation's sov'reign pow'rs: 

From marking wildly-scatt red flow'rs. 
As on the banks of Ayr I stray'd, 

And sing^g, lone, the ling'ring hours, 
I shelter in thy honour'd shade. 



SONGS 
JOHN BARLEYCORN 

A BALLAD 

Entered in the First Common Place Book 
under date June, 178*5, with the title, John 
Barleycorn — A Song to its oum Tune. Bums 
prefaces it with the remark that he had once 
heard the old song that goes by this name ; and 
that he remembered only the three first verses 
and ** some scraps *' which he had ^* interwoven 
here and there in the piece." In the ^87 Edi- 
tion he inserted a note : ** This is partly com- 
posed on the plan of an old song known by the 
same name." In view of these statementR, 
special interest attaches to a set printed in 
Laing's Early Metrical Tales (1826) from a stall 
copy of 1781, with a few corrections on the 
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authority of two others of later date. Here 
are the three first stanzas : — 

** There came three merry men from the eaat, 
And three merry men were they, 
And they did aware a aolemn oaUi 
That Sir John Barleycorn they would alay. 

** They took a plongh, and ploughed him down, 
And laid <uoda npon hit head ; 
And then they awore a solemn oath. 
That Sir John Barleycorn waa dead. 

** But the spring-time it came on amain, 
And ram towards the earth did fall : 
John Barleycorn sprung up again, 
And so subdued them all." 

Robert Jamieson prints a set in his Pqndar 
Ballads and Songs (1806) as he heard it in 
Moray when a boy. In its first three verses it 
closely resembles the Bums ; but Bums's 
poems were in circulation before Jiunieson's 
boyhood was over, and may have influenced 
his memory. He prints anotiier set from a 
black-letter copy in the Pepys Library, Cam- 
bridge, as well as sets of the analogous Allan- 
a-Maut ballad, including that in The Bannatyne 
MS. There is, further, a curious chap (1757) 
which is not included in Jamieson. The un- 
grammatical '* was " in Bums's first line was 
probably suggested by '* There was three 
ladies in a ha','' in Herd's Ancient and Modern 
ScoUish Songs (1776). 



There was three kings into the east, 
Three kings both great and high, 

And they hae sworn a solemn oath 
John Barleycorn should die. 

II 

They took a plough and ploughed him 
down, 

Put clods upon his head, 
And they hae sworn a solemn oath 

John Barleycorn was dead. 

Ill 

f. But the cheerful Spring came kindly on. 
And show'rs began to fall; 
John Barleycorn got up again. 
And sore surprised them all. 

IV 

The sultry suns of Summer came. 
And he grew thick and strong: 

His head weel arm'd wi' pointed spears. 
That no one should him wrong. 



The sober Autumn enter'd mild. 
When he grew wan and pale; 

His bending joints and drooping head 
Show'd he began to faiL 



VI 



His colour sicken'd more and more, 

He faded into age; 
And then his enemies began 

«To show their deadly rage. 



VII 



They Ve taen a weapon long and shai 
And cut him by the knee ; 

Then ty'd him fast upon a cart, 
Like a rogue for forgerie. 



VIII 



Tliey laid him down upon his back, 
And cudgell'd him lull sore. 

They hung him up before the storm, 
Ajid tum'd him o'er and o'er. 



IX 



They filled up a darksome pit 
With water to the brim. 

They heaved in John Barleycorn — 
Tliere, let him sink or swim ! 



They laid him out upon the floor, 
To work him farther woe; 

And still, as signs of life appear'd. 
They toss'd him to and fro. 

XI 

They wasted o'er a scorching flame 
The marrow of his bones; 

But a miller us'd him worst of all. 
For he crushed him between two st 

XII 

And they hae taen his very heart's bl 
And drank it round and round ; 

And still the more and more they dn 
Their joy did more abound. 

XIII 

John Barleycorn was a hero bold, 

Of noble enterprise; 
For if you do but taste his blood. 

Twill make your courage rise. 
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XIV 



'T will make a man forget his woe; 

T will heighten all his joy: 
^ will make the widow's heart to sing, 

Tho' the tear were in her eye. 



XV 



>< Then let ns toast John Barleycorn, 
Each man a glass in hand; 
And may his great posterity 
Ne'er fail in old Scotlknd I 



A FRAGMENT : WHEN GUIL- 
FORD GOOD 

Tune: Gillicrankie 

This was probably the "political ballad'' 
which Bums enclosed to Henry Erskine — on 
the advice of Glencaim — for hii opinion as 
to whether he should or should not publish 
it. The work of some nameless Loyalist, the 
old son^ on which it is moulded is printed 
in David Laing*8 Vcarious Pieces of Fugitive 
Scottish Poetry, First Series (1826), which 
dates it 1689, under the title, Killychrankie 
[the battle was fought in that year], " To be 
bwig to its Own Tune : " — 

** Claverse and his Highland men 
Came down upon a Raw, then. 
Who, being stout, gave many a Clout, 
The Lada began to claw then ; " 

and so on for eight mortal octaves. The same 
Tolnme sets forth an Answer to the same tune 
in as many more. 



When Guilford good our pilot stood, 

An' did our heUim thraw, man; 
Ae night, at tea, began a plea, 

Within Americd, man : 
Then up they gat the maskin-pat, 

And in the sea did jaw, man; 
An' did nae less, in full Congress, 

Than quite refuse our law, man. 

II 

Then thro' the lakes Montgomery takes, 

I wat he was na slaw, man ; 
Down Lowrie's Burn he took a turn, 

And Carleton did ca', man : 



But yet, what reck, he at Quebec 
Montgomery-like did fa', man, 

Wi' sword in hand, before his baud, 
Amang his en'mies a', man. 

Ill 

Poor Tammy Gage within a cage 
. Was kept at Boston-ha', man; 
Till Willie Howe took o'er the knowe 

For Philadelphiil, man; 
Wi' sword an' gun he thought a sin 

Guid Christian bluid to draw, man; 
But at New-York wi' knife an' fork 

Sir-Loin he hackM sma', man. 

IV 

Burgoyne gaed up, like spur an' whip. 

Till Eraser brave did fa', man; 
Then lost his way, ae misty day. 

In Saratoga shaw, man. 
Cornwallis fought as lang 's he donght. 

An' did the buckskins claw, man ; 
But Clinton's glaive frae rust to save. 

He hung it to the wa', man. 



Then Montague, an' Guilford too. 

Began to fear a fa', man; 
And Sackville doure, wha stood the stoure 

The German chief to thraw, man: 
For Paddy Burke, like onie Turk, 

Nae mercy had at a', man; 
An' Charlie Fox threw by the box. 

An' lows' d his tinkler jaw, man. 

VI 

Then Rockingham took up the game, 

Till death did on him ca', man; 
When Shelbume meek held up his cheek, 

Conform to gospel law, man : 
Saint Stephen's boys, wi' jarring noise. 

They did his measures thraw, man; 
For North an' Fox united stocks, 

An' bore him to the wa', man. 

VII 

Then clubs an' hearts were Charlie's cartes 

He swept the stakes awa', man. 
Till the diamond's ace, of Indian race. 

Led him a sair faux pas, man : 
The Saxon lads, wi' loud placads, 

On Chatham's boy did ca', man; 
An' Scotland drew her pipe an' blew : 

" Up, Willie, waur them a', man ! " 
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VXII 

Behind the throne then Granville *s gone, 

A secret word or twa, man; 
While slee Dnndas aroos'd the class 

Be-north the Roman wa', man: 
An' Chatham's wraith, in heav'nly g^raith, 

(Inspire bardies saw, man), 
Wi' kindline eyes, cry'd: "Willie, rise ! 

Would I hae f ear*a them a*, man ? " 

IX 

But, word an' blow, North, Fox, and Co. 

Gowflfd Willie like a ba', man. 
Till Suthron raise an' coost their claise 

Behind him in a raw, man: 
An' Caledon threw by the drone, 

An' did her whittle draw, man; 
An' swoor fu' rude, thro' dirt an' bluid. 

To make it guid in law, man. 



MY NANIE, O 

Perhaps sug^sted by a poor thing of Ram- 
say^s : — 

** While Mine for plenrare pawn their health 
*Twixt LaiB and the bagnio, 
I ni aave myself, and without stealth 
KiM and careaa my Nanny, O.** 

In Hogg and Motherwell's Edition another 
version — oral : communicated by Peter Bu- 
chan — is printed ; it benns, '' As I g^aed down 
thro' Embro' town." & the First Common 
Place Book, where it appears under date of 
April, 1784, it is headed Song {Tune, " As I 
came in by London, O "). It is thus prefaced : 
** As I have been all along a miserable dupe 
to Love, and have been led into a thousand 
weaknesses and follies by it, for that reason 
I put the more confidence in my critical skill 
in distinguishing foppery and conceit from real 
passion and nature. Whether the following 
song will stand the test, I will not pretend to 
say, because it is my own ; only I can say it 
was, at the time, real." 

According to Gilbert Bnms, the heroine was 
Agnes Fleming. She was daughter of John 
Fleming, farmer at Doura, in the parish of 
Tarbolton. On the other hand, Mrs. Begg 
asserts that it was written in honour of Peggy 
Thomson of Kirkoswald (see ante, p. 52. PrefiU 
tory Note to Song : Composed in August), while 
Hamilton Paul champions the charms of a 
Kilmarnock girl. 



Behind yon hills where Lugar flows 
'Mang moors an' mosses many, O, 

Tlie wintry snn the day has olos'd. 
And 1 11 awa to Nanie, O. 



II 



The westlin wind blaws loud an' shill. 
The night's baith mirk and rainy, O; 

But 1 11 get my plaid, an' out 1 11 steal. 
An' owre the hill to Nanie, O. 



Ill 



My Nanie 's charming, sweet, an' young; 

Nae artfu' wiles to win ye, O: 
May ill befa' the flatterine tongue 

That wad beguile my Nanie, O I 



IV 



Her face is fair, her heart is true; 

As spotless as she 's bonie, O, 
The op ning gowan, wat wi' dew, 

Nae purer is than Nanie, O. 



A country lad is my degree. 

An' few there be that ken me, O; 

But what care 1 how few they be ? 
I 'm welcome ay to Nanie, O. 

VI 

My riches a 's my penny- fee. 
An' I maun g^ide it cannie, O; 

But warl's gear ne'er troubles me. 
My thoughts are a' — my Nanie, O. 

VII 

Our auld guidman delights to view 
His sheep an' kye thrive bonie, O; 

But I 'm as blythe that hands his pleugfa. 
An' has nae care but Nanie, O. 

VIII 

Come weel, come woe, I care na by; 

1 11 tak what Heav'n will send me, O: 
Nae ither care in life have I, 

But live, an' love my Nanie, O. 



GREEN GROW THE RASHES, O 

This little masterpiece of wit and gaiety and 
movement was suggested either by the frag- 
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ment. Green Grow the Rcuhes, O in Hordes 
AncUfU and Modem Scottish Songs, or by the 
blackguard old sou^ itself. Herd gives only 
three stanzas, of which the first is : — 

** Oreen grows the raahm — O 
Oreen grows the rashes — O 
The feather-bed is no sae saf t 
As a bed amang the rashes.** 

But the song (or what is left of it) is given in 
the nniqne and interesting garland called The 
Merry Muses of Caledonia (c. 1800), x>robably 
— almost certainly — collected by Bums for 
his private use, together with a second and still 
grosser set attributed, rightly or wrongly, to 
Bums himself. 

Entered by Bums in the First Common Place 
Bookj under date August, 1786, the piece is 
iweeeded by a dissertation on young men, who 
are divided into **two g^nd classes — the 
grave and the merry," and by the remark: 
** It will enable any body to determine which 
of the clmMOH I belong to." It was published 
in Johnson's Museum, i. 77. Thomson proposed 
to set it to Cauld Kail in Aberdeen ; but Bums 
declared that it would ** never suit " that air. 

CHORUS 

Gieen grow the rashes, O; 
Green grow the rashes, O; 
The sweetest hours that e'er I spend, 
Are spent among the lasses, O. 



Thkre 's nought but care on ev'ry ban', 
In every hour that passes, O: 

What signifi^ the life o' man, 
An' 't weie nae for the lasses, O. 

II 

The war'ly race may riches chase, 
An' riefa^s still may fly them, O; 

An' tho' at last they catch them fast. 
Their hearts can ne*er enjoy them, O. 

Ill 

Bnt gie me a cannie hour at e'en, 
My arms about my dearie, O, 

An' war'ly cares an' war'ly men 
May a' gae tapsalteerie, O 1 

IV 

For yon sae donee, ye sneer at this; 

Te 're nought but senseless asses, O; 
Th^ wisest man the warl' e'er saw. 

He dearly lov'd the lasses, O.. 



Anld Nature swears, the lovely dears 
Her noblest work she classes, O: 

Her prentice han' she try'd on man. 
An' then she made the lasses, O. 



CHORUS 



Green grow the rashes, O; 
Green grow the rashes, O; 
The sweetest hours that e'er I spend, 
Are spent among the lasses, O. 



COMPOSED IN SPRING 

Tune : Johnny's Grey Breeks 

Bums explains that the chorus is " part of a 
song composed by a gentleman in Edinbureh, 
a particular friend of the author's ; " and l£at 
"Menie" is the ** common abbreviation of 
Marianne." In all likelihood the song was 
composed after the rupture with Jean Annour, 
and die chorus added in Edinburgh by Bums 
himself. 



Again rejoicing Nature sees 
Her robe assume its vernal hues: 

Her leafy locks wave in the breeze. 
All freshly steep'd in morning dews. 

CHORUS 

And maun I still on Menie doat,' 
And bear the scorn that 's in her e'e ? 

For it 's jet, jet-black, an' it 's like a hawk, 
An' it winna let a body be. 

II 

In vain to me the cowslips blaw, 
In vain to me the vi'lets spring; 

In vain to me in glen or shaw. 
The mavis and the lintwhite sing. 

Ill 

The merry ploughboy cheers his team, 
Wi' joy the tentie seedsman stalks; 

But life to me 's a weary dream, 
A dream of ane that never wauks. 

IV 

The wanton coot the water skims, 
Amang the reeds the ducklings ory. 
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The stately swau majestic s\idms, 
And ev'ry thing is blest but I. 



The sheep-herd steeks his fanlding slap, 
Jpd o'er the moorlands whistles shill; 

Wi%fild, unequal, wandering step, 
I meet him on the dewy hill. 

VI 

And when the lark, 'tween light and dark, 
Blythe waukens by the daisy's side, 

And mounts and sings on flittering wings, 
A woe-worn ghaist 1 hameward glide. 

VII 

Come winter, with thine angry howl. 
And raging, bend the naked tree; 

Tliy gloom will soothe my cheerless soul, 
W hen nature all is sad like me ! 

CHORUS 

And maun I still on Menie doat. 

And bear the scorn that 's in her e'e ? 

For it 's jet, jet-black, an' it 's like a hawk, 
An' it winna let a body be. 



THE GLOOMY NIGHT IS 
GATHERING FAST 

Tune: Roslin Castle 

In an interleaved copy of Johnson's Museum 
Bnms inscribed the following note : " I com- 
posed this song as I conveyed my chest so far 
on the road to Greenock, where I was to 
embark in a few days for Jamaica. I meant 
it as my farewell dirge to my native land." 
In his Autobiographic Letter to Dr. Moore, 
" I had composed," he says, " a song. The 
Gloomy Xight is Gathering Fast^ which was to 
be the last effort of my Tuuse in Caledonia, 
when a letter from Dr. l31acklock to a friend 
of mine overthrew all ray Rchemes." Professor 
Walker, on K. B/s authority, affirms that he 
composed it on the tray home from Dr. Law- 
rie's ; but, as it was to Dr. Lawrie that Black- 
lock wrote, we must infer that Walker was so 
far mistaken, and that the verses were made 
on the way thither. 

Bums gives Ro&lin Castle as the tune to 
which this passionate lyric should be sung. 
His use of a refrain, however, suggests that 
the true model was The Birks of Invermay. 



The gloomy night is gath'ring fast, 
Loud roars the wild inconstant blast; 
Yon murky cloud is filled with zain, 
I see it driving o'er the plain; 
The hunter now has left the moor, 
The scatt'red coveys meet secore; 
While here I wander, prest with care, 
Along the lonely banks of Ayr. 

II 

The Autumn mourns her rip'ning eom 
By earlv Winter's ravage torn; 
Across her placid, azure sky, 
She sees the scowling tempest fly; 
Chill runs my blood to hear it rave: 
I think upon the stormy wave, 
Where many a danger I must dare. 
Far from the bonie banks of Ayr. 

Ill 

'Tis not the surging billows' roar, 
'Tis not that fatal, deadly shore; 
Tho' death in ev'ry shape appear, 
The wretched have no more to fear: 
But round my heart the ties are boond. 
That heart transpierc'd with many a wound; 
These bleed afresh, those ties I tear, 
To leave the bonie banks of Ayr. 

IV 

Farewell, old Coila's hills and dales. 
Her heathy moors and winding vales; 
The scenes where wretched Fancy roves. 
Pursuing past unhappy loves ! 
Farewell my friends ! farewell my foes ! 
My peace with these, my love with those — 
The bursting tears my heart declare, 
Farewell, my bonie banks of Ayr. 



NO CHURCHMAN AM I 

Tune: Prepare, my dear Brethren 



This poor performance, written probablv in 
1781 or 1782 for the Tarbolton Bachel'ora' 
Club, in imitation of a popular tyi>c of English 
drinking song, appears to have been suggested 
and inspired by a far better piece. The Women 
all Tell Me I'm False to My Imss (c. 1740 : still 
to be heard as Wine^ Mighty If 7n^), the air of 
which may well have been in Bums's ear when 
he directed his own words to be sung to the 



« 



1 
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tiiDe of Prepare^ my Dear Brethren. It is 
quoted, according to Mr. Baring Gould {Eng- 
lish MinstreUie, 1895, I. xxiiL), in The Bull- 
finch (1746), The Wreath (1753), and The Oc- 
casional Songster (1782); and we have found 
it, as Bums before us, in il Select Collection of 
English Songs (London, 1763) — an odd vol- 
ame of which, containing this very lyric, with 
notes in his handwriting, is before us as we 
write — and in Calliope (Edinburgh, 1788). 
Here is a stanza which must certainly have 
been present when he was struggling with the 
halting lines and the second-rate buckishness 
of No Churchman Am I: — 

" She too might have poisoned the joy of my life 
With nurses, and babies, and aqualung, and strife ; 
But my wine neither nurses nor babies can bring, 
And a big-bOlied Ifottle '« a mighty good thing/' 

The anapest with four accents has carried a 
bacchanalian connotation from the time of 
Shadwell's Psyche (1672) at least, and the pre- 
sent stave has been the vehicle of innumerable 
drinking songs, including the English A Tank- 
ard of Aley and the Irish One Bottle More, 
Bums himself reverts to it in The Whistle (see 
post, p. 99). 



No churchman am I for to rail and to write, 
No statesman nor soldier to plot or to fight, 
No sly man of business contriving a snare, 
For a big-belly'd bottle 's the whole of my 



care. 



II 



The peer I don't envy, I give him his bow; 
^S(iom not the peasant, tho' ever so low; 
^ut a dub of good fellows, like those that 

are here, 
^d. a bottle like this, are my glory and 

care. 



Ill 

Here passes the squire on his brother — his 

horse. 
There centum per centum, the cit with his 

purse, 
But see you The Croum, how it waves in 

the air ? 
There a big-belly'd bottle still eases my care. 

IV 

The wife of my bosom, alas ! she did die ; 
For sweet consolation to church I did fly; 
I found that old Solomon provM it fair. 
That a big-belly'd bottle 's a cure for all 
care. 



I once was persuaded a venture to make; 
A letter iuform'd me that all was to wreck; 
But the pursy old landlord just waddled 

up stairs. 
With a glorious bottle that ended my cares. 

VI 

" Life's cares they are comforts " — a 

maxim laid down 
By the Bard, what d' ye call him ? that 

wore the black gown; 
And faith I agree with th' old prig to a hair: 
For a big-belly'd bottle 's a heav*n of a care. 

A STANZA ADDED IN A MASON LODGE 

Then fill up a bumper and make it o'erflow. 
And honours Masonic prepare for to throw: 
May ev'ry true Brother of the Compass 

and Square 
Have a big-belly'd bottle, when harass'd 

with care ! 
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In April, 1792, Creech proposed another is- 
sue, and Bums replied with an offer of fifty new 
pages, and the retrenchment and correction 
of some old pieces. Reminding his publisher 
that these fifty pages were as much his own 
" as the thumb-skull I have just now drawn on 
my finger, which I unfortunately gashed in 
mending my pen,*' he practically agreed to 
Creech's former terms: oravinr as his sole 
recompence a few books which he yery much 
wanted, ** with as many copies of this new edi- 
tion of my own works as friendship or grati- 
tude shall prompt me to present." Creech was 
not the man tolK>ggle at a baigain of the kind, 

WRITTEN IN FRIARS CARSE 
HERMITAGE, ON NITHSIDE 

This is the second version of a jneoe origi- 
nally inscribed on a window-pane of Friars 
Carse Hermitage in June, 1788 (see post, p. 120). 
Friars Carse adjoined Ellisland, and the owner, 
Captain Robert Riddell of Glenriddell, had 
given Bums a key to the grounds and the 
Uttle hermitage which he had built there. It 
would appear from an undated letter to William 
Dunbar (asking him to decide between the two 
sets), and from the fact that Bums distributed 
copies of both, that he was by no means con- 
vinced of the superiority of the second set. 

Thou whom chance may hither lead, 
Be thou clad in russet weed, 
Be thou deckt in silken stole, 
Grave these counsels on thy soul. 

Life is but a day at most, 
Sprung from night, — in darkness lost: 
Hope not sunshine eVry hour, 
Fear not clouds will always lour. 

As Youth and Love with sprightly dance 
Beneath thy morning star advance, 
Pleasure with her siren air 
May delude the thoughtless pair: 
Let Prudence bless Enjoyment's cup, 
Then raptur'd sip, and sip it up. 

As thy day grows warm and high, 
Life's meridian flaming nieh, 
Dost thou spurn the humble vale ? 
Life's proud summits would'st thou scale ? 



and the new edition i^peared in the Febnu 
of 1793, under the title : "" Poems chi^g in t 
Scottish Diaiect. By Robert Bnraa. In ti 
volumes. The Second Edition Conaideraiil 
Enlarged. Edinburgh : Printed for T. Cadeli 
London, and WilUiam Creech, Edinbufb 
1708." The volumes, with nearly the nm 
page and the same type, but with many chiqgei 
m spelling, and some new readings of Ina 
and stanzas, were reprinted early in 1794, inA 
— excepting for the snbstitiitioii of " a He« 
Edition" for "the Second Edition"— an fx- 
actly similar title. No other Scots reprint ap- 
peared in Bums's lifetime. 

Cheek thy climbing step, elate, 
Evils lurk in felon wait: 
Dangers, eagle-pinioned, bold, 
Soar around eaon cliffy hold; 
While cheerful Peace with Ihinet song 
Chants the lowly dells among. 

As the shades of ev'iiing close, 
Beck'ning thee to long repose; 
As life itself becomes disease. 
Seek the chimney-nook of ease: 
There ruminate with sober thought. 
On all thou 'st seen, and heard, an* 

wrought; 
And teach the sportive younkers round, 
Saws of experience, sage and sound : 
Say, man's true, genuine estimate, 
The grand criterion of his fate. 
Is not. Art thou high or low ? 
Did thy fortune ebb or flow ? 
Did many talents gild thy span ? 
Or frugal Nature grudge thee one ? 
Tell them, and press it on their mind, 
As thou thyself must shortly find. 
The smile or frown of awful Heav'n 
To Virtue or to Vice is giv'n ; 
Say, to be lust, and kind, and wise — 
There solid self-enjoyment lies; 
That foolish, selfish, faithless ways 
Lead to be wretched, vile, and base. 

Thus resign'd and quiet, creep 
To the bed of lasting sleep: 
Sleep, whence thou shall ne'er awake. 
Night, where dawn shall never break; 
Till future life, future no more, 
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ODt SACRED TO THE MEMORY 
OF MRS. OSWALD OF AUCHEN- 

CKllVE 

fi * Uit.r to Dr. Moon. '.Sid M«rob, 1780, 
■MiuMOtC diiii Oi/< Bums explaitu ita origin ; 
'!■ Janiuri U*t, nn hit luad to Amhire, 1 
W pir aji at Ditilii- Wliitfluua'* in :^luulahar, 
OkobIf t-.l-trablo inn in ih- place. The frost 
■*ki*a. and the gnia eveuing nod howling 
fail sriv luhxriuf in ■> night of iiiov and 
Wt, Uy hunetnii 1 wtiB both much fatigued 
•nil ihe labuurs uf tlie day, and just aa my 
(inl the Baili* and 1 wen bidding deHance 
!■ IW norm, over a smoking bowl, in wheels 
1^ fanrnl pageaDtry of the lata groat Mrs. 
*Wld: and poor I am (or«d to brave all the 
Wnn of a lampealuou* night, and jade mv 
Wi>. aiy young favourite hone, whom I bad 
m i4rist«Hl Pecaius. twelve miles further 
«.<tii«i(fa Iha wUdest moors and hills of Avr- 
■^ , ta Sew Cnmnoek. the ne« inu. TTie 
n of poeav and prose sink under me. »hi-li 
ImU docribe what 1 felt. SufKeo it to sav. 
*« "t-n ■ good fire ai Now Cumnock had ki 
Uimi>*r*d uiyfrwnen sinews, I sat down and 
il» rtirloud ode,' In ■ letter (nnpuh. 
'•Ml In Mn. ttiilliap, etH'losii^ the copy of 
^ '>■<., ■ Jl,.fi,re I rvarhwl Ihe other statre." 
■: •nt». " I hod ramipiised the following, and 
™ n Jl ai th>- fint pun office for iho Com-. 
i". hj ■hich. if this be ttno, it was declined. 
* lUy T, 17f*l'. thii |aer>e appcarvd In Stu. 
"•»« with Ibe following pretare, here for 
*■ In* tima iwprinUMl : — 



■■ Tilt NcTTtj;." 

Mn. Oswald was llie widow of Richard Of- 
wald, second bod of Rev. Qeoige Oswald, of 
Diuinet, CaithiRsBS. H* pimhaaed Aocheii- 
cmive in IIT.:. He died at an " advuwed 
age." Olh November, ITS4. and iu the obituary 
uutice in Tit Scou Miigatinr ia deambod aa 
" an eminent merchant in London, and lately 
employed at Paris aa a commisaioner far uegu- 
liatiDg a peace with the t-'nitedStates." Prum 
Burni's epithet. ■"Plunder™ of Annies." ha 
would appear to have been also au armi^ oun- 
traclor. In his letter to Ur. Moore, Burns slaMI 
that he knew that Mrs. Oswald was de(«sl«d 
by her leuauCs and servanU " with the moat 
beanfelt eordialiiy," ^he died Qth Deeember, 
nSH'. at her house in Great George Sinet. West- 
minster, ond wlion Burna was dHren from his 

1 by ber " funeral psgeantry," thu body wi« 

its way to Aynhir". Bums lumaelf waa 

proceoding in tba same direction 
froroaletU'rtoMra. Dunlopof irithDoiNinibt 
to the Ayr Fair, held abont the l::th Jan 

nwRj.iVEit in yon dnnj^oii dtik, 
H&ngman of creation, mark ! 
Who in widow-weeds appears. 
Laden witfa unbonoured yent«, 
Nooeiof; with fare a bnrkting purse. 
Baited with iniuir a deadly curse ? 

View the wither'd beldam's face; 

Can tby keen inspection trace 

Aught of Homanity's sweet, meltii| 

grace? 
Xote that «yp, 't is rbeiiiii o'erflows — 
Pity's flood tliete never rone, 
.Se« those liuiuls, ne'er atretob'd to save, 
Hands that look, but never gix'c- 
Kccptir of Mainmun's iron cheit. 
Lo. there she gae*, unpitieil nnil utiblcit. 
She goes, but not tu realms of cTerlMting 



Plunderer of Annies I lUt thine eyes 
(A while forbear, ye torturing fiends), 
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Dkath ! thou tyrant fell ami bloody 
llic lueikle Devil wi* a wuodie 
I Ilaurl tlice liaiiie to his black suiiddie 
: 0*er hiircheon hides, 

And like stoek-fisli come o*cr hi.< slmMie 

Wi* thy auld sides ! 

II 

lie 's ganCy he 's gane ! he 's frae iis turn. 
The ae best fellow e'er was born ! 
Thee, ]\Iatthew, Nature *s sel shall mourn, 

Hv wood and wild, 
Where, haply, Pity strays forlorn, 

Krae man cxird. 

Ill 

Ye hills, near ncebors o* the starn.^. 
That jiroudly t-ook your cresting cairiis ! 
Ye cliffs, the haunts of sailing yeanis, 

Wliere Echo slumbers ! 
Come join ye. Nature's sturdiest bainis, 

My wailing nuuibers ! 

IV 

Mourn, ilka grove the cushat kens ! 
Ye ha/lv shaws and brierv dons ! 
Y»^ burnios, winiplin down your glens 

\Vi' toddlin din. 
Or foaming, Strang, wi' hasty stens, 

Kiae lin to lin ! 

V 

Mouni. little harfbolls o'er the lea: 
Yo statrly foxgloves, fair to see: 
Ye wiuHlbines, hanging bonilie 

In scented bowers: 
Ye ro'^os ou vour thornv tree. 

TIjc tirst o' riowers ! 

VI 

.Vt diiw.i. wi.tn evorv ^rassv blade 
Pvi»»»;»s with a diamond at his head; 
A: c\ ':•.. when l'f.in< their fragrance she 

r th' rustling gale; 
Ye ir..r.ik:i:>, whiddin through the glade 

Conu^ ii'in uiv wail I 

M.''.:r::. vo wcv so::i>:er> o' the w»>4xl; 
\ ;■ c-^'->i' ' ■"^- *-'»»"' the heatlu r bud; 
\ I' *;-.:\\*<. N..V..:'^ :l:ro' a cluii: 

Yv." wh>:iino^ r. lover; 
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n, ye whirring paitrick brood: 
He *s gane for ever ! 

VIII 

>ty coots, and speckled teals; 
lerons, watching eels; 
nd drsike, wi* airy wheels 

Circling the lake; 
s, till the quagmire reels, 

Rair for his sake ! 

IX 

im'ring craiks, at close o' day, 
Is o' flow'ring clover gay ! 
you wing your annual way 

Frae our cauld shore, 
•ar warlds wha lies in clay, 

Wham we deplore. 



;, frae your ivy bower 

lid tree, or eldritch tower, 

J the moon, wi* silent glowr, 

Sets up her horn, 
the dreary midnight hour 

Till waukrife morn ! 

XI 

orests, hills, and plains I 
e heard my canty strains: 
whsit else for me remains 

But tales of woe ? 
By een the drapping rains 

Maun ever flow. 

XII 

»ring, thou darling of the year 1 
p cup shall kep a tear: 
mer, while each corny spear 

Shoots up its head, 
3^en, flowery tresses shear 

For him that 's dead 1 

XIII 

umn, wi* thy yellow hair, 
ly sallow mantle tear ! 
iter, hurling thro* the air 

The roaring blast, 
the naked world declare 

The worth we 've lost ! 

XIV 

a, thou Sun, great source of light f 
mpress of the silent night f 



And you, ye twinkling starnies bright, 

My Matthew mourn ! 

For through your orbs he 's taen his flight, 

Ne*er to return. 

XV 

O Henderson ! the man I the brother 1 
And art thou gone, and gone for ever ? 
And hast thou crost that unknown river, 

Life's dreary bound ? 
Like thee, where shall I find another, 

The world around ? 

XVI 

Go to your sculptur'd tombs, ye Great, 
In a' the tinsel trash o' state 1 
But by thy honest turf I '11 wait, 

Thou man of worth f 
And weep the ae best fellow's fate 

E'er lay in earth I 



THE EPITAPH 



Stop, passenger I my story 's brief. 
And truth I shall relate, man: 

I tell nae common tale o' grief. 
For Matthew was a great man. 

II 

If thou uncommon merit hast, 

Yet spurn 'd at Fortune's door, man; 

A look of pity hither cast, 
For Matthew was a poor man. 

Ill 

If thou a noble sodger art. 

That passest by this grave, man; 

There moulders here a gallant hei^. 
For Matthew was a brave man. 

IV 

If thou on men, their works and ways. 
Canst throw uncommon light, man ; 

Here lies wha weel had won thy praise. 
For Matthew was a bright man. 



If thou, at Friendship's sacred ca'. 
Wad life itself resign, man ; 

Thy sympathetic tear maun fa'. 
For Matthew was a kind man. 
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Now Nature hangs her mantle green 

On every bluoniing tree, 
And spreads her sheets o' daisies white 

Out o*er tlie g^rassy lea; 
Now Phoebus cheers tlie crystal streams, 

And glads the azure skies: 
But nought can glad the weary wight 

That fast in durance lies. 

II 

Now laverocks wake the merry morn, 

Aloft on dewy wing; 
Tlie merle, in his noontide Iww'r, 

JVlakes woo<lland echoes ring; 
The mavis wild wi* monic a note 

Sings drowsy day to rest : 
In love and freedom they rejoice, 

Wi* care nor thrall opprest. 

Ill 

Now blooms the lilv bv the bank, 

The ])rimrose down the brae ; 
The hawthorn *s budding in the glen. 

And milk-white is the slae : 
The meanest hind in fair Scotland 

jMay rove their sweets amang; 
lint I, the Queen of a* Scotland 

I^lauu lie in pri.son Strang. 

IV 

I was the Queen o' luuiic Fnince, 

Where liappy I hae been; 
Fu' lififhtlv rase I in the morn, 

As blythe lay down at e'en : 
And I 'm the sovereign of Scotland, 

And monie a tniitor theiv; 
Yet here I lie in fortMgn bands 

And never-ending care. 

Rut as for thee, thou false woman, 

^ly sister and niv fae. 
Grim vengeance vet shall whet a swortl 

Tliat thro' thy soul shall gae ! 
The weepinj; blood in woman's breast 

Wn«« never known to tliee; 
Nor tir balm that draps on wounds of ' 

Frae woman's pitying e'e. 



TO ROBERT GRAHAM OF FINTRY, ESQ. 



8S 



VI 

My 8on I my son 1 may kinder stars 

Upon thy fortune slune; 
And may Uiose pleasures gild thy reign, 

That ne'er wad blink on mine f 
God keep thee frae thy mother's faes, 

Or turn their hearts to thee; 
And where thou meet'st thy mother's 
friend, 

Remember him for me f 

VII 

O I soon, to me, may summer suns 

Nae mair light up the mom ! 
Nae mair to me the autumn winds 

Wave o'er the yellow com I 
And, in the narrow house of death. 

Let winter round me rave; 
And the next flow'rs that deck the spring 

Bloom on my peaceful grave. 



TO ROBERT GRAHAM OF FIN- 
TRY, ESQ. 

Bums first met Graham of Fintry at the 

Dake of Atholl's during his northern tour in 

August, 1787; and in an undated letter in 

which he refers to thiSf solicited his influence 

in obtaining an appointment to a division in 

the Excise. In a letter dated 10th September, 

1788, he made a special request in regard to a 

^vision in the Ellisland district, enclosing at 

tHe same time the poetical episUe, Requesting 

Favour (see posty p. 140). Obtaining the 

jii^on, he acknowledged Flntry*s exertions 

10 the epistle on Receiving a Favottr (see post, 

P' 144); and in an Election Ballad, made at the 

I'loae of the contest for the Dumi ries Buxghs 

^ 1790 (see post, p. 162), he addressed him 

«ii»: — 

"nntry, my stay in worldly strife, 
Friend of my Muse, friend of my life : ** — 

' ©nlogy amply justified by Fintry's consistent 

^*^ considerate kindness to him, through good 

""^ bad report, to the close of his life. The 

P^^aent Epistle was sent 6th October, 1791, 

^tli a letter in which he describes it as " a 

tu^^^ of g^ans, wrung from me in my 

r^*w-chair, with one unlucky leg on my stool 

J^^^^re me." There is some poetical licence — 

*^ us call it so — in this description ; not as 

^Saids his own condition, for he was then con- 

°^^ to Ms arm-chair by a bruised leg, but 

** regards the Epistle itself, for, with the ex- 



ception of the introductory and closing lines, 
it consists of two revised and retrenched fr&g^ 
ments, written near three years before, and 
originally intended, according to his own state- 
ment — which need not be taken quite seri- 
ously — to form part of a PoeVs Progress. 

Graham of Fintry was descended from Sir 
Robert Graham of Strathcarron and Fintry, 
Stirlingshire, son of Sir William Graham of 
Kincardine by Mary Stewart, daughter of 
Robert IIL The Grahams acquired the lands 
of Mains and of Lumlethan, Forfarshire, in 
the sixteenth century, and the estate was then 
named ** Fintry." The portion with the man- 
sion-house was sold by Graham of Fintry — 
at some unknown date, but probably before 
1789 — to Sir James Stirling; and another 
portion — Earl's Strathdichty — in 1789 to 
Mr. D. Erskine, Clerk to the Signet (by the 
trustees of the creditors of Graham of Fintry). 
The part sold to Sir James Stirling was bought 
by £jskine*s trustees in 1801. Graham con- 
tinued to be designated " of Fintry ; " and the 
name of the estate was (according to the con- 
ditions of sale) changed to Linlathen. He died 
10th January, 1815. 

Late crippl'd of an arm, and now a leg; 

About to beg a pass for leave to beg; 

Dull, listless, teas'd, dejected, and deprest 

(Nature b adverse to a cripple's rest); 

Will generous Graham list to his roet's 
wail 

(It soothes poor Misery, hearkening to her 
tale), 

And hear him curse the light he first sur- 
veyed, 

And doubly curse the luckless rhyming 
trade? 

Thou, Nature f partial Nature ! I ar- 
raign; 

Of thy caprice maternal I complain : 

The lion and the bull thy care have found. 

One shakes the forests, and one spurns the 
ground; 

Thou giv*st the ass his hide, the snail his 
shell; 

Th' envenom 'd wasp, victorious, guards his 
cell; 

Thy minions kings defend, control, devour. 

In all th' omnipotence of rule and power. 

Foxes and statesmen subtile wiles ensure; 

The cit and polecat stink, and are se- 
cure; 

Toads with their poison, doctors with their 
drug. 
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The priest and hedgehog in their robes, are 

snug; 
EY*n silly woman has her warlike arts, 
Her tongue and eyes — her dreaded spear 

and darts. 

But O thou bitter step-mother and hard, 
To thy poor, fenceless, naked child — the 

Bard! 
A thing unteachable in world's skill. 
And half an idiot too, more helpless still: 
No heels to bear him from the op'ning dun, 
No claws to dig, his hated sight to shun; 
No horns, but those by luckless Hymen 

worn, 
And those, alas ! not Amalthea's bom ; 
No nerves olfactory, Mammon's trusty cur, 
Clad in rich Dulness' comfortable fur; 
In naked feeling, and in aching pride. 
He bears th' unbroken blast from ev'ry 

side : 
Vampyre booksellers drain him to the 

heart, 
And scorpion critics cureless venom dart. 

Critics — appaird, I venture on the 

name ; 
Those cut-throat bandits in the paths of 

fame; 
Bloody dissectors, worse than ten Monroes: 
He hacks to teach, they mangle to expose. 

His heart by causeless wanton malice 

wrung, 
By blockheads' daring into madness stung; 
His well-won bays, than life itself more 

dear. 
By miscreants torn, who ne'er one sprig 

must wear; 
Foil'd, bleeding, tortur'd in th' unequal 

strife, 
The hapless Poet flounders on thro' life: 
Till, fled each hope that once his bosom 

fir'd, 
And fled each Muse that glorious once 

inspir'd, 
Low sunk iu squalid, unprotected age. 
Dead even resentment for his injur'd page. 
He heeds or feels no more the ruthless crit- 
ic's rage ! 
So, by some hedge, the gen'rous steed de- 

ceas'd, 
For half-starv'd snarling curs a dainty 

feast, 



By toil and famine wore to skin and bone, 
Lies, senseless of each tugging bitch's son. 

Dulness ! portion of the truly blest ! 
Calm shelter'd haven of eternal rest 1 
Thy sons ne'er madden in the fierce ex- 
tremes 

Of Fortune's polar frost, or torrid beams. 
If mantling high she fills the golden cup, 
With sober, selfish ease they sip it op: 
Conscious the bounteous meed they well 

deserve, 
They only wonder ''some folks" do not 

starve. 
The grave, sage hem thus easy picks his 

frog. 

And thinks the mallard a sad, wortUeas 
dopr. 

When Disappointment snaps the cine of 

hope. 
And thro' disastrous night they darkling 

grope. 
With deaf endurance sluggishly they bear, 
And just conclude ** that tools are fortane*s 

care." 
So, heavy, passive to the tempest's shocks, 
Strong on the sign-post stands the stupid 

ox. 

Not so the idle Muse's mad-cap train; 
Not such the workings of their moon-stmck 

brain: 
In equanimity they never dwell; 
By turns in soaring heav'n or vaulted helL 

1 dread thee, Fate, relentless and se- 

vere, 
With all a poet's, husband's, father's fear! 
Already one strong hold of hope is lost: 
Glencairn, the truly noble, lies in dust 
(Fled, like the sun eclips'd as noon ap- 
pears, 
And left us darkling in a world of tears) - 
O, hear my ardent, grateful, selfish pray'r ' 
Fintry, my other stay, long bless and spare • 
Thro' a long life his hopes and wish^^ 

crown. 
And bright in cloudless skies his sun ^^ 

down ! 
May bliss domestic smooth his private patl* » 
Give energy to life; and soothe his latest 

breath. 
With many a filial tear circling the bed ^^ 
death I 



LAMENT FOR JAMES EARL OF GLENCAIRN 



James Cnnningluiiii, fourteenth Eari of Gleii- 
cairu. aecond »on of William, thirteenth earl. 
and tho eldest ilaughtor of Hugh M'Ouire. n 
f iolinut in Ayr, "whofle family hud been adopted 
by Governor Macrae of the U. E. I. C, was 
horn in 1740 ; eucceeded fo the earldom in 
177^; made the acqaaintnnee of Burns — 
ihniugh Jamea Da]rymp[e of Oronf^lield — 
in Edinborgh in 17S0, imd introdaced faim to 
Creech the pnbliaher ; succeeded in abiding 
for the EdiubDKh Edition the patnnu^a of 
tlie Caledonian Hunt, and alao exerted Iiinuelf 
to the utmost to aecure subiicriptioas among 
the Dobilitj ; used his influence in getting 
BanM an appointment in the Eicise, and is 
always r«feTT«d to by the poet in terms of the 
warmest regard. Ouing to ill-health, he went 
to Lisbon ia 1790 to paas the winter ; but, fiiid- 
ii^ himself rapidly failing*, resolved to rettim. 
and died, after landing at Falmouth, I^IJth 
Jannarr, 171H. Learning of his death, Buroe 
wrote thna to his factor, Alexander Dabdel : 
'' l>Bre I tronble vuu to let me know privately 
before the day of i . • 



intry, . 



f the c 



Qwd, to 



. ^ sight of 

benefactor ? " 

In a Utter h> Glencaun'B sister, Lady Eliza- 
beth Cnnningham -^ conjectnrally (hut wrong- 
ly) dated fay Scott Donglaa " Maroh, 1791" 
{it was written not earOer than September, 
nod most probably in October) ^concerning a 
top; of the Lamenl, " If," he wrote, " among 
my children I shall have a son that has a heart, 
l>e >1ibU hand it down to his child ns a family 
liQiiDnT and a family debt that mv dearest ei- 
a^Ke 1 owe to the noble heart of Gleucairn." 
He Darned his fourth son (bom 12th Augnst, 
y-n) ■■ James Glenoaim Bnma." On the '-Md 
'IcUibet he seat a codt of the poem to Lady 
'-^n (HH. DOW in the Uiiiveraity of Ediubitt^li) 
"iili this inscription ; " To Lady Harriet Don 
^i* poem, not tho iiotitious oreation of poetic 
^l: '"'' '^° bisathinga of real woe from a 
"Redoig heart, ia reapeotfoUv and grateflillv 
F^MM^d by the author." In the note encloH- 
'% <t he wrote : " As all the world knows my 
"■■■'KilioiU to the 1al« noble Earl of Glencaim, 
*iih lo make my obligations egnnlly con- 
"PWoooa bv publishing the poem, Bnt in what 
'■; iball i pablish it ? It ia too aoiall a piece 
I" Mlkh alone. Tile way which suggeals 
"«n to me is to send it to the publisher of 
^ of the most repawd perio<lli:nl works — 
/*- B«. for instance. Lady Betty baa re- 
S^ me to yon." It did not appear in Thr 



The wind blew hollow frae the bilU; 

By Qta the sun's departing beam 
Louk'd ou the fadiug yellow woods, 

That wiiv'd o'er Lugar'a winding stream. 
Beneath a craigy steep a Burd, 

Ladeo with years and ineikle pain. 
In loud hunent bewail'd his lord, 

Wham Death bad nil luitimely taen. 

He lean'd him to au ancient nik. 

Whose trunk was mould'ring down with 



Hia hoarj cheek was wet wi' teurs; 
And as he touch'd his trembling harp. 

And as he tuu'd his doleful sang, 
The winds, lamenting tbro' their caves. 

To echo bore the notes alaug : — 



"Ye scatter'd birds that faintly sing. 

The reliqiiea of the vernal quire ! 
Ye woods that shed on a' the winds 

The honours of the ngkd year 1 
A few short months, and, glad and gaf, 

Agiun ye 'II charm the enr and e'e; 
But nocht in all revolving time 

Can gladness bring again to me. 



" I am H bending aged tree. 

That long ha£ stood the wind and min: 
Bnt now has come a cruel blast. 

And my la.st hold of earth is gane; 
Nae leaf o' mine ahall greet the spring, 

Nae simmer sun exnlt my bloom; 
But I maun lie before the storm. 

And ithera plant them in my room. 

" I 've seen aae monie changefu' years, 

On earth I am a stranger grown : 
I wander in the ways of men, 

Alike unknowing and tinhnown : 
Unheard, unpitied, unreliev'd, 

I hear alane my lade o' eare; 
For silent, low, on beds of dust. 

Lie a' that would my sorrows share, 



' And last (the sum of n" my griefs I) 
My noble master lies in clay; 



/ 
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^thts fU»w*r ftumng our barons bold, 

f fi* tvfmntry'u pride, his country's stay : 

I* wtBhrf being now I pine, 
hft a th« life of life is dead, 

AjmI b/^ has left mj agM ken, 
fPtt forward wing for ever fled. 

.VII 

^ Awake thy last sad voice, my harp ! 

Tbe voice of woe and wild aespair ! 
A wnktf, resound thy latest lay. 

Then sleep in silence evermair I 
And thou, my last, best, only friend, 

Tliat flllest an untimely tomb, 
Accept this tribute from the Bard 

Thou brought from Fortune's mirkest 
gloom. 

VIII 

" In Poverty's low barren vale. 

Thick mists obscure involved me round; 
Tliough oft I tum'd the wistful eye, 

Nhc ray of fame was to be found; 
Tliou fouiid'st me, like the morning sun 

That mcitM th<* fogs in limpid air: 
The friendlesH Hard and nistic song 

Jiecauie alike thy fostering care. 

IX 

** (), why has Worth ho short a date, 

While villains ripen grey with time ! 
Must thou, the noble, geii'rous, great. 

Fall in l>old manhood's hardy prime ? 
Why did 1 live to see tlmt day, 

A day to me so full of woe ? 
O, hail 1 itiet the mortal shaft 

Which laid my lieiicf actor low ! 



** The hridi'groom may forget the bride 

Whs niade his wedded wife yestreen; 
The luuuHrtiU may forget the crown 

That on his head an hour has been; 
The mother may forger t the child 

Tlmt HUiileH sae sweetly on her knee; 
Hut 1 'II remember thee, Glencaim, 

And a' that thou hast done for me! " 



LINKS TO SIR JOHN WHITE- 
FOORD, Bart. 

•SIM WITH THK FOREGOING POEM 

Ml .liiliii Whitefoord was, like Gleucaim, 
the uiii'iii friend of Bums, who wrote The 



Braet o' BaUochmyU (see |Mrt , p. 225) m 1783, 
on the ocoasion of the family's being oompelkd 
to sell the estate d Uiat name. 

Thou, who thy honour as thy God rever^it, 
Who, save thy mind's leproaehy nought 

earthly lear^st, 
To thee this votive olPring I impart, 
The tearful tribute of a broken boirt. 
The Friend thou valued'st, I the Fktrao 

lov'd; 
His worth, his honour, all the world ap- 

prov'd: 
We 11 mourn till we too go as he has gone, 
And tread the shadowy path to that dsrk 

world unknown. 



TAM 0' SHANTER 

A TALE 

Of Brownyb and of Bogfllifl f all b this Bain. 

Oawdt Doofui- 

Alloway Kirk was originally the chineh d 
the quoad civilia parish of Alloway ; but thii 
parish having been annexed to that of Ayr i> 
1B90, the church fell more or leas to mia, mi 
when Bums wrote had been roofless for hatf 
a century. It stands some two hundred jaHi 
to the north of the picturesque Auld Bag of 
Doon, which dates from about the beginiiiff 
of the Fifteenth Century, and in Boms's tiise 
was the sole means of communication over tb* 
steep-banked Doon between Carriok and Kfk- 
The old road to Ayr ran west of the Cn- 
the more direct road dating from the eisetios 
of the New Brig — a little west of the old ob« 

— in 1815. 

Bums^s birthplace is about three foortlis of 
a mile to the north ; so that the ground «od i>* 
legends were familiar to him from the fii>^ 
Writing to Francis Grose (first pnbliilied i* 
Sir Egerton Brydges* Censura Literaria^ ll^h 

— ** Among the many witch -stories I h*^ 
heard," he says, " relating to Alloway Kirk* I 
distinctly remember only two or three. Ip^ 
a stormy night, amid whistling squalls of «^ 
and bitter blasts of hail — in short, on sudi * 
night as the devil would choose to take the ^ 
in — a farmer, or farmer's servant, was pl^* 
ding and plashing homeward with his ploup* 
irons on his shoulder, having been getting 
some repairs on them at a nei^hbonn^? 
smithy. His wav lav bv the Kirk of AllovsJ i 

_ • • • • • 

and Ix'inf^ rather on the anxious look-oat is 
approaching^ a place so well known to be > 
favourite haunt of tlie devil, and the detil'* 



TAM O' SHANTER 



itdwir 



■, be was Btniak B^'>i>Bt 

_ Igh tlui llOITDTB of the 

_. _ iri^t, ■ light, which on hig 
ih plainly »hB»ed itself to pro- 
Uw haunted edifioe. Whether he 
DID aboTH on his devont 
jOloarj with people when 
tdiate preaenee of Salan, 

drank at the smithy. I 
tend to determine ; bnC BO it WM, 
itnred to go Dp to. naj into, the 
As look would have it. his temer- 
^t on punished. Tha memben of 
1 junto ware all out on kome mjil- 
tm or other, and he saw nothing 
of kettla or cauldron, depending 
the fire, riniinenng' soroe 
>d children, Uniba of exe- 
on, etc.. for the bnsiness of the 
in for a pvnny, in for a pound 
. It ploughnum; no witliont c«ra- 
ihaoItM the cauldron tram the fire, 
f out the daninahle ingredient*, in- 
B his head, aud carried it fairly 
I it remained long in the family, a 
HW of the truth of the story. An- 
whioh I can proTe to be eqnally 
'■■ >■ follows; On n markot-day 
of Ayr, a farmer from Carrick, 
IMrtlj wha» way lay by the Tcry 
ly Kirkyard. in order to crou 
I U the old bridge, whiah is 
lirat hnndrod yarda further on 
. jate, had been detained by his 
by the time he reached Alloway it 
■ra boor between night and mom- 
[h ha was terrified with a bhue 
iom the Kirk, yet, as it is n well- 
t to turn bock on tiieee occa- 
_' by far the greatest risk of 
I iKudentlT advanced on Ilk road. 
»d naohsd the gate of the Kirk- 
lampriaed and entertained, through 
•ndiM of an old Gothic window, 
(■MB tha highway, to see a dance 
lOBtTUr footii^ it niand their old 
nmrd muter, who was keeping 
M wilh the power of his bagpipe. 
E, atopinne his hor*e to obnrve 
a. ooolil plainly deaory tlie faces 
I wmiH^Ti of his aaqnaintanee and 
arf. tlow the gentlenuui was 
llido* does nvt say. but that the 
■)! In their smoohs : and one of 
■iw naJnohlly to have a smock 
— Hiiwbty too ihort to answer all 
of dwt Pte«e of dr«n. our famiar 
fi that he inroliintBrily bumi ant 
latlKh, 'W»el Inpprn, Moeey "i' 
It t ' and recollecting hlnuell, in- 



stantly Bpnrred his hone to the to^ of his I 
speed. I need not mentian the linlmnallj I 
known fact, that no diabolical power can pnr- I 
sQB you beyond the middleof arunningstieani, I 
Lacky it was for the poor famier that tha j 
rirer Duon was bu near, fur notwithstanding 'i 
the speed of the hone, uhich was a guud one, I 
when he reached the middle of the arch uf tha 1 
bridge, and consequently (he middle uf tb* 1 
stream, the pursuing Tengefnl haga were ea J 
close at his heels toat ouv of them aclnally I 
sprang to seize him : but it was loo lal< - - - 
thing was on her side of die si.nam bi 
harae's tail, which immcdialely gave way al , 
her infernal grip, as if blasted by a stroke of ' 
lightning ; but the farmer was beyond hot 
reach. HoweTer, the onBightly Uulleas con- 
lUtinD of the vigoroiifl et«ed wbb, to the last 
bonr of the noble creatore'B life, an awfnl 
warning to the Carriok fannen not to stay too 
late in Ayr niarkels. 

"The last relation I ahall gira, though I 
equally true, is not so well identified as the ] 
two former with regard to the scene ; but a 
the beat anlhoritiea give it for A1h>way. I shal 
relate it. On a snmmer'i evening, about the 
time natnte puts on her Babies to moom the I 
eipiry of the cheerful day, a shepherd hoT, I 
belonging to a fanner in the immeifiAte neigli- j 
bourbood of Alloway Kirk, had just folded hit 
oluuve and was returning home. Ab he passed 
the Kirk, in the adjoining field, he fell in with 
a craw of men and women who were busy 
poUiug stenu of the plant ragwort. He ob- 
served that as each penian pulled a ragwort, 
be or she got astride of it and tslled out. ' Up 
bonie '. ' on which the ragwort flew off. Ilka | 
Pegasus, through the air with its rider. The I 
foolish boy likewise pulled his ragwort, and | 
cried with the rat, ' t'p hotnie '. ' and, stnws I 
to tell, sway he fie* with the compaoy. Tha I 
first sta^ at which the oaraloade stopt w 
niprchant's wine-oellar in Botdeaox, wb 
without saying by yonr IcHre, they qa*IFt4l I 
away ut the beat the cellar could afford notil I 
the iDomingT foe to the imps and works of J 
darkn^v. torealeoed to throw Ught on ths I 
matter, and frightened them from their oa- I 
ronaals- The poor ahepherd lad, being eqnally I 
a stninger to the aoeite and the liquor. heMl- | 
leaaly got himself drunks and when the nMt i 
took hntse be fell anleep, and whs found no j 
next day by snnM of the jMvple helongnug to j 
tlie merohant. Someboiry that undaraUHid ] 
Scotch, asking him what he waa, ha said 

a one's herd in Alloway : and by aam* i. _ 

or other getting home again, he lived long U J 
toll the world the wondrona tale." 1 

[As a Tehicia for namtive. the octDarllable | 
couplet. empltiTed by fluniB in this inece. ■■ j 
also in TTit iW Dogi. became claaaioal in j 
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ScotUnd thraugh Barbour's Bmct {c. 1S75I.] 
The motto is the ei^litcuotli verse of Qavio 
DoarlM's irix^l " Prolong " (Entados), iind 
■hoidd read thoa : " Of browneis and of bogillia 
full this bnke." 

Probably Bunw drew the iiugf;VBtIon of his 
hero, Tarn 0' Shunter, from the lihurartiT and 
adveDtnresof Uongl&< (iniham — bomlith Jnn- 
uary, 173H, died 2;M Jmio, 181 1 —son of Kobert 
Qraham, fanueT at Uiiiij-laatoim, teoant of tlie 
fHrm of Shanter on iho Corrick Shore, and 
owner of a buat whitli lie had named Taai o' 
Shanttr. Graliam ve^t iiuted for his ronriiial 
habiu, which his wifi>'ji riiCin|>B teLdetl ralher 
to waSrai tliu to ernilic^utu. Tmditdon relates 
that DDCe, when his t<ing-t4u1«d grey mare had 
waited even longer tliaii usual for her master 
at the tavern duur, certnin humouruta plncksd 
her tail to inch an exiput m to leave it little 
belter than a atnmp, and that Gialiam, on hia 
attention being oallwl to its utale next morn- 
ing, Bwore that it had been depilated bv the 
witches at Alloway Kirk (Jtf.S. NMfE by D. 
Auld of Ayr in Eiiinburgh University Li- 
brary). The prototype — iif prototype there 
wew — of Souter Johnio is more doublfnl ; but 
a shoemaker named John Davidson — bom 
17^, died :lOth Jnne. ISOH — did live for Home 
time at Oleofoot of Ardlo«ban, near the fumi 
of Sharter. whenee In- n-inovi-d to Kirkoswald. 

In A11o#aj Kirk anil its aDrTonndinj*B, apart 
from lis unbanny aaaixTHliuna, Bums cheri«bed 
a special interest. ''Wlien my father/' vi\a 
Gilbert, '' feued his littlD property near Allo- 
way Kirk the wall of ibe cburehyard had gone 
to ruin, and cattle had free liberty uf pastur- 
ing in it. My father and two or three other 
neighbonte joined in an application to the 
Town Touncil of Ayr, who were BUpciiotH of 
the adjoining land, fur liberty tn rebuild it. 
and raised by Bubsorlption a sum for enclosing 
this ancient eemeters- witli a wall i hence he 
came to consider it sh hin burial -place, and we 
learned the reTerence for it people generally 
have for the burial-pliice of their anceMora." 
When, therefore, Bunia met Captain Groee — 
then on his peregrinatiotw through ScMlsnd — 
at the honse of Captnin Riddel), he suggested 
a drawing of the ruin ; and " the captain." Gil- 
bert saya, "agreed lo the rHtinest. provided 
the poft would funiiah a witch story lo be 

S Tinted along with it." It ia probable that 
nms originally sent the stories told abovo for 
insertion in the work, nnd that the narrative 
in rhyme wan an afltrlbought. Lockhart. on 

to have been made by Mis. Bums, that the 
piece was the work of a single day. and on 
this very slender evidence divert critics have 
indulged in a taM amount of admiration. 
Buma's general dictum must, however, be 



Lll my poetry it the dfect 
I, but of labariona ouRce' 
together with hia special verdict m 
Tatii o' Sharittr (letter to Mis. Dnnlop, ApriL 
1791) that it "showed a GDishiiur pol^," 
which he despaired of "ever eicdline." It 
appeared in wooe's Aniigiiilia — publiAed ii 
April, nni — the captnin'i indehMdnen heiu 
thus acknowledged ; " To my I'ngviti'ouf friea^ 
Mr. Robert Boms. I have ' 






gated ; he was not only at the naina of mi 
ODt what was most wortliy of notice in 



shire, the county honoured by his birth, but 
he also wrote, cipresaly for tlui work, the 
prflly lair aimeied to Alloway Chamh." 

Ere Gro8«*s work «a« before the pahlie. the 
piece made itx appearance in The Edinbursk 
Mogatint for March, 1701 ; and it was abe 
pubtiijhed in Tht Edinbar^ Herald of IM 
Slwch, 17yi. 

Wren chapmnn billies leave the street, 
And drouthj neeborB neebors meet; 
As market-daya are wearing late. 
An' folk begin to tak the gate; 
While we sit bousing- at the nappy. 
An' getting fou and iiiieo bappy. 
We think na on the Inng Scots mites, 
The mosaet, waters, slaps, and styles, 
Tliat lie between us and our hame, 
Wbare sits our sulky, sullen dame, 
Gathering her brows like gathering atom, 
Nursing her wnith to keep it wanu. 

This truth faiid honest Tam o' Sbanter, 
As be frae Ayr ae night did oanter: 
(Auld Ayr, wbam ne'er a town surpasses, 
For huoet«t men and bonie lasses). 

O Tam, faad'st tbou but been sae wiM, 
As taeii tby ain wife Kate's advice I 
She tauld thee weel thoa was a akeUam, 
A blethering, blustering, drunken blelliun; 
That frae November till October, 
Ae market-day thou was nne sober; 
That ilka niehler wi' the miller. 
Thou sat as laiig as thou bad siller; 
That ev'ry nftig wns cn'd a shoe on, 
Tile smith and thee gat roaring fou on; 
That at the Lord's house, even on S""*" 

Thou drank wi' Kirkloa Jean till Mond**?' 
She prophesied, that, late or soon, 
Tbou would he fouiid deep drowu'd 

Or catch'd wi' warlneks in the mirk 
By AUoway's nuld, haunted kh-k. 
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Ah ! gentle dames, it gars me greet, 
To think how monie counsels sweet, 
How monie lengthened, sage advices 
The hoshand frae the wife despises ! 

Bat to our tale : Ae market-night, 
Tam had got planted unco right. 
Fast by an ingle, bleezing finely, 
Wi' reaming swats, that drank divinely; 
And at his elbow, Souter Johnie, 
His ancient, trusty, drouthy cronie: 
Tam lo'ed him like a very brither; 
They had been fou for weeks thegither. 
The night drave on wi' sangs and clatter; 
And ay the ale was g^wing better: 
The landlady and Tam grew gracious 
Wi' secret favours, sweet and precious: 
The Souter tauld his queerest stories; 
The landlord's laugh was ready chorus: 
The storm without might rair and rustle, 
Tam did na mind the storm a whistle. 

Care, mad to see a man sae happy, 
E'en drown'd himsel amang the nappy. 
As bees flee hame wi' lades o' treasure, 
The minutes wing'd their way wi' pleasure: 
Kings may be blest but Tam was glorious. 
O'er a' the ills o' life victorious I 

But pleasures are like poppies spread: 
Yoa seize the flow'r, its bloom is shed; 
Or like the snow falls in the river, 
A. moment white — then melts for ever; 
Or like the borealis race, 
'Rutt flit ere you can point their place; 
Or like tiie rainbow's lovely form 
f^Tanishing amid the storm. 
Nae man can tether time or tide; 
^ hoar approaches Tam maun ride: 
^^ hour, o' night's black arch the key- 

stane, 
P^ dreary hour Tam mounts his beast in; 
^nd sic a night he taks the road in, 
^ ite'er poor sinner was abroad in. 

The wind blew as 't wad blawn its last; 
^ rattling showers rose on the blast; 
*^ ipeedy gleams the darkness swallow'd; 
ijJP^d, deep, and lang the thunder hello w'd: 
i^ oight, a child might understand, 

°^ I^efl had business on his hand. 

A K^ mounted on his gray mare Meg, 
^ **ettcr never lifted leg, 



Tam skelpit on thro' dub and mire, 
Despising wind, and rain, and fire; 
Whiles holding fast his g^id blue bonnet. 
Whiles crooning o'er some auld Scots 

sonnet, 
Whiles glowering round wi' prudent cares. 
Lest bogles catch him unawares: 
Kirk-Alloway was drawing nigh, 
Whare ghaists and houlets nightly cry. 

By this time he was cross the ford, 
Whare in the snaw the chapman smoor'd; 
And past the birks and meikle stane, 
Whare drunken Charlie brak 's neck-bane; 
And thro' the whins, and by the cairn, 
Whare hunters fand the murder'd bairn; 
And near the thorn, aboon the well, 
Whare Mungo's mither hang'd hersel. 
Before him Doon pours all his floods ; 
The doubling storm roars thro' the woods; 
The lightnings flash from pole to pole; 
Near and more near the thunders roll: 
When, glimmering thro' the groaning 

trees, 
Kirk-Alloway seem'd in a bleeze, 
Thro' ilka bore the beams were glancing. 
And loud resounded mirth and <£mcing. 

Inspiring bold John Barleycorn, 
What dangers thou canst make us scorn I 
Wi' tippenny, we fear nae evil; 
Wi' usquabae, we 11 face the Devil ! 
The swats sae ream'd in Tammie's noddle. 
Fair play, he car'd na deils a boddle. 
But Maggie stood, right sair astonish'd. 
Till, by the heel and hand admonish'd. 
She venturM forward on the light; 
And, vow ! Tam saw an unco sight ! 

Warlocks and witches in a dance: 
Nae cotillion, brent new frae France, 
But hornpipes, jigs, strathspeys, and reels. 
Put life and mettle in their heels. 
A winnock-bunker in the east. 
There sat Auld Nick, in shape o' beast; 
A tousie tyke, black, grim, and large. 
To g^e them music was his charge: 
He screw'd the pipes and gart them skirl. 
Till roof and rafters a' did dirl. 
Coffins stood round, like open presses. 
That shaw'd the dead in their last dresses; 
And, by some devilish cantraip sleight. 
Each in its cauld hand held a light: 
By which heroic Tam was able 
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.« u%.iUx ^». >Iuui rt»d-ntottjd; 

.4 ..,.x **. MiUiutM" oi'u>li'U; 

, .. .. lu.'. * »i*»»v liiul -aiiuigled; 

V [.. ,. . .u.u.> .iivw.t !i4ul luiuigled — 
\\ I, . 1 1 .*'.t » "iio bcwft — 

K . *,» »a.i . *i* '^i.iuik 10 tbt; heft; 

w V uiiuc vkcul Ik- luilawfu*. 

\ I I :k- ;UiM I U»:iitiiU*d, auil curious, 

I .», .1 t:ul uiu s;ivw last aud furi- 

< •«. ■■ II.. ,i uiil U»uiler blew, 

. i,. !•( . . .. ^liick iiul quicker flew, 

1 1» . . ■ »;. lio it't, thi'v crotw*d, they 

'i . \ii , 
I, .i^.» .i-lui .M.ki .iiid ui'kit, 

V '1. • Uuidu'a to tho wark, 

V \ \'. \. t >i III lu-r ■'tiii'k ! 

^ .. I.I.. \^ I'liiii ! had time been 

V t. . .. ... : .1.1 1 1)1)11^ ill their teens I 

jn . .»».'■ ;«.i.l »» rU'o.Nhio thiiineti, 

1 1 1 .. * » iiU'oii huiider linen I — 

i t, . \. \ • iiiiiii , iii\ oiilv (mir, 

1 1, t clii th. !•' k;iiid blue hnir, 

' \ . .1 11 I til II) olV iii,\ huniies 
'.'.•A • lii. Iioiiir biii-\lieH ! 

..... .i ■»! Ilium.., liiiM mid dndlf 

', '. • ti III .|ir.iii X l\»i«U 

- >riiir;iii.; I'll >i OI'UnUlliH*k, 

■ *. , \.! >. I I mil i)i\ Nloniuoh ! 

■ 

1 «\liii \\.t<« \iliHt fu* braw- 

Ill- wi-iii-h und WRwlie, 

I. '. ■» . I III lh^^ I'OIV. 

I . t 'ii \ <ii ink "thoit^ 
I , . * il« .id ihi* nhott 

\ ', < •■ • I ti|il4U> bmitt 

' kl* ktnti iind iHMir, 

■ .• . t idi' III tear). 
, Ti. .tt \ h.iiii. 

I, 1 *i. Ma.i \ auntie. . . . 

< . ' \i i« i« ivvud jgvannie, 



That sark she coft for her wee Nannie, 
Wi' twa pund Scots ('t was a' her riches^ 
Wad ever grac'd a dance of witches ! 

But here my Muse her wing maun coax 
Sic flights are far beyond her power: 
To sing how Nannie lap and nang 
(A souple lad she was and Strang), 
And how Tarn stood like ane bewitched, 
And thought his very een enriclf d ; 
Even Satan glowr'd, and fidg'd fu* fain, 
And hotch'd and blew wi' might and main 
Till first ae caper, syne anither, 
Tarn tint his reason a' thegither. 
And roars out: " Weel done, Cutty-ssrkl' 
And in an instant all was dark; 
Aud scarcely had he Maggie rallied, 
When out the hellish legion sallied. 

i 

As bees bizz out wi' angry fyke, 
When plundering herds assail their byke; 
As open pussie's mortal foes, 
When, pop ! she starts before their nose; 
As eag^r runs the market^rowd, 
When ** Catch the thief ! " resounds alooi 
So Maggie runs, the witches follow, 
Wi* monie an eldritch skriech and hollo. 

Ah, Tam ! ah, Tarn I thou 11 get tl: 
fairin ! 
In hell they *11 roast thee like a licrrin I 
In vaiu thy Kate awaits thy ooiiiin ! 
Kate soon will be a woefu* woman ! 
Now, do thy speedy utmost, Meg, 
And win the key-stane of the brig; 
There, at them thou thy tail may toss, 
A running stream they dare na cross ! 
But ere the key-stane she could make, 
The fient a tail she hud to shake; 
For Nannie, far before the rest. 
Hard upon noble Maggie prt>st, 
And flew at Tam wi' JFurious ettle; 
But little wist she Magg^ie's mettle ! 
Ae spring brought off her master hale. 
But left behind her ain grey tail : 
The carlin clauglit her by the runip^ 
And left i>oor Maj^gie scarce a stump. 

Now, wlia this tale o* truth shall read, 
Ilk man, and niother\s son, take heed : 
ANlieneVr to drink you are inclinM, 
Or cuttv sarks run in vour mind. 
Think ! ve mav buv the jovs oVr dear: 
Remember Tam o' Shanters mare. 



ADDRESS TO THE SHADE OF THOMSON 



'N SEEING A WOUNDED HARE 
LUlf BY ME WHICH A FEL- 
LOW HAU JUST SHOT AT 

'■lillii April, n8e.liiinuFiw1usedaeopjor 
<!:• prndnrtiDn in aa impabluhed letter to 
'''.-< UoBlop: "Two niDTiiiiigB ago. an 1 was 
' > rtrr saH; honr sowing id thf BhIiIb, 1 
ir4t Jkot. and pnaenti; a poor tittle hare 
'<iii>«l by me apparently leiy muob liurt. 
liq Till raaily fuen thia wt m; hnmanity in 
iHn lad my indunatioa in ann*. Tho {alluw- 
ut n* the mndt, whicli pleas* read to the 
■■one Udua. I bvUere you may ini-luile Che 
^ijiir loo. a* whiUever I have uiil of shouting 
.rw I h>ire not *poken one irrerensnt word 
.•:nt ooaniiig theiii. This is according to 
'" jiat noht the rery first copy 1 wtwlB." 
'• luuqg a dnJt to Alexander Cunninghiua, 
' Hxj. ITSe (in a.lett«r only partly publishad 
: uiT eolliHitiDu of the Corr^^tondmcf). Buraa, 
'"'-] iHKntfTbat nniilar acctiiint of the inci- 
^bL addiHi : '* Ton will ^e^ my iudignatiou 
I « ik "h"-fT fellow, who Doold alioat a hare 
miUt leaHa. when all of them have yoong 
•^1 md it gtre me no little g^loomy aatirfac- 
teiews the poor injond cnatare escape him." 
Ch 2d Jdb>. 17S|», Dr. Or^ory sent to 
Ba»> aomewtiM saparcnlioDS eriticbm. which 






■ 



») b 



' that i 



did I 



"flow 



~ and thai the rhynie of tbp fourth line 
' - ' ibiMiit liHl by ila diitance from the first. 
I ill! two tiil«r]>«B*d dose rhymei : " hence. 
'■; (Jncoy ia a good man. but he cradlivs 
^ ' I& B.)- Bonn's use of hi* staow vi 
i 1 1 |a«t lad lantaiive .- aod the effect of lua 
pm as MM of m<iTe frigidity. 



ludUaUcd be tbr murder-niming eye; 

Maj nrrcr pity aoutbe thee with a nigh, 

Virf twver plMauR' glad thy omel heart I 



Go !»»», poor wiuid<>rvr of tbp wood and 

Tbr bitti-r little that of lif« rcmuns I 
No tnon the thii^keniiig brakes and ver- 
dant plaiiu 

■IdUI bume, or food, or pastime 



Seek, mangled wretob, i 
Ho more of rest, but i 



' tby dying 



The sheltering rushes whistling u 
The i-'olil earth with thy bloody bosom 



Oft a» by winding Nitb I, musing, wait | 
The sober eve, or hail the cheerful da w 
I '11 miss tbee sporting o'er the dewy 

And curse the raBiau's aim, and mount 
tby hapless fate. 






Oy CROWNINR HIS 
ROXBUKGKSHIRC, 
OF BAYS 



When, in 1701, (he eiwntric Karl of Bo- 
ehaa instituted an nnnual festival in onimnem- 
oration of James Thomson, by crowning, with 
a wreath of bays, a bnst of the poet snrnioiiiit- 
ing the Ionic temple erected in bii honnar on 
Is in Drybnreh. be sent an iniitntino 
and suggested that he might eom- 
poae an ode. Bums was harvesting, and itinat 
needs decline : but. in regard to the seeonil half 
of the invitation, he (29tb Aogust. 1T!>I) w 
as follow*: " Voar lordship hint* at an oil* 
for the opcBMon ; but who woold write a ftw 
Collins T I ™id over hk vemw to the inen 
of Tbomaou and drnnired. I Bttenipt»d ll 
or fonr slaniiis. in the way of vHr.: ' 
shade of the Bard, on rrowiiini; his 
trouble your lordahip with the ■nclo 
of them, whieh. I am afmid, will Im 



the groun 
to Bums 



ng a proof h 

> would Oblif 

in closely model 



Or pranks the sod in frolic mood. 
Or luDM Eolian strains between: 
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II 



While Summer, with a matron grace, 
Retreats to Dryburgh's cooliog shade, 

Tet oft, delighted, stops to trace 
The progress of the spikey blade: 



III 



While Autumn, benefactor kind, 

By Tweed erects his aged head. 

And sees, with self-approving mind, 

Jiach creature on his bounty fed: 



IV 



While maniac Winter rages o'er 

The hills whence classic Tarrow flows. 

Rousing the turbid torrent's roar. 
Or sweeping, wild, a waste of snows : 



So long, sweet Poet of the year ! 

Shall bloom that wreath thou well has 
won; 
While Scotia, with exulting tear. 

Proclaims that Thomson was her son. 



ON THE LATE CAPTAIN 
GROSE'S PEREGRINATIONS 
THRO' SCOTLAND 

COLLECTING THE ANTIQUITIES OF 
THAT KINGDOM 

The son of Francis Groses a Swiss, who had 
settled as a jeweller at Richmond, Surrey, 
Francis Grose was bom at Ghreenford, Middle- 
sex, about 17t31 ; was educated as an artist, 
and exhibited at the Royal Academy ; in 1755 
became Richmond Herald ; was made Adju- 
tant in the Hampshire, and latterly Captain 
and Adjutant in the Surrey militias ; published 
Antiquities of England and Wales, 1773-1787 ; 
made the acquaintance of Bums during his an- 
tiquarian tonr in Scotland in 1789 (see ante, 
p. 90, headnote to 7am o' Shanter) ; published 
Antiquities of Scotland, 1789-1791 ; was au- 
thor of many treatises in different branches 
of antiquarian lore, as well as various miscel- 
laneous works — among them an excellent 
Dictionary of the Vulgar Tongue (1785) ; and 
died (of apoplexy) 12th May, 1791. His re- 
markable corpulence is suggested in the Epi- 
gram on Captain Francis Grose {aeepost, p. 186); 
and his wanderings are further denoted in the 



lively veises beginning *' Ken ye ongbt o* Ca 
tain Grose ?"" Q. 122). He had hk own ihi 
of humour, and was an ^ inimitable boon oo 
panion.'' 



Hear, Land o' Cakes, and brither Scots 
Frae Maidenkirk to Johnie Groat's, 
If there 's a hole in a' jour coats, 

I rede you tent it: 
A chield 's amang you takin notes, 

And faith he 11 prent it: 

II 

If in your bounds ye chance to light 
Upon a fine, fat, fodgel wight, 
O' stature short but genius bright. 

That 's he, mark weel: 
And wow ! he has an unco sleight 

O' cauk and keel. 

Ill 

By some auld, honlet-haunted biggin, 

Or kirk deserted by its rigein. 

It 's ten to ane ye '11 find nim snug in 

Some eldritch part, 
Wi' deils, they say. Lord safe 's ! colleag 

At some black art. 

IV 

Ilk ghaist that haunts auld ha' or cham< 
Ye gipsy-gang that deal in e^lamour, 
And you, deep-read in hell^ black gn 
mar, 

Warlocks and witches: 
Ye '11 quake at his conjdring hammer. 

Ye midnight bitches ! 



It 's tauld he was a sodg^r bred, 
And ane wad rather f a'n than fled ; 
But now he 's quat the spurtle-blade 

And dog-skin wallet. 
And taen the — Antiquarian trade, 

I think they call it. 

VI 

He has a fouth o' auld nick-nackets: 
Rusty aim caps and jinglin jackets 
Wad baud the Lothians three in tackeb 

A towmont g^id ; 
And parritch-pats and auld saut-backet; 

Before the Flood- 



SONG: ANNA, THY CHARMS 



f's fint fire be bos a cindar; 

Irain'i fire-flbool and feuder; 
I >li^tiu?^isbM tlie geader 



ipe Tou fttf fa 
U uf A<lani « pfailibee; 
nife thni njcket Abera craig 

He '11 prove yon fully, 
hnLdinfir jocteleg. 

Or lang-kiul gullie. 



r »ee bim in hU glee — 

glee and fun has be — - 

him dawa, and twa or three 

Guid feUom wi' him; 

O port I shine thou a wee, 

And then ye '11 sec him I 



the Pow'rs <•' Terse and prose I 

lUiuty chield, liroM I — 
o' thee iholl ill suppose, 

They aair mun' thee; 
111* nuoal by the nose, 

Wkd say, " Shame fa' thee. 



MISS CRUICKSHANK 

A VBRV YOUNG LADV 






horn tbeM lines 

the daui{bter ot tha wet's 

Willian CniicluWk, of the High 

tad iru theu abunt twelve 

<nn old. In JuTiD. IMM. sbe nur- 

UeiHlvnon. writer, of Jedbnreh. 

iaapilwi A Hiwbvii lit) my Eartf 

' pcwint piece HppiMirB to havu lieri 

I— •*!■ innrinitmu o' 

(J. nm. 



■d«r the 






Bowbnil, young and gay, 
I tint early May, 
' t£oa, lovely flower, 



Cliilly shrink in aletity shower t 
Never Boreas' hoary path. 
Never Euros' pois'nous breath. 
Never baleful stellnr lights. 
Taint thee with uutimeTy blights t 
Never, never reptile thief 
Riot on thy virgin leaf ! 
Nor even Sol too Beri'ely view 
Thy bosom blushing stilt with dew ! 



May'st tbou long, sweel 

Riobly deck thy native stem; 

""*" ^v'ning, sober, calm. 



ings. 



And ev'ry bird thy requiem sings, 
Thou, amid the dirgoful sound, 
Hhed thy dying honours round. 
And resign to parent Earth 
The lovelieBt form she e'er gave l»rth. 



SONG r ANNA. THY CHARMS 

ScoCt Douglas, on pUumlile eTidenoe, mn- 
jectnred that this song referred to a soeethiiart 
of Aleundor Cunningham, and that it waa a 
" viiurioas sSuiinn." Rii onnjeolare can diiit 
be fully subaUntiaUd. In an onpoblisbed pnrt 
<ifalettertuCnDntnKbani.4thMar. ITW.Bums 
wrots; " The pnbliiiber ot 7^ Star has Iwm 

nlite. He may find hia aeccnnt for it. thoufb 
•onld seom to put my name to a mwspaprr 
poem — one instance, indaed, excepted. Imean 
your two ntjunu. Had the lady kept her ehai^ 
iKter she shontd have kept my venss : hut » 
■ha has prostituted the one fby marrrinic in 
January. ITi^l. and no loogor made anvtbio^ of 
the other ; aa aenl them to Stnart as a' hnbe in 
my earnestness la be cleaied from the fool as- 

Demons rHpecting the D of O " fDuob- 

ofBordon]. ThepirceappearadinStnait'* 



ess of UordonJ. The piece ai 

Star. 18th April, ilm. Bnr _ 

copy to Un. Dunlop; "The foUovii^ is a 

^>^( iTtsprit of t' other da» on a despairii^ lover 
eading tne la see his Didcini^a. " 



AwMA, thy oIiarmB my bnsoni lire. 
And waste my soul with care: 

But ah I bow bootleea to admire 
When fated to despair t 



Tfet in thy preienoe, lovely Fair, 
To hop« m*y ha forgiven: 
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For sure 't were impious to despair 
So much in sight of Heaven. 



ON READING IN A NEWSPAPER 
THE DEATH OF JOHN M'LEOD, 
ESQ. 

BROTHER TO A YOUNG LADY, A PARTIC- 
ULAR FRIEND OF THE AUTHOR'S 

Bums made the acquaintance of Miss Isa- 
bella M ^Leod during his first visit to Edinburgh. 
Her brother, John M*Leod of Rasay — the 
representative of the main Lewis branch of the 
dan — died 20th July, 1787. In reference to 
other misfortunes of the family Bums wrote 
his Raving Winds around her Blowing, In a 
MB. note, ** This poetic compliment," he says, 
'* what few poetic compliments are, was from 
the heart" 



Sad thy tale, thou idle page, 

* And rueful thy alarms: 
Death tears the brother of her love 
From Isabella's arms. 

II 

Sweetly deckt with pearly dew 
The morning rose may blow ; 

But cold successive noontide blasts 
May lay its beauties low. 

Ill 

Fair on Isabella's mom 
The sun propitious smil'd; 

But, long ere noon, succeeding clouds 
Succeeding hopes beg^l'd. 

rv 

Fate oft tears the bosom-chords 
That Nature finest strung: 

So Isabella's heart was form'd. 
And so that heart was wrung. 



Dread Omnipotence alone 

Can heal the wound he gave — 

Can point the brimful, g^ef-worn eyes 
To scenes beyond the grave. 

VI 

Virtue's blossoms there shall blow, 
And fear no withering blast; 



There Isabella's spotless worth 
Shall happy be at last. 



THE HUMBLE PETITION OF 
BRUAR WATER 

TO THE NOBLE DUKE OF ATHOLE 

Bums spent two days with the famOy of 
the Duke of Atholl durins^ his northern tour 
in August, 1787 ; and in the GUnridddl Book, 
in which the Humble Petition is inscribed, he 
wrote : *^ God, who knows all things, knows 
how my heart aches with the throes of giati- 
tnde, whenever I recollect my reception 9t the 
noble house of Atholl." In a letter to "Pn- 
f essor Josiah Walker, enclosing the poem, he 
stated that ^* it was, at least the most part of 
it, the effusion of a half hour " at Broar. Bat, 
he adds, " I do not mean it was extempore, for 
I have endeavoured to brush it up as well as 
Mr. NicolPs chat and the jogging of the chaiie 
would allow." 



Mt lord, I know, your noble ear 

Woe ne'er assails in vain; 
Embolden'd thus, I beg you 11 hear 

Your humble slave complain, 
How saucy Fhcebus' scorching beams. 

In flaming summer-pride. 
Dry-withering, waste my foamy streams. 

And drink my crystal tide. 

II 

The lightly-jumping, glowrin trouts, 

That thro my waters play. 
If, in their random, wanton spouts. 

They near the margin stray; 
If, hapless chancel they linger lang, 

I 'm scorching up so shallow. 
They 're left the whitening stanes amaiig 

In gasping death to wallow. 

Ill 

Last day I grat wi' spite and teen, 

As Poet Burns came by. 
That, to a Bard, I should be seen 

Wi' half my channel dry; 
A panegyric rhyme, I ween, 

Ev'n as I was, he shor'd me; 
But had I in my glory been, 

He, kneeling, wad ador'd me. 
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IV 



Here, foaming down the skelvy rocks^ 

In twisting stren|^ I rin; 
There high mj hoihng torrent smokes, 

Wild-roaring o'er a linn: 
Enjoying large each spring and well. 

As Natnre gave them me, 
I am, altho' I say 't mysel, 

Worth gaan a mile to see. 



Would, then, my noble master please 

To grant my highest wishes. 
He '11 shade my banks wi' tow'ring trees 

And bonie spreading bashes. 
Delighted doubly then, my lord. 

Ton 11 wander on my Imnks, 
And listen monie a g^teful bird 

Return you tuneful thanks. 

VI 

The sober laverock, warbling wild. 

Shall to the skies aspire; 
The gowdspink. Music s gayest child. 

Shall sweetly join the choir; 
The blackbird strong, the lintwhite clear, 

The mayis mild and mellow. 
The robin, pensive Autumn cheer 

In all her locks of yellow. 

- VII 

This, too, a covert shall ensure 

To shield them from the storm; 
And coward maukin sleep secure, 

Low in her grassy form : 
Here shall the shepherd make his seat 

To weave his crown of flow'rs; 
Or find a shelt'ring, safe retreat 

From prone-descending show'rs. 

VIII 

And here, by sweet, endearing stealth, 

Shall meet the loving pair, 
Despising worlds with all their wealth. 

As empty idle care: 
The flow^ shall vie, in all their charms. 

The hour of beav'n to grace; 
And birks extend their frag^nt arms 

To screen the dear embrace. 

IX 

Here haply too, at vernal dawn, 
Some musing Bard may stray, 
And eye the smoking, dewy lawn 



And misty mountain grey; 
Or, by the reaper's nightly beam. 

Mild-chequering thro' the trees. 
Rave to my darkly dashing stream. 

Hoarse-swelling on the breeze. 



Let lofty firs and ashes cool 

My lowly banks o'erspread. 
And view, deep-bending in the pool. 

Their shadows' wat'ry bed: 
Let fragrant birks, in woodbines drest. 

My craggy cliffs adorn. 
And, for the little songster's nest. 

The close embow'ring thorn ! 

XI 

So may, old Scotia's darling hope. 

Tour little angel band 
Spring, like their fathers, up to prop 

Their honour'd native land 1 
So may, thro' Albion's farthest ken. 

To social-flowing glasses, 
The grace be : ** Athole's honest men 

And Athole's bonie lasses 1 " 



n 



ON SCARING SOME WATER- 
FOWL IN LOCH TURIT 

A WILD SCENE AMONG THE HILLS OF 
OUGHTERTYRE 

Thus presented in the Glenriddell Book MS. 

This was the prodnction of a solitary fore- 
noon^s walk from Oughtertyre House. I lived 
there, the g^est of Sir William Murray, for two 
or three weeks [October, 1787], and was much 
flattered by my hospitable reception. What a 
pity that the mere emotions of gratitude are so 
impotent in this world ! 'T is Incky that, as 
we are told, they will be of some avail in the 
world to come." 

Why, ye tenants of the lake, 
For me your wat'ry haunt forsake ? 
Tell me, fellow creatnres, why 
At my presence thus you fly ? 
Why disturb your social joys. 
Parent, filial, kindred ties ? — 
Common friend to you and me. 
Nature's gifts to all are free: 
Peaceful keep your dimpling wave. 
Busy feed, or wanton lave; 



98 ADDITIONS IN THE EDINBURGH EDITION OF 1793 



Or, beneath the sheltering rock, 
Bide the surg^g billow's shock. 

Conscious, blushine for our race, 
Soon, too soon, your fears I trace. 
Man, your proud, usurping foe, 
Woidd be lord of all below: 
Plumes himself in freedom's pride, 
Tyrant stern to all beside. 

The eagle, from the cliffy brow 
Marking you his prey below, 
In his breast no pity dwells, 
Strong necessity compels: 
But Man, to whom alone is g^v'n 
A ra^ direct from pitying lUav'n, 
Clones in his heart humane — 
And creatures for his pleasure slain I 

In these savage, liquid plains, 
Only known to wand'ring swains, 
Where the mossy riv'let strays 
Far from human haunts and ways, 
All on Nature you depend, 
And life's poor season peaceful spend. 

Or, if Man's superior might 
Dare invade your native right. 
On the lofty ether borne, 
Man with all his powers you scorn; 
Swiftly seek, on clanging wings. 
Other lakes, and other springs; 
And the foe you cannot brave, 
Scorn at least to be his slave. 



VERSES WRITTEN WITH A 
PENCIL 

OVER THE CHIMNEY-PIECE, IN THE PAR- 
LOUR OF THE INN AT KENMORE, TAY- 
MOUTH 

Bums visited Taymouth on 20th August, 
1787. The piece is inscribed in the GlennddeU 
Book in the hand of an amanuensis, with the 
following note by Bums : " I wrote this with 
a pencil over the chimney-piece in the parlour 
of the inn at Kenmore, at the outlet of Loch 
Tay." 

Admiring Nature in her wildest grace, 
These northern scenes with weary feet I 

trace; 
O'er many a winding dale and painful steep, 



Th' abodes of covey'd grooBe and timid 

sheep, 
My savi^ journey, cariouB, I pursue, 
Till fam^ Breadalbane opens to my yiew. 
The meeting cliffs each deepHNink glen 

divides: 
The woods, wild-scatter'd, clothe their 

ample sides; 
Th' outstretching lake, imbosomed 'mong 

the hills, 
The eye with wonder and amazement fills: 
The Tay meand'ring sweet in infant pride, 
The palace rising on his verdant side, 
The lawns wood-fring'd in Natoie's natiTe 

taste, 
The hillocks dropt in Nature's careleBS 

haste, 
The arches striding o'er the new-born 

stream. 
The village glittering in the noontide 

beam — 
• •••••••• 

Poetic ardors in my bosom swell, 
Lone wand'ring by the hermit's mossy cell; 
The sweeping theatre of hanging woods, 
Th' incessant roar of headlong tumbling 

floods — 

Here Poesy might wake her heav'n-taaght 

lyre. 
And look through Nature with creative 

fire; 
Here, to the wrongs of Fate half recofnefl'd, 
Misfortune's lighten'd steps might wander 

wild; 
And Disappointment, in these lonely bonnds, 
Find balm to soothe her bitter rankling 

wounds; 
Here heart-struck Grief might heav'nward 

stretch her scan, 
And in jur'd Worth forget and pardon man. 



LINES ON THE FALL OF FYERS 
NEAR LOCH NESS 

WRITTEN WITH A PENCIL ON THE SPOT 

Bums visited the Fall of Foyers on 5t2i 
September, 1787. In a note in the Gleterid- 
dell Book, where the poem is inscribed by 
an amanuensis, " I composed these lines/* be 
wrote, " standing on the brink of the hideous 
cauldron below the waterfall.'* 
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Among the heftthy hills and ragged woods 
The roaring Fyers poors his mossy floods; 
Tin full he dashes on the rocky mounds, 
Wbeie, thro' a shapeless breach, his stream 

resounds. 
Ai high in air the bursting torrents flow, 
Af deep recoiling surges K>am below, 
Prose down the rock the whitening sheet 

deseends. 
And Tiewless Echo's ear, astonish'd, rends. 
Dim-eeen through rising mists and cease- 
leas shoir rs, 
Hielioary cavern, wide-surrounding, lours: 
Still thro' the gap the struggling river 

toils, 
And itill, below, the horrid caldron boils — 



ON THE BIRTH OF A POSTHU- 
MOUS CHILD 

BOtN IN PECULIAR CIRCUMSTANCES 
OF FAMILY DISTRESS 

!■ Um Gienriddeil Book — where the poem 
'^ iBNtibed — Boms explains that it is " on 
^ birth of Mods. Henri, posthamous child to 
* MooL Henri, a gentleman of family and 
'wtQe from Switzerland ; who died in three 
^71' illnw, leaving his lady, a sbter of Sir 
WDM Wallace, in her sixUi month of this 
Wrfint child. The lady and her family were 
liHieslar friends of the author (she was a 
m^kbar of Mrs. Donlop). The child was 
boca m Norember, *90." On receiving the 
>«vi of the birth Bums wrote to Mrs. Donlop : 
**Hov could such a mercurial creature as a 
pH hmpishly keep his seat on receipt of the 
W lews from his best friend ? I seized my 
|iH-lieaded \^Kng9e rod — an instrument indis- 
P<>nbly neeeasary — in my left hand, in the 
*^neat of inspiration and rapture ; and stride, 
'•'Wt — quick and quicker — out skipt I 
**oi|^ the broomy banks of Nith to muse oyer 
*7 joy by retaiL To keep within the bounds 
^ prose was impossible. ... I, almost extem- 
P°f«t poored out to him in the following 



SvntT flow'ret, pledge o' meikle love, 
And ward o' monie a prayer, 

(Hiat heart o' stane waa thou na moye, 
Ste helpless, sweet, and fair ! 



II 



November hirples o'er the lea, 
Chill, on thy lovely form; 

And gane, alas ! the sheltering tree, 
Should shield thee frae the storm. 



Ill 



^ay He who gives the rain to poor, 
And wings the blast to blaw. 

Protect thee frae the driving shower, 
The bitter frost and snaw ! 



IV 



May He, the friend of Woe and Want, 
Who heals life's various stounds, 

Protect and guard the mother plant. 
And heal her cruel wounds ! 



But late she flourish'd, rooted fast, 
Fair on the summer mom. 

Now feebly bends she in the blast, 
Unshelter'd and forlorn. 

VI 

Blest be thy bloom, thou lovely gem, 
Unscath'd by ruffian hand ! 

And from thee many a parent stem 
Arise to deck our land ! 



THE WHISTLE 



A BALLAD 



Thus prefaced by Bums : ^* As the authen- 
tic Prose history of the Whistle is curious, I 
shall here g^ve it. In the train of Anne of 
Denmark, when she came to Scotland with our 
James the Sixth, there came over also a Danish 
gentleman of gig^antic stature and g^at prow- 
ess, and a matchless champion of Bacchus. He 
had a little ebony Whistle, which, at the com- 
mencement of the orgies, he laid on the table ; 
and whoever was last able to blow it, every- 
body eke beings disabled by the potency of the 
bot^e, was to carry off the Whistle, as a trophy 
of victory. The Dane produced eredentiaU of 
his victories, vithout a single defeat, at the 
courts of Copenhag«n, Stockholm, Moscow, 
Warsaw, and several of the petty courts in 
Germany ; and challenge the Scots Baccha- 
nalians to the alternative of trying his prow- 
ess, or else of acknowledg^ing their inferiority. 
After many overthrows on the part of the 



100 ADDITIONS IN THE EDINBURGH EDITION OF 1793 



Soots, the Dane was encountered by Sir Robert 
Lanrie of Mazwelton, ancestor to the present 
worthy baronet of that name ; who, after Uiree 
days and three nights* hard contest, left the 
Scandinavian under the table, * and blew on 
the Whistle his requiem shrill/ 

** Sir Walter, son to Sir Robert before men- 
tioned, i^terwards lost the Whistle to Walter 
Riddell of Olenriddell, who had married a 
sister of Sir Walter*s. On Friday, the 10th 
October, 1790, at FriaraOarse, the Whistle was 
once more contended for, as related in the 
Ballad, by the present Sir Robert Laurie of 
Maacweltou ; Robert Riddell, Esq., of Glenrid- 
dell, lineal descendant and representatiye of 
Walter Riddell, who won the Whistle, and in 
whose family it had continued; and Alexan- 
der Ferguson, Esq., of Graigdarrooh, likewise 
desoended of the great Sir Robert, which last 
gentleman carried off the hard-won honors of 
the field.*' 

In this Prefatory Note Bums misdates the 
contest by a year, as is proved by (1) the date 
jof a letter— 16th October, 1789 — to Captain 
Riddell, in which he refers to the contest of 
the evening ; and (2) by the memorandum of 
the " Bett," now in the possession of Sir Robert 
Jardine of Castlemilk, first published in Notes 
and Queries f Second Series, vol. z. (1860), p. 
423: — 

DOQUET 

The original Bett between Sir Robert Laurie and 
Craigdaxroch, for the noted Whistle, which i« so much 
celebrated by Robert Buma* Poema — in which Bett I 
was named Judge — 1789. 

The Bett decided at Carae — 16th October, 1789. 

Won by Craigdarroch — he drank upds. of 5 Bottles 
of Claret. 

MEMORANDUM FOR THE WHISTLE 

Tlie Whistle gained by Sir Robert Laurie (now) in 
possession of Mr. Riddell of Olenriddell, is to be ascer- 
tained to the heirs of the said Sir Robert now existing, 
being Sir R. L., Mr. R. of O., and Mr. F. of C. —to be 
settled under the arbitration of Mr. Jn. M*Murdo : the 
business to be decided at Carse, the 16th of October, 
1789. 

(Signed) Alsx. FsBoirsoif. 
R. Laubib. 

ROBT. RiDDKLL. 
COWHILL, lOth October, 1789. 

John M^Murdo accepts as Judge. 
0<>o. Johnston witness, to be present. 
Patrick Miller witness, to be pre. if possible. 

Minute of Bett between Sir Robert Laurie and 
Cnugdarroch, 1789. 

The question whether or not Bums was 
present has been hotly debated. The refer- 
ences in his letter on the day of the fiight, as 
well as the terms of the " Bett,** seem to show 



that, tradition notwithstanding, he was not. But 
there are no data for an absolute conolaBoii. For 
the stanza, see ante, p. 79, Prsf atoiy Note to 
No Churchman Am I. 



I SING of a Whistle, a Whistle of worth, 
I sing of a Whistle, the pride of the North, 
Was brought to the court of our good 

Scottish King, 
And long with thu Whistle all Sootland 

shall ring. 

II 

Old Loda, still rueing the arm of ilngal, 

The €rod of the Bottle sends down from 
his hall: 

** This Whistle 's your challenge, to Scot- 
land get o'er. 

And drink them to Hell, Sir ! or ne'er see 
me more I " 

III 

Old poets have sung, and old chronicles 

tell, 
What champions ventured, what champions 

fell: 
The son of great Loda was conqueror still. 
And blew on the Whistle their requiem 

shrill. 

IV 

Till Robert, the lord of the Cairn and the 

Scaur, 
Unmatched at the bottle, unconquer'd in 

war. 
He drank his poor god-ship as deep as the 

sea; 
No tide of the Baltic e'er drunker than 

he. 



Thus Robert, victorious, the trophy has 
gain'd; 

Which now iu his house has for ages re- 
mained; 

Till three noble chieftains, and all of his 
blood, 

The jovial contest ag^in have renew'd. 

VI 

Three joyous good fellows, with hearts 

clear of flaw; 
Craigdarroch, so famous for wit, worth, 

and law; 
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And trusty Glenriddely so skilled in old 

coins; 
And gallant Sir Robert, deep-read in old 

wines. 

VII 

Cnigdsrroch began, with a tongue smooth 

as oil, 
Desbing Glenriddel to yield up the spoil; 
Or elM he would muster the heads of the 

clan. 
And oDce more, in claret, try which was 

the man. 

VIII 

''By the gods of the ancients ! " Glenriddel 

replies, 
** Before i surrender so glorious a prize, 
111 conjure the ghost of the great Rone 

More, 
And bumper his horn ¥rith him twenty 

times o'er." 

IX 

^ Bobert, a soldier, no speech would pre- 
tend. 

But he ne'er tum'd his back on his foe, or 
his friend; 

^:— "Toss down the Whistle, the prize 
of the field," 

And, knee-deep in claret, he 'd die ere he 'd 
yield. 

X 

To tbe board of Glenriddel our heroes re- 

footed for drowning of sorrow and care; 
Bot for wine and for welcome not more 

known to fame 
Ton the sense, wit, and taste, of a sweet 

lovely dame. 

XI 

A Bard was selected to witness the fray, 
Aiwtell future ages the feats of the day; 
A Bard who detested all sadness and 
. "plecn. 

Am wish'd that Parnassus a yineyard had 
been. 

XII 

ITie dinner being over, the claret they ply. 
And er'ry new cork is a new spring of loy ; 
in tbe bands of old friendship and kindred 
so set. 



And the bands grew the tighter the more 
they were wet 

XIII 

Gay Pleasure ran riot as bumpers ran o'er; 
Bright Phcebus ne'er witness'd so joyous a 

core, 
And yow'd that to leave them he was quite 

forlorn, 
Till Cynthia hinted he'd see them next 

mom. 

XIV 

Six bottles a-piece had well wore out the 

night, 
When giOlant Sir Robert, to finish the fight, 
Tum'd o'er in one bumper a bottle of red, 
And swore 't was the way that their ances- 
tor did. 

XV 

Then worthy Glenriddel, so cautious and 

sage. 
No longer the warfare ungodly would wage: 
A high Ruline; Elder to wallow in wine ! 
He left the S>ul business to folks less di- 



vme. 



XVI 



The gallant Sir Robert fought hard to the 

end; 
But who can with Fate and quart bumpers 

contend ? 
Though Fate said, a hero should perish in 

light; 
So uprose bright Phcebus — and down fell 

the knight. 

XVII 

Next uprose our Bard, like a prophet in 

drink : — 
*^ Craigdarroch, thou 'It soar when creation 

shall sink I 
But if thou would flourish immortal in 

rhyme. 
Come — oue bottle more — and have at the 

sublime ! 

XVIII 

** Thy line, that have struggled for freedom 

with Bruce, 
Shall heroes and patriots ever produce: 
So thine be the laurel, and mine be the bay; 
The field thou hast won, by yon bright God 

of Day!" 



/ 
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[Thb poems included in this general division 
were gauered for the Centenary Edition from 
various periodicalsi from the seyeral series of 
txaots by Stewart and Meikle, Glasgow, ori- 



ginally pnbUshed at a penny or twopence each, 
nom similar cheap pn blicataons, from the mote 
or less complete editions of Bnms's works, and 
from manuscripts not before printed.] 



THE JOLLY BEGGARS 

A CANTATA 

The Bums of this " poissant and splendid 
production," as Matthew Arnold calls it — this 
irresistible presentation of humanity caught in 
the act and summarised for ever in the terms 
of art — comes into line with diyers poets of 
repute, from our own Dekker and John 
Fletcher to the singer of les Gueux (1813) and 
le Vieux Vagabond (1830), and approves himself 
their master in the matter of such qualities 
as humour, visionf lyrical potency, deflcriptiye 
style, and the faculty of swift, dramatic pre- 
sentation to a purpose that may not be gain- 
said. It was suggested by a chance visit (in 
company with Richmond and Smith) to the 
** doss-house " of Poosie Nansie, as Agnes Gib- 
son was nicknamed (see post^ p. 334, Note to 
Recitative I, line 9), in the Cowgate, Mauchline. 
This **ken" stood direcUy opposite Johnie 
Dow's tavern (The Whitefoord Arms). Thence 
issuing, the three friends heard a sound of rev- 
elry at Poosie Nansie^s, whose company they 
joined. And a few days afterwards Bums re- 
cited several bits of the cantata to Richmond. 

RECITATIVO 



When lyart leaves bestrew the yird, 
Or, wavering like the bauckie-bird. 

Bedim cauld Boreas' blast; 
When bailstanes drive wi' bitter skyte, 
And infant frosts begin to bite. 

In hoary cranreuch drest; 
Ae night at e'en a merry core 

O' randie, gangrel bodies 
In Poosie-Nansie's held the splore, 
To drink their orra daddies: 
Wi' quaffing and laughing 

They ranted an' tney sang, 
Wi' jumping an' thumping 
The vera girdle rang. 



n 

First, niest the fire, in auld red rags 
Ane sat, weel brac'd wi' mealj bags 

And knapsack a' in order; 
His dozy lay ¥rithin his arm; 
Wi' osqnebae an' blankets warm. 

She blinket on her sodger. 
An' ay he gies the tozie &ib 

The tither skelpin kiss, 
While she held up her greedy gab 
Just like an aumous dish: 
Ilk smack still did crack still 

Like onie cadger's whap; 
Then, swaggering an' staggering, 
He roar'd this ditty up: — 



AIR 



Tune: Soldiers Joy 



I am a son of Mars, who have been in many 
wars. 
And show my cuts and scars wherever I 
come: 
This here was for a wench, and that other 
in a trench 
When welcoming the French at the 
sound of the drum. 

Lai de dandle, etc 

II 

My prenticeship I past, where my leader 
breath'd his last, 
When the bloody die was cast on the 
heights of Abdun; 
And I servM out my trade when the gal- 
lant game was play 'd. 
And the Moro low was laid at the sound 
of the drum. 
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III 

I lastlj was with Curtis among the floating 
bati'ries. 
And there I left for witness an arm and 
a limb; 
Tet let my ooantry need me, with Eliott to 
head me 
I 'd clatter on my stamps at the sound 
of the dram. 

IV 

And now, tho' I mast beg with a wooden 
arm and leg 
And many a tatter'd rag hanging over 
my bum, 
I 'na as happy with my wallet, my bottle, 
and mv caUet 
As when I us'd in scarlet to follow a 
dram. 

V 

Whmi tho' with hoary locks I must stand 
the winter shocks, 
Beneath the woods and rocks oftentimes 
for a home ? 
^^b«a the tother bag I sell, and the tother 
bottle tell, 
r oould meet a troop of Hell at the sound 
of adrom. 

Lai de daudle, etc. 

RECITATIVO 

He ended; and the kebars sheuk 

'AbooQ the chorus roar; 
^ lule fris^ted rattons backward leak, 

Aa> ieek the benmost bore: 

^*7 flddler frae the neuk, 
|He skiri'd out Encore I 
^^ itp aroae the martial chuck, 

An'^laid the loud uproar: — 



I 



AIR 
Tu?fB: Soitger LaddU 



I Qoee was a maid, tho' I cannot tell when, 
Asd itfl] my delight is in proper young 

men. 
Some one of a troop of dragoons was my 

daddie: 
Xo tender I *m fond of a sodger laddiel 

Sing, lal de dal, etc. 



II 

The first of my loves was a swaggering 

blade: 
To rattle the thundering drum was his 

trade; 
His leg was so tight, and his cheek was so 

ruddv. 
Transported. I was with my sodger laddie. 

Ill 

But the godly old chaplain left him in the 

lurch; 
The sword I forsook for the sake of the 

church; 
He riskM the soul, and I ventur'd the 

body: 
Twas then I prov'd false to my sodger 

laddie. 

IV 

Full soon I grew sick of my sanctified sot; 
The regiment at large for a husband I 



got; 
theeil 



From ue eilded spontoon to the fife I was 

ready: 
I askM no more but a sodger laddie. 



But the Peace it reduc'd me to beg in de- 
spair. 

Till I met my old boy in a Cunningham 
Fair; 

His rags regimental they fluttered so gaudy: 

My heart it rejoic'd at a sodger lad£e. 

VI 

And now I have liv'd — I know not how 
long! 

But stiU I can join in a cup and a song; 

And whilst with both hanos I can hold the 
glass steady. 

Here 's to thee, my hero, my sodger lad- 
die ! 

Sing, lal de dal, eto. 



RECITATIVO 

Poor Merry- Andrew in the neuk 
Sat guzzling wi' a tinkler-hizzie ; 

They mind 't na wha the chorus teuk. 
Between themselves they were sae busy. 
At length, wi' drink an' courting dizzy. 
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He stoiter'd up an' made a &oe; 

Then tarn'a an* laid a smack on Grizzle, 
Syne tun'd his pipes wi' grave grimace: — 



AIR 



Tune : Auid Sir Symon 



Sir Wisdom 's a fool when he 's fou; 

Sir Knave is a fool in a session: 
He *s there but a prentice I trow, 

But I am a fool by profession. 

II 

My grannie she bought me a beak, 
An' I held awa to the school: 

I fear I my talent misteuk, 
But whi^ will ye hae of a fool ? 

Ill 

For drink I wad venture my neck; 

A hizzie 's the half of my craft: 
But what could ye other expect 

Of ane that 's avowedly daft ? 

IV 

I ance was tyed up like a stirk 
For civilly swearine^ and quafiBng; 

I ance was abus'd i' the kirk 
For towsing a lass i' my daffin. 



Poor Andrew that tumbles for sport 
Let naebody name wi' a jeer: 

There 's even, I 'm tauld, i' the Court 
A tumbler ca'd the Premier. 

VI 

Observed ye yon reverend lad 
Mak faces to tickle the mob ? 

He rails at our mountebank squad — 
It 's rivalship just i' the job I 

VII 

And now my conclusion 1 11 tell, 
For faith ! I *m confoundedly dry: 

The cbiel that 's a fool for himsel, 
Guid Lord I he 's far daf ter than I. 



RECITATIVO 

Then niest outspak a raucle carlin, 
Wha kent fu' weel to deck the sterlin. 



For monie a pursie she had hook^ 
An' had in monie a well been donk^ 
Her love had been a Highland laddie. 
But weary fa' the waefvr woodie ! 
Wi' siehs an' sobs she thus began 
To wa3 her braw John ^'g^^^'^wnaw — 



AIR 



Tune : O An' Ye Were Dead, Guidman 



A Hifi^hland lad my love was bom. 
The Calland laws he held in soom. 
But he still was f aithfu' to his clan. 
My gallant, braw Johp. HigUandman. 



CHORUS 

Sing hey my braw John Highlandman I 
Sing ho my braw John Highlandman I 
There 's not a lad in a' the Ian' 
Was match for my John Highlandman I 

II 

With his philibeg, an* tartan plaid. 
An' euid claymore down by bis side. 
The ladies' hearts he did trepan. 
My gallant, braw John Highlandman. 

Ill 

We rane^d a' from Tweed to Spey, 
An' liv'd like lords an' ladies gay. 
For a Lalland face he feared none. 
My gallant, braw John Highlandman. 

IV 

They banish'd him beyond the sea, 
But ere the bud was on the tree, 
Adown my cheeks the pearls ran. 
Embracing my John Highlandman. 



But, Och ! they catch*d him at the 
And bound him in a dungeon fast. 
My curse upon them every one — 
They 've hang'd my braw John HighB- 
man ! 

VI 

And now a widow I must mourn 
The pleasures that will ne'er return ; 
No comfort but a hearty can 
When I think on John Highlandman. 



THE JOLLY BEGGARS 



loS 



CHORUS 



mg be J m J braw John Hiffhlandman I 
Jig ho my braw John Highlandman ! 
bere 's not a lad in a' the Ian' 
'u match for my John Highlandman ! 



RECITATIVO 



.pigmy aeraper on a fiddle, 

\ntk Qs'd to trystes an' fairs to driddle, 

[cr itnppin lunb an' gawsie middle 

(He reaoh'd nae higher) 
lad herd hia h^trtie like a riddle, 

An' blawn 't on fire. 

II 

STf Inad on hainch and upward e'e, 
He crooo'd hia gamat, one, two, three, 
^^ in an arioto key 

The wee Apollo 
Set off wi' aUegretio glee 

His ffi^ solo: — 



AIR 



X'unb: WkistU Owrt the Lav€ Ot 



T^f tue ryke up to dight that tear; 
^, ^<o wi' me an' be my dear, 
^^lien your every care an' fear 
^^^ whistle owre the lave o't 



I 



CHORUS 



, ^-^n a fiddler to my trade, 
J„^* a' the tones that e'er I play'd, 
^^^ sweetest still to wife or maid 
VTas WhMe (here the Lave O't 

II 

• ,^i^Tns an' weddins we 'se be there, 
? ^ni, sae nicely 's we will fare ! 
'^.^1 bowse about till Daddie Care 
^*«^g WhistU Owre the Lave at, 

HI 

S*^ tsjerrily the banes we 11 pyke, 
Xn^ son oorsels about the dyke; 
M^at our leisure, when ye like, 
^«T1 — whistle owre the lave o't ! 



IV 

But bless me wi' your heav'n o' charms, 
An' while I kittle hair on thairms, 
Hunger, cauld, an' a' sic harms 
May whistle owre the lave o't. 

CHORUS 

I am a fiddler to my trade. 
An' a' the tunes that e'er I play'd. 
The sweetest still to wife or maid 
Was Whistle Owre the Lave (ft. 



RECITATIVO 



Her charms had struck a sturdy caird 

As weel as poor gut4craper; 
He taks the fiddler by the beard, 

An' draws a roosty rapier; 
He swoor bv a' was swearing worth 

To speet iiim like a pliver. 
Unless he would from that time forth 

Relinquish her for ever. 

II 

Wi' ghastly e'e poor Tweedle-Dee 

Upon his hunkers bended, 
An' pray'd for grace wi' ruefu' face. 

An' sae the quarrel ended. 
But tho' his little heart did grieve 

When round the tinkler prest her. 
He feign'd to snirtle in his sleeve 

When thus the caird address'd her: 



AIR 



Tune : Clout tht Cauldron 



My bonie lass, I work in brass, 

A tinkler is my station; 
I 've travell'd round all Christian ground 

In this my occupation; 
I 've taen the gold, an' been enrolled 

In many a noble squadron; 
But vain they search d when off I maroh'd 

To go an' clout the cauldron. 

II 

Despise that shrimp, that wither'd imp, 
With a' his noise an' cap'rin, 
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An' take a share wi' those that bear 

The budget and the apron I 
And by that stowp, my faith an' houpe ! 

And by that dear Kilbaigie I 
If e'er ye want, or meet wi' scant, 

May i ne'er- weet my craigie I 



RECITATIVO 



The caird prevail'd: th' unblushing fair 

In his embraces sunk, 
Partly wi' love o'eroome sae sair, 

An' partly she was drunk. 
Sir Violiuo, with an air 

That show'd a man o' spunk, 
Wish'd unison between the pair. 

An' made the bottle clunk 

To their health that night. 

II 

But hurchin Cupid shot a shaft, 

That play'd a dame a shavie: 
The fid<Uer rak'd her fore and aft 

Behint the chicken cavie; 
Her lord, a wight of Homer's craft, 

Tho' limpin' wi' the spavie, 
He hirpl'd up, an' lap like daft, 

An' shor'd them "Dainty Davie " 
O' boot that night. 

Ill 

He was a care-defying blade 

As ever Bacchus listed I 
Tho' Fortune sair upon him laid, 

His heart, she ever miss'd it. 
He had no wish but — to be glad, 

Nor want but — when he thristed. 
He hated nought but — to be sad; 

An' thus the Muse suggested 
His sang that night. 



AIR 



Tune: For A' That, An* A^ That 



I am a Bard, of no reeard 
Wi' gentle folks an a' that. 

But Homer-like the glowrin byke, 
Frae town to town I draw that. 



CHORUS 



For a' that, an' a' that, 

An' twice as maokle 's a' that, 
I 've lost but ane, I 've twa behin', 

I 've wife enengh for a' that. 



II 



I never drank the Muses' stank, 
Castalia's bum, an' a' that; 

But there it streams, an' richly reaniB 
My Helicon I ca' that. 



Ill 



Great love I bear to a' the^fair. 
Their humble slave an' a' that; 

But lordly will, I hold it still 
A mortal sin to thraw that. 



IV 



In raptures sweet this hour we meet 
Wi' mutual love an' a' that; 

But for how lang the file may 8tang» 
Let inclination law that I 



Their tricks an' craft hae put me daft. 
They 've taen me in, an' a' that; 

But cl^)Eir your decks, an' here 's the Sexl 
I like the jads for a' that. 

CHORUS 

For a' that, an' a that. 

An' twice as muckle 's a' that, 

Mydearest bluid, to do them guid. 
They 're welcome till 't for a' that! 

RECITATIVO 

So sung the Bard, and Nansie's wa's 
Shook with a thunder of applause, 
•Re-echo'd from each mouth I 
They toom'd their pocks, they pawn'< 

their duds. 
They scarcely left to coor their f uds. 

To quench their lowin drouth. 
Then owre again the jovial thrang 

The Poet did request 
To lowse his pack, an' wale a sang, 
A ballad o' the best: 
He rising, rejoicing 

Between his twa Deborahs, 
Looks round him, an' found them 
Impatient for the chorus : — 



THE TWA HERDS: OR, THE HOLY TULYIE 



107 



AIR 



Tune : JoUy Mortals, Fill Your Glasses 



See the smoking bowl before us I 
Mark our jovial, ragged ring ! 

Round and round take up the chorus. 
And in raptures let us sing: 

CHORUS 

A fie for those by law protected I 
Liberty's a glorious feast, 

Courts for cowards were erected. 
Churches built to please the priest I 

II 

What is title, what is treasure, 

What is reputation's care ? 
If we lead a life of pleasure, 

'T is no matter how or where I 

III 

With the ready trick and fable 
Bound we wander all the day; 

And at night in bam or stable 
Hug our doxies on the hay. 

IV 

Does the train-attended carriage 
Thro' the country lighter rove ? 

Does the sober bed of marriage 
Witness brighter scenes of love ? 



Life is all a variorum. 

We regard not how it goes; 
Let them prate about decorum. 

Who have character to lose. 

VI 

Here 's to budeets, bags, and wallets ! 

Here 's to all the wandering train ! 
Here 's our ragged brats and callets ! 

One and all, cry out, Amen ! 

CHORUS 

A fig for those by law protected ! 

Ldberty 's a glorious feast, 
Courts for cowards were erected. 

Churches built to please the priest I 



SATIRES AND VERSES 

THE TWA HERDS: OR, THE 
HOLY TULYIE 

AN UNCO MOURNFU' TALE 

BlookheadB with reaion wicked wito abhor, 
But fool with fool ia bftrb«roiu dTil war. 

Pon. 

This piece and the two next, Hoiy Willie's 
Prayer^ and The Kirk's Alarm — with three 
printed before, The Holy Fair, p. 9, The Ad- 
dress to the Deily p. 12, aud The Ordination^ p. 
63, — constitute what is certainly the most bril- 
liant series of assaults ever delirered against the 
practical bigotry of the Kirk. Bums suffered 
by them in reputation during his life and long 
afterwards. Even his most amicable critics 
have generally failed to appreciate, or at least 
to indicate, their true significance, and have 
deemed it seemly to qualify admiration of 
their oleTemess with apologies for their irreye- 
rence. But, irreverent or not, they did for 
the populace much the same service as was 
done by the Essay oA Mirades for the class of 
light and leading, and have proved an endur- 
ing antidote against the peculiar superstitions 
with which tiie many Scots afflicted them- 
selves so desperately and so long. 

^^ The following,*' wrote Bums in a note to 
a MS. copy, now in the British Museum, *^ was 
the first of my poetical productions that saw 
the light. I gave a copy of it to a particular 
friend of mine, who was very fond of these 
things, and told him * I did not know who 
was the author, but that I had got a copy of it 
by accident.' The occasion was a bitter and 
shameless quarrel between two Rev. gentle- 
men, Moodie of Riccarton and Russell of Kil- 
marnock. It was at the time when the hue 
and cry against patronage was at its worst." 
After a similar account in the Autobiographi- 
cal Letter to Dr. Moore he adds : ^' With a 
certain set of both clergy and laity it met with 
a roar of applause.'' Tlie quarrel was about V 
parochial boundaries, and in the discussion of 
the question, says Lockhart, " the reverend 
divines, hitherto sworn friends and associates, 
lost all command of temper, and abused each 
other coram populo, with a fiery virulence of 
personal invective such as has long been 
banished from all popular assemblies, wherein 
the laws of courtesy are enforced by Uiose of a 
certain unwritten code." 



O a' ye pious godly flocks, 
Weel feci on pastures orthodox. 
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Wha now will keep yon frae the fox 

Or wonying tykes ? 

Or wha will tent the waifs an' crocks 

About the dykes ? 

n 

The twa best herds in a' the wast, 
That e'er gae gospel horn a blast 
These five an' twenty simmers past — 

O, dool to tell ! — 
Hae had a bitter, black out-cast 

Atween themsel. 

Ill 

O Moodie, man, an' wordy Russell, 
How could you raise so vile a bustle ? 
Te 11 see how New-Light herds will whistle, 

An' think it fine ! 
The Lord's cause gat na sic a twistle 

Sin' I hae min'. 

IV 

O Sirs f whae'er wad hae ezpeckit 
Your duty ye wad sae negleckit ? 
Ye wha were no by lairds respeckit 

To wear the plaid, 
But by the brutes themselves eleckit 

To be their guide I 



What flock wi' Hoodie's flock could rank, 
Sae hale an' hearty every shank ? 
Nae poison'd, soor Arminian stank 

He let them taste; 
But Calvin's fountainhead they drank — 

O, sic a feast ! 

VI 

The thummart, wilcat, brock, an' tod 
Weel kend his voice thro' a' the wood; 
He smell'd their ilka hole an' road, 

Baith out and in ; 
An' weel he lik'd to shed their bluid 

An' sell their skin. 

VII 

What herd like Russell tell'd his tale ? 
His voice was heard thro' muir and dale; 
He kend the Lord's sheep, ilka tail, 

O'er a' the height; 
An' tell'd gin they were sick or hale 

At the first sight. 

VIII 

He fine a mangy sheep could scrub; 
Or nobly swing the gospel club; 



Or New-Light herds oonld nicely drub 

And pay their skin; 

Or hing them o'er the boming dub 

Or heave them in. 

IX 

Sio twa — O, do I live to see 't ? — 
Sic famous twa sud disagree 't, 
An' names like villain, hypocrite, 

Ilk ither gi'en. 
While New-Light herds wV laughin spitei 

Say neither 's liein ! 

X 

A' ye wha tent the gospel fanld. 
Thee, Duncan deep, an Peebles shanl'. 
But chiefly great apostle Anld, 

We trust in thee. 
That thou wilt work them hot an' canld 

Till they agree I 

XI' 

Consider, sirs, how we 're beset: 
There 's scarce a new herd that we get 
But comes frae 'mang that cursed set 

I winna name: 
I hope frae heav'n to see them yet 

In fiery flame I 

XII 

Dalrymple has been lang our fae, 
M'Gill has wrought us meikle wae. 
An' that curs'd rascal ca'd M'Quhae, 

An' baith the Shaws, 
That aft hae made us black an' blae 

Wi' vengefu' paws. 

XIII 

Auld Wodrow lang has hatch'd mischief; 
We thought ay death wad bring relief. 
But he has gotten to our g^ef 

Ane to succeed him, 
A chield wha '11 soundlv buff our beef — 

I meikle dread hixn. 

XIV 

An' monie mae that I could tell, 
Wha fain would openly rebel, 
Forby turn-eoats amaug oursel: 

There 's Smith for ane — 
I doubt he 's but a greyneck still. 

An' that ye 11 fin' I 

XV 

O a' ye fiocks o'er a' the hills, 

By mosses, meadows, moors, an' fells. 



HOLY WILLIE'S PRAYER 






XVI 

a Ortbodoiy ;et maj' prance, 
t* Lenmuig in B woodir aance, 
* " ' fell cur cn'd Contmou-scnse, 
Tliat bito) sue adt, 
h'd oVr the (tea Co France — 
Let him bark tbi^rc I 



n Shaw'i an' D'rjmple'e eloqiieiice, 
jil]'» oluse, DcrvouB excetlcuce, 
'i jiathetic, manlr sense, 
Ad' guid M'Matb 
* tbi«* the beart can brawly gltuioe, 
May a' |)ack aS I 



HOLY WILLIES PRAYER 



'^> lui-rlneator in tlua aunuiDf* achisT*- 
""'' III ..iiire. ilii> auuhla* parody of Citl. 
■'-"■ir jiii-riBiaaon — «> nice, m> eiqtii«ite in 
' 'lil, yj iitrrwhabniiiK in effect — vu n oer- 
'■'■1 HillUiu Fshsr. aoa of Andrew t1«her, 
'•Ti»t u UontK»n«aod. Ayrshire, bom i 



of MuucMitu^, and much and juatiy famed for 
that poleinitiilvhiittcriug which ends ill tippling | 

orthodoxy, and for that spiritiukliiod bawdry ' 

which refinea to liqaoriafa deyotion. In a sw- | 

•tonal proceH with a centleman in Manchline 
-a Ur. Oa^ UamUton — ff °/ji »'Ulif and 
lis print. Father Auld, after fall hearin); in 
the Presbytery of Ayr, came off but ihhioihI 
beat, owing portly to the oratorical puwen of 
Mr, Robert Aiken, Mr. Hamilton'* oouiael i 
but chiefly to Mr. Hamilton'* beii^ one ot 
the nioiil incpTDSobable and truly recpectable 
chaiBClen in the coanlry. On losing bis pro- i 

cvBB. the mnne oTerheatd him at his devollou*. | 

US follows." A Presbytecial deciaion in fafour i 

i>f Hnmilton «a* given in January. 178.'). The ■ ' 
Snmon appealed to the Kynnd. but was at laM | 

constrained to grant Uamillon a certificate, 
nth July, llSii: to (he effect that he was 
" free from public acandal ur gronud of ohurcb 
cennue known to ua." 



O Thou that in the Heavens does dwal 
Wha, as <t pleases best TbyBel, 
Sends sue to Heaven an' ten to Hell 
A' for Thy glor^, 
I 00 for onie guid or ill 

They 've dono before T 



J. ITS 



isfslliei 



.t Mont- 



~ <niaiiif , Mtd afterwards I«iuuitcd the farm 



_ , , ,p. 336, note t-> 
I Bttdi. 8taiua i. 1. 3) in his rieid 
— n illaans of the pariiliioaet*. and wu prob- 
'''i tba infomnr agaiut Oaiin IIumillDn 
' st^m of ardiaaaMa and violatiou of the 
''>L^ (see beadnula to Dtdicalioa la Gainn 
'ilum, iCcf., awtt, p. 41)1 waa hinuelf in 
•I n-bnkKl by (he minister, in presence of 
- Kirk ^-«miiu, for drunkenness; and wns 
:, ,■..( ,...<■ vtiinw i*ii. of ni KiA-s Alarm, 



.Zt 



Ut4>," to balp himself lo th>- 
~ then is t>u uffioial reuonl 
^ . On bis way hnnie from 
uuw-atnrm, be diod iu a ditch 
13th February, imo. 



A bunting and a shining light 
To a' this place. 

lit 
What wu L or ray gBnei»tioo, 
That I should get sic exaltation ? 
, wba de&erv'd most just damnation 
For broken laws 
Sax thousand years ere my creation, 
Thru' Adam's caute I 



When from my mither's womb I fell. 
Thou might hae plung'd me deep ii 
To gnasb my nioms, anil weep, and m 

In burning lake*, 
Whare dnmnM devils roar and yell, 

Chain'd to their stakM- 



Yet I am here, a chosen uinple. 

To show Thy gnice is grtat and ample: 



no 
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I 'm here a pillar o' Thy temple, 
Strong as a roek, 

A guide, a buckler, and example 
To a* thy flock 1 

VI 

But yet, O Lord I confess I must: 
At times I 'm fash'd wi' fleshly lust; 
An' sometimes, too, in waildly trust, 

Vile self gets in; 
But Thou remembers we are dust. 

Defiled wi' sin. 

VII 

^ O Lord ! yestreen, Thou kens, wi' Meg — 
Thy pardon I sincerely beg — 
O, may 't ne'er be a living plague 

To my dishonour I 
An' 1 11 ne'er lift a lawless leg 

Again upon her. 

VIII 

Besides, I farther maun avow — 

Wi' Leezie's lass, three times, I trow — 

But, Lord, that Friday I was f ou, 

When I cam near her. 
Or else. Thou kens, Thy servant true 

Wad never steer her. 

IX 

Maybe Thou lets this flesUv thorn 
Buffet Thy servant e'en and mom. 
Lest he owre ^oud and high should turn 

That he 's sae gifted: 
If sae, Thy ban' maun e'en be borne 

Until Thou lift it. 



Lord, bless Thy chosen in this place. 
For here Thou has a chosen race I 
But God confound their stubborn face 

An' blast their name, 
Wha bring Thv elders to disgrace 

An' open shame f 

^i 

Lord, mind Gau'n Hamilton's deserts: 
He drinks, an' swears, an' plays at cartes, 
Tet has sae monie takin arts 

Wi' great and sma', 
Frae God's ain Priest the people's hearts 

He steals awa. 

XII 

And when we chasten'd him therefore. 
Thou kens how he bred sic a splore, 



And set the warld in a roar 

O' laughin at ua: 

Curse Thou his basket and his storey 
Kail an' potatoes 1 



xm 

Lord, hear my earnest oxy and prmy'r 

Against that Presbyt'xy of Ayr I 

Thy strong ri«^t hand. Lord, mal^ it hut 

Upo' their headsl 
Lord, visit them, an' dinna spare, 

For their miadeedBl 

XIV 

O Lord, my God ! that glib-tonga'd Aikea, 
My vera heart and flesh are qnaldn 
To think how we stood sweatm, sbakiii, 

An' pish'd wi' dread, 
While he, wi' hinmi lip an' snakin. 

Held up nis head. 

XV 

Lord, in Thy day o' vengeanoe try him ! 
Lord, visit him wha did employ mm ! 
And pass not in Thy mercy by them, 

Nor hear their pray'r. 
But for Thy people's sake destroy tbeiD» 

An dinna spars I 

XVI 

But, Lord, remember me and mine 
Wi' mercies temporal and divine. 
That I for grace an' eear may shine 

Ezcell'd by nane; 
And a' the glory shall be Thine — 

Amen, Amen I 



THE KIRK'S ALARM 

William M 'Gill, minister of Ayr— wbo^ 
"heretic blast" aroused the ** alarm "h**^ 
burlesqued — was youngest son of Willia** 
M'Gill, farmer of Garsenestock, WigtoDshire 
bom 1732 ; educated at the UniversitT of Gl»* 
gow ; became assistant at Kilwinmng in Joks^ 
1760 ; and was ordained to the second obai^ 
of Ayr, 22d October, 1761, as colleague * 
William Dabrmple. M*Gill, who received t^ 
degree of 1). D. in 1781, published (EdiDbni^ 
1786) a Practical Essay on the Death of Cja^ ^ 
which set forth doctrines held to be Socuri^ 
It was commended in bis colleague Dalrn^ 
pie's History of Christ, 1787 ; and attacked 
guardedly and by implication, by Dr. Willia^ 
Peebles— see/M).-rt, p. 327, note to The Holy Fafi 
stanza xvi. line 3 — in a Centenary Sermon (^ 



THE KIRK'S ALARM 



im, loeaehcd fKh Naveinber. ITSS, 
kri Boon mfterwanU. H-Qill re- 
k Bentjitt of the IUcolut{iHi. Kil- 
t80 : vher«apoii a cornplaint against 
IB bMDg belurodux. wu prewnted 
fn\ ta the Synod of Olii»;ciw anil 

SjwkI ORlerad the Prenliyter; of 
k> ap tliH ewe, aail the Goneral 
Ifaouiih it i|umBbe<l the ucder. added 
T«omuienil>tiou tu the Pi^gby- 
I to il tkat doctrinBl parity wm 
. With tUa genenl warrant the 
anointed (l&th July) a commitlee 
ud nport apeoificolly on M'Gill's 
mnd on 14(b A^-iU, 1790. he oom- 
t» matter by offering an eipluuitioii 
Rtwr, whiub the Synod accepted, 
I aOA Uarch, 1807. He vaa mure 
I dun eooleaiaatic. A aimple fuid 
■■B and a reaolnie atodeni. he waa 
itinwaqauDt and cheerful humour- 
'Iwld by hu pariahioiwra in lingular 
id raapecL Barai'a regard tor him. 
Mfmee for Dalryiuple, doted from 

and the doctrinea wliicb bad so 
^ " Orthodox" were tho«e which 
■TBeaa [we bare adopted throngbout 
IWB apelling of hia father's name] 
kdin bla Manual of UtHgiota titlU/. 

Waa evoked by the actdon of the 

on fStb July. 1788. Two days 
I wxt a dmft of <t to Mn. Doalop 
Ukhed Uttar: "Vou wiU b« well 
vith the peiHcution liial my worthy 
IfflDl la undergoing among your 
laTeisI of tbeae nvcrend lads his 
bcTB comn through my handa be. 
I iMT* aome thoughts of 



t di.h. I ha> 






klPOX I orthodox t 

klieve in Jotm Ki 

■nd an alarm to ]'< 

|«ticblaat 

Imb blBwn i' the Wast, 

I it Dot trase must be not 

Orthodox t 
I il nut Mnse must be 

Kw I Dr. Mac ! 
ttnuU atKtch on n ra< 
wirkwl Writers »i' 1« 



Upon onie pretence, 
Was heretic, damnable error — 

Dr. Mac I 
TwB3 heretic, damnable error 



Town of Ayr ! Town of Ayr I 
It waa rash, 1 declare, 

To meddle wi' mischief n-brewing: 
Provost John is atiil deaf 
To the charcb's relief. 

And Orator Bob is its ruin — 
Town of Ayr I 

And Orator Bob ta its ruin. 



D'rymple mild ! D'rvmple mild t 

Tbo' yonr heart 's lilie a child. 
An* your life lilie the new-driven snaw. 

Vet that winna save ye: 

Aiild Satan mnst have ye. 
For preaching that three 'a ane and twa — 

D'rymple mild I 
For preaohing tbat three 's ane and twa. 

Cttlvin'g sons t Calvin's ions 1 

Seize your Bp'ritual guns. 
Ammunition you never van need: 

Your hearts are the stuff 

Will be powther enniich, 
And your ahiilla are Btorc-houflea o' Iftad — 



Calvii 
Your BkuUaare store-hous 



is! 



.' lead. 



Rumble >Tohn I Rumble John I 

Mount the at^ps with a groan, 
Cry: ■' The lK>ok is wi' heresy cramm'd;" 

Then lu^ out your ladle, 

Deal brimstone like adie. 
And roar every note o' the damn'd — 

Rumble John I 
And roar ererj note o' the daron'd. 



Simper James t Simper Jamei 1 
Leave the fair KiUie dames — 

Tbei« 's a holier chase in your view: 
I II lay ou your head 
That the pack ye 11 soon lead. 

For puppies like yoii there 'a but few — 
Simper James t 

For puppies like you there 's but few. 
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VIII 

Singet Sawnie ! Singet Sawnie I 

Are ye herding the penny, 
Unconscious what evils await ? 

Wi' a jump, yell, and howl 

Alarm every soul, 
For the Foul Thief is just at your gate 

Singet Sawnie f 
The Foul Thief is just at your gate. 

IX 

Daddie Auld ! Daddie Auld ! 

There 's a tod in the fauld, 
A tod meikle waur than the clerk: 

Tho' ye can do little skaith, 

Ye '11 be in at the death. 
And gif ye canna bite, ye may bark — 

Daddie Auld I 
For gif ye canna bite ye may bark. 



Davie Bant ! Davie Rant I 

In a face like a saunt 
And a heart that would poison a hog, 

Raise an impudent roar, 

Like a breaker lee-shore, 
Or the Kirk will be tint in a bog — 

Davie Rant ! 
Or the Kirk will be tint in a bog. 

XI 

Jamie Goose ! Jamie Goose I 

Ye hae made but toom roose 
In hunting the wicked lieutenant; 

But the Doctor 's your mark, 

For the Lord's haly ark. 
He has cooper*d, and ca'd a wrang pin in 't — 

Jamie Goose ! 
He has cooper'd and ca'd a wrang pin in 't. 

XII 

Poet WilUe ! Poet Willie ! 

Gie the Doctor a volley, 
Wi* your " Liberty's chain " and your wit: 

O'er Pegasus' side 

Ye ne'er laid a stride, 
Ye but smelt, man, the place where he shit — 

Poet Willie ! 
Ye smelt but the place where he shit, 

xni 

Andro' Gowk ! Andro' Gowk ! 
Ye may slander the Book, 
And the Book not the waur, let me tell ye: 



Ye are rich, and look big. 

But lay by hat and wig. 
And ye '11 hae a calf's head o' sma' value- 

Andro' Gowk ! 
Ye 'U hae a calf's head o' sma* value. 

XIV 

Barr Steenie I Ban* Steenie I 

What mean ye ? what mean ye ? 
If ye '11 meddle nae mair wi' the matter, 

Ye may hae some pretence 

To bavins and sense 
Wi' people wha ken ye nae better — 

Barr Steenie I 
Wi' people wha ken ye nae better. 

XV 

Irvine-side ! Irvine-side ! 

Wi' your turkey-cock pride, 
Of manhood but sma' is your share: 

Ye 've the figure, 't is true, 

Even vour faes will allow, 
And your friends dauma say ye hae mair- 

Irvine-side I 
Your friends daurna say ye hae mair. 

XVI 

Muirland Jock I Muirland Jock I 

Whom the Lord gave a stock 
Wad set up a tinkler in brass, 

If ill manners were wit. 

There 's no mortal so fit 
To prove the poor Doctor an ass — - 

Muirland Jock ! 
To prove the poor Doctor an ass. 

XVII 

Holy WiU ! Holy Will I 
There was wit i* your skull. 

When ye pilfer'd the alms o' the poor: 
The timmer is scant, 
When ye 're taen for a saunt 

Wha should swing in a rape for an hour- 
Holy Will ! 

Ye should swing in a rape for an hour. 

XVIII 

Poet Burns ! Poet Bums ! 

Wi* your priest-skelping turns, 
Why desert ye your auld native shire ? 

Your Muse is a gipsy. 

Yet were she ev'n tipsy. 
She could ca* us nae waur than we are ^' 

Poet Bums ! 
Ye could ca* us nae waur than we are. 
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Afton's Laird ! Alton's Laird I 

When your pen can be spared, 
topy of this I bequeath. 

On the same sicker score 

As I mention'd before, 
that trusty auld worthy, Clackleith • 

Afton's Laird I 
that trusty auld worthy, Clackleith. 

2 

Factor John I Factor John I 

Whom the Lord made alone, 
m1 ne'er made another thy peer, 

^y poor servant, the Bard, 

^ respectf ol regard 
i Presents thee this token sincere — 

Factor John I 
^ presents thee this token sincere. 



POETS WELCOME TO HIS 
-OVE-BEGOTTEN DAUGHTER 

^E FIRST INSTANCE THAT ENTITLED 
HIM TO THE VENERABLE APPELLATION 
OP FATHER 

^ ** WMD '* of this eenerons and delight- 
' Address was the poet s daofl^hter EHizabeth, 
Kinabeth Paton, tor some tune a servant at 
cUie. The child was bom in November, 
^ She was brought by her father to Moes- 
^ On his marriage Uie child remained 
^ the diarge of lam mother and his brother 
^Wt She married John Bishop, overseer 
Polkemmet, and died 8th January, 1817, 
^ several children. Cf. Notes to The 
'n(«y, Docf, p. 338, and Prefatory Note to 
'^ to Ma Rankine, ante, p. 50. 



Boc *B welcome, wean ! Mishanter fa' 

me, 
^ghts o' thee or yet thy mammie 
^ ever dannton me or awe me, 

My sweet, wee lady, 
*f if I blush when thon shalt ca* me 

Tyta or daddie I 

II 

^W the' they ca* me fornicator, 
^ teiae my name in kintra clatter ? 



The mair they talk, I'm kend the bet- 
ter; 

E'en let them clash I 
An auld wife's tongue's a feckless mat- 
ter 

To gie ane fash. 

Ill 

Welcome, my bonie, sweet, wee dochter I 
liio' ye come here a wee unsought for. 
And tho' your comin I hae fought for 

fiaith kirk and qneir; 
Yet, by my faith, ye 're no unwrought 
for — 

That I shall swear I 

IV 

Sweet fruit o' monie a merry dint, 

My funny toil is no a' tint: 

Tho' thou cam to the warl' asklent, 

Which fools may scofF at. 
In my last plack thy part's be in 't 

The better half o' t. 



Tho' I should be the waur bestead, 
Thou 's be as braw and bienly clad, 
And thy young years as nicely bred 

Wi' education. 
As onie brat o' wedlock's bed 

In a' thy station. 

VI 

Wee image o' my bonie Betty, 

As fatheny I kiss and daut thee, 

As dear and near my heart I set thee, 

Wi' as guid will, 
As a' the priests had seen me eet thee 

That 's out o' Hell. 

VII 

Gude grant that thou may ay inherit 
Thy mither's looks an' gracefu' merit, 
An' thy poor, worthless daddie's spirit 

Without his failins I 
T will please me mair to see thee heir 

it 

Than stocket mailins. 

vm 

And if thou be what I wad hae thee. 
An' tak the counsel I shall gie thee, 
1 11 never rue my trouble wi' thee — 

The cost nor shame o't — 
But be a loving father to thee. 

And brag the name o't. 
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THE INVENTORY 



IN ANSWER TO A MANDATE BY THE 
SURVEYOR OF TAXES 



A US. of this cataloene ofplemaliiii^, dated 
Bfay, 1780, aeot to Lady Harriet Don and 
now in the Laii^ Collection in the Unirenity 
of Edinbnigfa, has this heading: ^To Mr. 
Robt. Aiken in Ayr, in answer to his T"«ndatft 
requiring an account of senrants, carriages, car- 
riage horses, riding horses, wives, children," etc 
Cnrrie explains that the mandate enjoined on 
erery man ** to send a signed list of his horses, 
servants, wheel-carriages, etc., and whether he 
was a married man or a bachelor, and what 
children he had." The new tax was levied by 
I^tt (May, 1785) with a view to reducing the 
National Debt. 

Sir, as your mandate did request, 
I send yea here a faithfa' list 
O' golds an' gear an' a' my graith. 
To which I 'm clear to gie my aith. 

Imprimis f then, for carriage cattle: — 
I hae four brutes o' gallant mettle 
As ever drew before a pettle: 
My lan*-afore 's a giiid auld " has been," 
An' wight an' wilfu' a' his days been. 
My lair-ahin 's a weel-gaun iillie, 
That aft has borne me name frae Rillie, 
An' your auld borough monie a time 
In days when riding was nae crime. 
(But ance, when in my wooing pride 
I, like a blockhead, boost to ride, 
The wilfu creature sae I pat to — 
Lord, pardon a' my sins, an' that too ! — 
I play d my iillie sic a shavie, 
She 's a' bedevil'd wi' the spavie.) 
My f ur-ahin 's a wordy beast 
As e'er in tug or tow was traced. 
The fourth 's a Highland Donald hastie, 
A damn'd red-wud Kilburnie blastie I 
Foreby, a cowte, o' cowtes the wale, 
As ever ran afore a tail : 
If he be spar'd to be a beast, 
He '11 draw me fifteen pund at least. 

Wheel-carriages I hae but few: 
Three carts, an' twa are feckly new; 
An auld wheelbarrow — mair for token, 
Ae leg an' baith the trams are broken: 
I made a poker o' the spin'le. 
An' my auld mither brunt the trin'le. 



For men, I 've three miachfevoos boys, 
Rnn-deils for fechtin an' for noise: 
A gaodsman ane, a thrasher t' other. 
Wee Davoc hands the nowte in f other. 
I rule them, as I ought, disereeUy, 
An' aften labour them completely; 
An' ay on Sundays duly, nightly, 
I on the Questions tairge them tightly: 
Till, ^th ! wee Davoc 's grown sae gleg, 
Tho' scarcely langer than your W, 
He 11 screed you aff « £fFectnal Calling" 
As fast as onie in the dwalling. 



I 've nane in female servan' station 
(Lord keep me ay frae a' temptation f): 
I hae nae wife — and that my bliss is — 
An' ye hae laid nae tax on misses; 
An' then, if kirk folks dinna clutch me, 
I ken the deevils darena touch me. 

Wi' weans I 'm mair than weel contented: 
Heav'n sent me ane mair than I wanted 1 
My «onsie, smirking, dear-bought Bess, 
She stares the daddie in her face. 
Enough of ought ye like but grace: 
But her, my bonie, sweet wee lady, 
I 've paid enough for her already; 
An' gin ye tax her or her mither. 
By the Lord, ye 'se get them a' thegitber ! 

But pray, remember, Mr. Aiken, 
Nae kind of licence out I 'm takin: 
Frae this time forth, I do declare 
I 'se ne'er ride horse nor hizzie mair; 
Thro' dirt and dub for life I '11 paidle. 
Ere I sae dear pay for a saddle ; 
I 'ye sturdy stumps, the Lord be thankit, 
And a' my gates on foot I '11 shank it. 
The Kirk and you may tak' you that. 
It puts but little in your pat: 
Sae dinna put me in your beuk. 
Nor for my ten white shillings leuk. 

This list, wi' my ain hand I Ve wrote it, 
The day and date as under notit; 
Then kjaow all ye whom it concerns, 
Subscripsi huic Robert Bcrkb. 



A MAUCHLINE WEDDING 

This, one of Bums*s best-natnred squibs, 
was enclosed in a letter to Mrs. Dunlop, 21st 
Aug^ust, 1788, and is here published for tbe 



ADAM ARMOUR'S PRAYER 



"S 



fiiit iiina ^ (Loehiran xss). He explains that 
• Mterof Miller, uien '* a tenant " of his heart, 



bad huffed bis *' Bardship in the pride of her 
B0W eouMetion/' She was the Mies Betty of 
Tki BdUi ^ Mauehline (leeposf, p. 171) ; and 
the Eliit of the Song (aee ante, p. 52). Bums 
did not go on to describe the ceremony: 
''AgaiMt my Mnse bad come thus far/* he 
write!, '*MiH Bess and I were once more in 



When Eighty-five was seyen months auld 

And wearing thro' the aught, 
When rolling rains and Boreas bauld 

Gied farmer-folks a faught; 
Ae morning quondam Mason W . . . , 

Now Merchant Master Miller, 
Gaed down to meet wi' Nansie B . . . , 

And her Jamaica siller 

To wed, that day. 

II 

Tbe risbg sun o'er Blacksideen 

Was jnst appearing fairly, 
When Nell and Bess got up to dress 

Seyen lang half-hours o'er early ! 
Now presses clink, and drawers jink, 

For linens and for laces: 
Bat modest Muses only think 

What ladies' nnderdress is 
On sic a day ! 

Ill 

Bot we 11 sappose the stays are lac'd, 

And bonie iKMoms steelat, 
Tho' thio' the lawn — but guess the rest I 
.^^ttgel scarce durst keek it. 
^o^itockins fine o' silken twine 

Wi* eannie care are drawn up; 

^^ S<^n'd tight whare mortal wight — 

• 

' "'^w irrote it down my recollection does not en- 
*ii«lyaerTeBe. 

IV 

*"t now the gown wi' rustling sound 

^ Ita silken pomp displays; 

^^ there 's nae sin in being yain 

vl gkv» « i» fw^niA jklaAo t 



Saef 



sieean bonie claes ! 



]i>np the waist, the tail sae yast — 
A S?*^» ^®y were bonie birdies ! 
^ JjfHher Eye, ye wad been grieye 
^0 see their ample hurdies 

Sae large that day I 

> na is, ia tiM GontiOMy Edition. 



Then Sandy, wi 's red jacket braw, 

Comes whip-jee-woa I about, 
And in he gets the bonie twa — 

Lord, send them safely out I 
And auld John Trot wi' sober phiz, 

As braid and braw 's a Bailie, 
His shouthers and his Sunday's jiz 

Wi' powther and wi' ulzie 

Weel smear'd that day. 



ADAM ARMOUR'S PRAYER 

Published in The Scots Magazine, January, 
1806. The interlocutor in this interceesion was 
Bnms's brother-in-law. At this time he had 
headed a band of yonnkers in Mauchline in the 
work of stanging — which is riding astride an 
unbarked sapling — a looee woman, one Agnes 
Wilson, who figures in the Kirk-Session records 
of March, 178o, as " the occasion of a late dis- 
turbance in this place." The Geordie, whoee 
** jurr " or maid she was, is described in The 
Scots Magcuine as the village constable ; but 
this is clearly a mistake. He was, in fact, 
one George Gibson, the husband of Poosie 
Nansie (see post, p. 834, Note to The JoUy Beg- 
gars, Recitativo i. line 9). As Gibson resented 
the outrage on his maid. Armour, dreading the 
law's reprisals, absconded. According to the 
person who sent the thing to The Scots Maga- 
zine, Armour chose Bums's house as his hid- 
ing-place. The person adds that he g^t the 
manuscript from Armour himself, who told 
him '^ that Bums composed it one Sunday even- 
ing just before he took the Book,^^ i. e. the 
Bible. 



GuBE pity me, because I 'm little I 
For though I am an elf o' mettle, 
And can like onie wabster's shuttle 

Jink there or here, 
Yet, scarce as lang 's a g^d kail-whittle, 

I m unco queer. 



II 



An' now Thou kens our woefu* case: 
For Geordie's jurr we 're in disgrace. 
Because we stan^'d her through the place. 

An' hurt her spleuchan; 
For whilk we dauma show our face 

Within the clachan. 
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III 

An' now we 're dem'd in dens and hollows, 
And hunted, as was William Wallace, 
Wi- constables -th«e blackguard £al- 
lows 

An' sodgers baith; 
But Gude preserve us f rae the gallows, 

That shamefu' death ! 

IV 

Anld, grim, black-bearded Geordie's sel' — 
O, shake him owre the mouth o' Hell t 
There let him hinjcp, an' roar, an' yell 

Wi' hideous din, 
And if he offers to rebel. 

Then heave him in I 



When Death comes in wi' glimmerin blink. 
An' tips auld drucken Nanse the wink. 
May Sautau gie her doup a clink 

Within his yett, 
An' fill her up wi' brimstone drink 

Red-reekin het. 

VI 

Though Jock an' hav'rel Jean are merry. 
Some devil seize them in a hurry, 
An' waft them in th' infernal wherry 

Straught through the lake, 
An' gie their hides a noble curry 

Wi' oil of aik I 

VII 

As for the jurr — puir worthless body ! — 
She 's got mischief enough already; 
Wi' stanget hips and buttocks bluidy 

She 's suffer'd sair; 
But may she wintle in a woody 

If she whore mair ! 



NATURE'S LAW 

HUMBLY INSCRIBED TO GAVIN HAMILTON, 

ESQUIRE 



Great Nature spoke, obserrant man obeyed. 



Ton. 



t« 



* Oreen grow the BMbea, O, 
Orean grow tte Baihaa, O, 
▲ f eaiawr bed is BO Hw Mfl 
Am the boMnu o* tho Imms O.* 

Buoday, 8d BqitaBdMr, 1788.*' 



Written shortly after the event, — "Wish 
me luck. Dear Richmond. Armour has just 
brou{2^ht me a fine boy and g^rl at one throw. 
Qod bless the little dears ! 



The more aeiious aspeet of the rffcoatioim is 
touched in a letter of the Sth September* to 
Robert Muir: "You will hare hewd tlut 
poor Armour has repayed my amoroas movt- 
gages double. A very Bmhb hcj and giil k^re 
awakened a thought and feelmga that thnll. 
some with tender preasore and some with f ore- 
bodiufi^ anguish thro* my soul." The girl (Jean) 
died at fourteen months old'* (R. B. in 
Bible) ; the boy (Robert) died 14th May, 1857. 



Let other heroes boast their scan. 

The marks o' sturt and strife, 
But other poets sing of wars, 

The plagues o' human life ! 
Shame fa' the fun: wi' sword and gon 

To slap mankind like lomber ! 
I sine his name and nobler fame 

Wha multiplies our number. 

II 

Great Nature spoke, with air benign : — 

<*Go on, ye human race; 
This lower world I you resign; 

Be fruitful and increase. 
The liquid fire of strong desire, 

I 've poured it in each bosom; 
Here on this hand does Mankind stand, 

And there, is Beauty's blossom I " 

III 

The Hero of these artless strains, 

A lowly Bard was he. 
Who sung his rhymes in Coila's plains 

With meikle mirth and glee: 
Kind Nature's care had given his share 

Laree of the flaming current; 
And, sm devout, he never sought 

To stem the sacred torrent. 

IV 

He felt the powerful, high behest 

Thrill vital thro' and thro'; 
And sought a correspondent breast 

To give obedience due. 
Propitious Powers scrcen'd the you 
flow'rs 

From mildews of abortion; 
And lo 1 the Bard — a great reward — 

Has got a double portion I 
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Atie Coil may count the day, 

umal it retoms, 

rd of Libra's equal sway, 

gave another Bums, 

itore rhymes an' other times 

nnlate his sire, 

aald Coil in nobler style 

more poetic fire I 

VI 

ers of peace and peaceful song, 
down with gracious eyes, 
;ss auld Coila large and long 
multiplying joys ! 
ay she stand to prop the land, 
low'r of ancient nations, 
imses spring her fame to sing 
idless generations ! 



)N MEETING WITH LORD 
DAER 

d Daer was Basil William Douglas- 
aecond son of the fourth Earl of 
3e was bom 16th March, 17($8, and 
t the University of Edinburgh, where 
d with Professor Dugald Stewart, 
(t he was at Catrine when Bums met 
ner. A warm admirer of the French 
, he went in 1789 to Paris, where he 
rms of friendship with some of its 
oters. On his return he joined the 
the Friends of the People ; became 
ulvocate of Reform ; and raised the 
' the eligibility of Scots Peers* sons 
lections and sit in the Commons (the 
wdon decided against him in 1702). 
consumption at Ivy Brids^e, Devon, 
ber, 1794. 

a sending' the lines to Mackenzie, 
he Professor, dividing his character 
parts, thus: four parts Socrates, 
Nathaniel, and two parts Shake- 
•utus." Of the verses he wrote that 
e really extempore but a little cor- 
e." 



wot ye all whom it concerns: 
lymer Rab, alias Bums, 
October twenty-third, 
*er-to-be-forgotten day, 



Sae far I sprachl'd up the brae 
I dinner'd wi' a Lord. 

II 

I 've been at dmcken Writers' feasts. 
Nay, been bitoh-f on 'mang godly Priests — 

Wi' rey'renoe be it spoken ! — 
I 've even join'd the honor'd jorum. 
When mighty Squireships o' the Quorum 

Their hydra drouth did sloken. 

Ill 

But wi' a Lord ! — stand out my shin I 
A Lord, a Peer, an Earl's son I — 

Up higher yet, my bonnet I 
An' sic a Lord I — lang Scotch ell twa 
Our Peerage he looks o'er them a', 

As I look o'er my sonnet. 

IV 

But O, for Hogarth's magic pow*r 
To show Sir Bardie's willvart glow'r. 

An' how he star'd an stammer'd. 
When, goavin 's he 'd been led wi' branks. 
An' stumpin on his ploughman shanks. 

He in the parlour hammer'd t 



To meet eood Stewart little pain is. 
Or Scotii^s sacred Demosthenes : 

Thinks I: " They are but men " ! 
But "Bums"! — "My Lord" I— Good 

God I I doited, 
My knees on ane anither knoited 

As faultering I gaed ben. 

VI 

I sidling shelter 'd in a neuk. 
An' at Ins Lordship staw a leuk, 

Like some portentous omen: 
Except good sense and social glee 
An' (wluit surpris'd me) modesty, 

I mark^ nought uncommon. 

VII 

I watch 'd the symptoms o' the Great — 
The gentle pride, the lordly state, 

The arrogant assuming: 
The iient a pride, nae pride had he. 
Nor sauce, nor state, that I could see, 

Mair than an honest ploughman I 

VIII 

Then from his Lordship I shall learn 
Henceforth to meet with unconcern 
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One rank as well 's another; 
Nae honest, worthy man need care 
To meet with noble youthfu' Daer, 

For he but meets a brother. 



ADDRESS TO THE TOOTHACHE 



My corse upon your venom'd stang, 
That shoots my tortur'd gooms alang, 
An' thro' my luggies monie a twang 

y\V gnawing vengeance, 
Tearing my nerves wi' bitter pane;, 

Like racking engmes 1 

n 

A' down my beard the slavers trickle, 
I throw the wee stools o'er the mickle, 
While round the fire the giglets keckle 

To see me loup, 
An', raving mad, I wish a heckle 

Were i' their doup I 

III 

When fevers bum, or ague freezes, 
Rheumatics g^w, or colic squeezes, 
Our neebors sympathise to ease us 

Wi' pitying moan; 
But thee I — thou hell o' a' diseases, 

They mock our groan ! 

IV 

Of a' the num'rous human dools — 
Ill-hairsts, daft bargains, cutty-stools, 
Or worthy frien's laid i' the mools, 

Sad sight to see ! 
The tricks o' knaves, or fash o' fools — 

Thou bear'st the gree ! 



Whare'er that place be priests ca' Hell, 
Whare a' the tones o' misery yell, 
An' ranked plagues their numbers tell 

In dreadfu' raw, 
Thou, Toothache, surely bear'st the bell 

Amang them a' I 

VI 

O thou grim, mischief-mtJcing chiel. 
That gars the notes o' discord squeel. 
Till humankind aft dance a reel 

In gore a shoe-thick, 
Gie a' the faes o' Scotland's weal 

A towmond's toothache. 



LAMENT FOR THE ABSENCE OF 
WILLIAM CREECH, PUBLISHER 

Enclosed m a letter to ^'William (^eeeh, 
Esq., London," dated 13th Hay, 1787: <'Mj 
Honored Friend — the enclosed I have jvt 
wrote, nearly extempore, in a aoUtaiy Inn m 
Selkirk, after a miserable, wet day's xiding." 

The son of the Rev. William (^»eeh, nuaif- 
ter of Newbattle, in Midlotlnan, Creeeh wtf 
bom 21st April, 1745. He completed the Arts 
course at the University of Edinburgh; it- 
tended some medical lectures ; was apprentified 
to the publisherB Kincaid and Bell; in 1770 
accompanied Lord Kilmaurs, afterwards tibe 
Earl of Qlencaim (and the patron d Bom) 
on a Continental tour ; beciune partner vxth 
Kincaid in 1771 and the firm itself in 1778: 
when his shop, gtandine to the north of St 
Giles*, was sood, in Co^bum*8 pluaae, "tiie 
natural resort of lawyers, authors, and aU sorti 
of literary allies." In his house, too, he held 
literary gatherings, which came to be esUad 
* * Creech's levees. " To his social qualities and 
his ascendancy in literary and municipal Edin- 
burgh the Lament bears witness. Another 
trait in his character — a combination of bad 
business habits with a certain keennras orer 
money — revealed itself in so unpleasant t 
fashion to Bums, in connexion with the settle- 
ment oyer the Poems^ that tl^e men's relatioiis 
were strained and distant erer after: Bimts 
from this time forth addressing Creech as 
**Sir," and in a fragment (seep. 181), meant 
for part of a PoeVs Progress, describing him as 



(i 



A little, upright, pert, tart, tripping wight, 
And Btill hia precious self his dear <felight" 



I 



Before this, and before writing the Lament, 
Bums had mastered all Creech's peculiarities; 
and in his Second Common Place Book (in the 
possession of Mr. Macmillan) he gives a por- 
trait which must be regarded as correctiTe of 
eulogy and satire alike: "My worthy book- 
seller, Mr. Creech, is a strange, multiform 
character. His ruling passions of the left- 
hand kind are — extreme vanity, and some- 
thing of the more harmless modifications of 
selfishness. The one, mixed as it often is with 
great goodness of heart, makes him rush into 
all public matters, and take every instance of 
unprotected merit by the hand, provided it is 
in his power to hand it into public notice ; the 
other quality makes him, amid all the em- 
harass in which his vanity entangles him, now 
and then to cast half a squint at his own inter- 
est. His parts as a man, his deportment as a 
gentleman, and his abilities as a scholar, are 
much above mediocrity. Of all the Edinbnxgh 
literati and wits he writes the most like a gen- 



AMENT FOR THE ABSENCE OF WILLIAM CREECH 



!• not awe jod with ilie 
Af dw pbiloMipbHr. or strike your 
■ RMuiDgs of geoios ; bal be plcaseii 
I tkuidKiaie turn of his expreamon, 
its e«M o[ bis para^ra|>h. His 
laonr and powers, particularly at 
le, an tbe most engaging I have 



Bd l£^ 1 



:r 



ibliaher ot Thf .U.Vror, Tht 

.. J works ot ihc cbiut S;oU 

Uada^ He coambuMd a nomber 
"I'nfcurjrA Couraal, wbioh he 
le ui>d«r tbe tide FagiliiK 
{• awoDd adilian. published poiit- 
tnk ao McoTint of hut life, appeared 
Bi* AetBUHt of lU ManntTt and 
Sfvllaitd teuven 1703 and 178;!, 
the Co-a-aHt, wai 
1793 and pnbliihed in the 
of Scotland. He was abo 
An Aetoavl of tU Trial of \S'm. 
Qtarjfi SmM ^nm). haTiog aat on 
J wlueh tbe famous Deacon waa 
vaa H fDunder of tbe Spefulstive 
tlie E£nbatgh Chamber of Com- 
ISIl-ld be was Lotd PravoBt. He 
■ i«K7, 1815, 



B Keekic '» g»ir ilistrest, 
. herance weel burnUh'd crest, 
to' boDi« buskit oest 
Cau yield av» ; 
Utd that the lo'ea best, 
Willie, 's awa. 



a witty wigbt, 

r UiiDga ao anco sUigbt I 

ky be kecpit tight 

.\nd trigaa*^braw; 

bn 11 busk ber like a frivbt - 

» Willie •» awa ! 

lit 
a' thiua b' be bow'd ; 
rt o* tbem a' be oow'd; 
•W tnair than be allow'd — 

That was B law: 
ft Wrkie weel worth gowd — 
Willie 'sawa I 



M, tawpies, gowks, and fools 
M and iKMnUug schools 
like ■unnier puddook-stools 
la gleo or shaw: 



The brethren o' the Conmierce-Chaunier 
May mourn their loss wt' doolfu' clamour: 
He was a dictionar and grammar 
Aman); them a'. 
I fear they '11 nun mak monie a staiu< 

Willie 'a awa 1 



Nae mair we see his levee door 
Philosophers and Poets pour, 
And toothy Critics by the score 
In bloody raw: 
I'be adjutant of a* the core, 

WilUe, 'b a 



Now worthy Greg'ry's Latin face. 

S tier's and Greenfield's modest grace, 
Ketme, Stewart, such a bniue 

As Rome ne'er saw, 
They a' maun meet some ither place — 
WiUie'iawal 



Poor Bums ev'n "Scotch Drink" canna 

quicken: 
He cheeps like some bewilder'd chicken 
Scar'd fr»e its minoie and the clecldn 

By boodie-craw. 
Grief 's men his heart an nneo kickin — 
WilUe 's awa I 



Now ey'ry soiii^mon'd, giniin blMIiim. 
And Calvin's folk, are fit to fell lum; 
Ilk self-conceited critie-ekellum 

His i^uitl may draw: 
He wha could bniwlie ward their bellum, 
WUUe.'sawal 



Up wtmpling, stately Tweed I "ve sped. 
And Eden scenes on crystal Je«l, 
And Ettrick bank.*, now roaring red 

While tempests blaw; 
But every joy and pleasure "s fled; 

Willie 'sawa I 



May I he Slander's comnton speeoh, 
A text for Infamy t« preach, 
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And, lastly, streekit out to bleach 

In winter sioaw, 
When I forget thee, Willie Creech, 

Tho' far awa 1 

XII 

May never wicked Fortune touzle him. 
May never wicked men bamboozle him, 
Until a pow as auld 's Methusalem 

He canty claw I 
Then to the blessed new Jerusalem 

Fleet- wing awa ! 



VERSES IN FRIARS CARSE 
HERMITAGE 

This is the first version of the Hermita^ 
▼eises (see ante, p. 80) ; that which was ac- 
tually inscribed on the Friars Carse window- 
pane — now in the Observatory Museum, Dum- 
fries. 

Thou whom chance may hither lead, 
Be thou clad in russet weed, 
Be thou deckt in silken stole. 
Grave these maxims on thy soul: — 

Life is but a day at most, 

Sprung from nieht in darkness lost; 

Hope not sunshme every hour. 

Fear not clouds will always lour. 

Happiness is but a name, 

IVIake content and ease thy aim. 

Ambition is a meteor-gleam ; 

Fame a restless airy dream; 

Pleasures, insects on the wing 

Hound Peace, th' tend'rest flow'r of spring; 

Those that sip the dew alone — 

Make the butterflies thy own; 

Those that would the bloom devour — 

Crush the locusts, save the flower. 

For the future be prepared: 
Guard whatever thou canst guard; 
But, thy utmost duly done. 
Welcome what thou canst not shun. 
Follies past give thou to air — 
Make their consequence thy care. 
Keep the name oi Man in mind. 
And dishonour not thy kind. 
Reverence with lowly heart 
Him, whose wondrous work thou art; 
Keep His Goodness still in view — 
Thy trust, and thy example too. 



Stranger, eo ! Heaven be thy gnide I 
Quod the Beadsman on Nidnde. 



ELEGY ON THE DEPARTED 
YEAR 1788 

For lords or kings I dinna mourn; 
E'en let them die — for that they 're bon; 
But O, prodigious to reflect, 
A Towmout, sirs, is sane to wreck ! 
O Eighty-Eight, in thy sma* space 
What dire events hae taken plaee I 
Of what enjoyments thoa hast reft as 1 
In what a pickle thou hast left us ! 

The Spanish empire 's tint a head. 
An' my auld teethless Bawtie 's dead; 
The tulyie's teugh 'tween Ktt and Fox, 
An' our guid wife's wee birdie cocks: 
The tane is game, a bluidie devil. 
But to the hen-birds unco civil; 
The tither 's dour — has nae sic breedin, 
But better stuff ne'er claw'd a midden. 

Ye ministers, come mount the poupit. 
An' cry till ye be haerse an' roupet. 
For Eighty-Eight, he wished you weel, 
An' gied ye a' baith gear an' meal: 
E'en monie a plack and monie a peck, 
Ye ken yoursels, for little feck ! 

Ye bonie lasses, dight your een. 
For some o' you hae tint a frien': 
In Eighty-Eight, ye ken, was taen 
What ye '11 ne'er hae to gie again. 

Observe the vera nowte an' sheep. 
How dowff an* dowilie they creep ! 
Nay, even the yirth itsel does cry. 
For Embro' wells are grutten dry ! 

O Eighty-Nine, thou 's but a bairn. 
An' no owre auld, I hope, to learn! 
Thou beardless boy, I pray tak care, 
Thou now has got thy Daddie's chair: 
Nae hand-cufrd, mizzl'd, half-shacls 

Regent, 
But, like Umsel, a full free agent. 
Be sure ye follow out the plan 
Nae waur tlian he did, honest man ! 
As muckle better as ye can. 

January 1, 1789. 
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CASTLE GORDON 

Bams waa introduced to the Duchess of 
Gordon in Edinburgh (1786-7). And during 
his northern tour in 1787 he called at Gordon 
Castle on 7th September, as recorded in his 
Journal : " Cross the Spey to Fochabers — fine 
palace, ivorthy of the noble, the polite, the 
generous proprietor. Dine. Company : Duke 
and Duchess, Ladies Charlotte and Madeline ; 
Colonel Abercrombie and Lady, Mr. Gordon, 

and Mr. , a clergyman, a venerable, aged 

figure, and Mr. Hoy, a clergyman too, I sup- 
pose — pleasant open manner. The Duke 
makes me happier than ever great man did — 
noble, princely, yet mild, condescending and 
afiEable, gay and kind ; the Dachess, charming, 
witty, and sensible. God bless them." The 
piece was suggested by this visit. Bums sent 
it to Mr. Hoy, the Duke's librarian, who wrote 
to him that the Duchess wished he had written 
in Scotch. It is worth recalling how the 
Duchess told Sir Walter that Bums was the 
only man she had ever met whose conversation 
fairly ** carried her off her feet." 



Streams that glide in Orient plains, 
Kever bound by Winter's chains; 

Glowing here on golden sands, 
There immized with foulest stains 

From tyranny's empurpled hands; 
These, their richly gleammg waves, 
I leave to tyrants and their slaves: 
Give me the stream that sweetly laves 
The banks by Castle Grordon. 

II 

Spicnr forests ever gay, 
Shadine from the burning ray 

Hapless wretches sold to toil; 
Or, the ruthless native's way. 

Bent on slaughter, blood and spoil; 
W^oods that ever verdant wave, 
I leave the tyrant and the slave: 
Give me the groves that lofty brave 
The storms of Castle Gordon. 

Ill 

Wildly here without control 
Nature reigns, and rules the whole; 

In that sober pensive mood. 
Dearest to the feeling soul. 

She plants the forest, pours the flood. 
Lifers poor day 1 11, musing, rave. 



And find at night a sheltering cave. 
Where waters flow and wild woods wave 
By bonie Castle Gordon. 



ON THE DUCHESS OF GOR- 
DON'S REEL DANCING 

Published in Stuart's Star for the 31st March 
(1789), and here first reprinted. Jane, Duchess 
of Gk>rdon, second daughter of Sir William 
Maxwell, third Baronet of Monreith, was bom 
in Hyndford's Close, Edinburgh, in 1740. She 
was beautiful, clever, witty, abounding in 
gaiety of temperament, of a most frolic habit, 
and more or less reckless of the proprieties. 
During her childhood a country cousin caught 
her one day, hard by her father's house, riding 
an Edinburgh pig — (Edinburgh was largely 
scavengered by pigs in those years) — her sis- 
ter (afterwards Lsudy WaUace) belabouring her 
mount with a stick. On her marriage to Alex- 
ander, Duke of Gordon (1767), she became the 
queen of Edinburgh Society ; which, under her 
rule, appears to have been as merry as cards, 
wine, suppers, dances, late hours, and her own 
enchanting example and incomparable energy 
could make it ; while in London her house was 
a chief resort for the Pittites. Jn 1802 she 
went to Paris, with the purpose (so 't is said) 
of making a match between her youngest 
daughter and Eugene Beauhamais, and re- 
turned to boast (so 't was reported) that Napo- 
leon would *'' breakfast in Ireland, dine in Lon- 
don, and sup in Gkirdon Castle." In her later 
years she lived apart from her husband. She 
died nth April, 1812. 



She kiltit up her kirtle weel 

To show her bonie cutes sae sma'. 

And walloped about the reel. 
The lightest louper o' them a' ! 

II 

WHiile some, like slav'ring, doited stots 
Stoit'rinp^ out thro' the midden dub, 

Fankit their heels amang their coats 
And gart the floor their backsides rub; 

III 

Grordon, the g^at, the gay, the gallant, 
Skip't like a maukin owre a dyke: 

Deil tak me, since I was a callant, 
Gif e'er my een beheld the like ! 
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ON CAPTAIN GROSE 

WRITTEN ON AN ENVELOPE ENCLOSING 
A LETTER TO HIM 

This amusing parody of the f oimy old song 
against tale-teUing travellers (Herd, 1769) : — 

" Keep ye weel fnw Sir John Msloolme, 
Igoandaao 
If he *B ft wiie man, I mistak him. 
Iram, coram, daffo 

** Keep ye wee! frae Sandle Don, 
Igo and ago 
He *B ten times dafter than Sir John. 
Iram<, coram, dago .* " — 

was ** written in a wrapper inclosing a letter to 
Captun Grose," to be left with Mr. Cardonnel, 
the Edinburgh antiquary. Only two letters 
from Bums to Qrose nave been published : one 
recommending him to call on Professor Stew- 
art ; the other on witch stories connected with 
Alloway Kirk (see ante, p. 88). For a notice 
of Captain Grose, see ante, p. 04. 



Ken yo ought o' Captain Grose ? 

Igo and ago 
If he 's among his friends or foes ? 

Iraniy coram^ dago 

II 

Is he south, or is he north ? 

Igo and ago 
Or drowned in the River Forth ? 

Iram, coram, dago 

III 

Is he slain by Hielan' bodies ? 

Igo and ago 
And eaten like a wether haggis ? 

Iram, coram, dago 

IV 

Is he to Abra'in's bosom gane ? 

Igo and ago 
Or haudin Sarah by the wame ? 

Iram, coram, dago 



Where'er he be, the Lord be near him ! 

Igo and ago 
As for the Deil, he daur na steer him. 

Iram, coram, dago 



VI 



But please transmit th' endoflM letter 

Igo and ago 
Which will oblige your humble debtor 

Iram, coram^ dago 



VII 



So may ye hae auld stanes in store, 

Igo and ago 

The very stanes that Adam bore ! 

Iram, coram, dago 



VIII 



So may ye get in glad possession^ 

Igo and ago 

The coins o' Satan's coronation I 

Iram, coram, dago 



NEW YEAR'S DAY, 1791 

[to MRS. DUNLOP] 

Editors have taken for granted that this was 
written for New Year's Day, 1790 ; but the 
^* grandchild " whose cap is referred to wu 
probably the child of Mrs. Henri, bom in No- 
vember, 1790. Since also Mrs. Dunlop, on 1st 
January, 1791, snatched '* a few moments ** to 
acknowledge receipt of a letter, a poem, and 
a gilded cu^ from Bums (Lochryan MSS.), it 
seems most likely that the latter is thetme 
date. 

Mrs. Dunlop, whose maiden name was Fru- 
ces Anne Wallace, was the eldest daughter of 
Sir Tliomas Wallace of Craigie (descended 
from the uncle of the renowned leader) snd 
Eleanor Agnew, daughter of Colonel Agnew,<tf 
Lochryan. She was bom 16th April, 1790; 
married in 1748 John Dunlop of Dunlop, Ayr- 
shire, who died in 1785 ; succeeded her father 
before July, 1777 ; and died 24th May, 1815. 
Being in a state of profound mental depressioB 

— from which, she affirmed, her ** only refuge 
would have been the madhouse or the grave ^ 

— she fell to reading the Kilmarnock volmne 

— the gift of a friend. It had an almost ma- 
gical effect upon her spirits ; and, feeling her^ 
self under an ^' inexpressible debt " to Buns 
for the relief thus experienced, she wrote to 
him what proved to be the initial letter of s 
most eng^aging correspondence. — a correspond- 
ence wluch shows the poet at hb easest and 
best as a letter-writer at the same time that it 
reveals the lady for one of the staunchest and 
kindest friends he ever had. The persons re- 



FROM ESOPUS TO MARIA 



tha piaee wete memben of htc 



TuDe winds th' exluiuBted ohnlu, 
I twelvemonth's lengtb aguiu: 
iM, bald-pated fellow, 
nt Gjes, complenoD sallow, 

iinimpair*d machine 

he cqui^, dull routine. 

nt lover, minor heir, 
Mil bim with their pnjer; 
y friend, be seei them press, 
■ the hour one moment less. 
the Major *b with the hounds; 
' lenanU thare his rounds; 
t Rachel's care to-day, 
inr Keith 's engaged with Gray) 
BWife cares a minute borrow 
deliild's oapwill do to-morrow), 
tith me a-moraliiing ? 
projHtious to be wise in I 

h>t did yesternight deliver? 

Car bu gone for ever." 
this day't strong siig^ation ? 
(ng moment '■ all we rest on t " 
for what? what do we here? 
prd tbe passing year ? 
Mnna'd with proverb'd lore, 
date one minute more ? 
I may — a few years must — 
in the silent dust : 

M bo damp our bliss ? 
reasonings are amiss ! 
Nature loudly cries, 
k mesMge from the slues, 
lung in us never dies; 
■ fnul, uncertain state 
ni of eternal weiebt; 
. life in worlils unknown 
ita hoe from this alone, 
I tM*reiily glory bright 
Miwry's woeful night. 

tn, my houour'd lirst of friends, 
r being all depends, 
nportant K< 
•■ tliMe who I 
rith days and hoi 
~' filial oircl« 



T^'' 



r's •orrows to reuul*e, 
Ravy to convulse), 
daiin your chief regard: 
■I wait 3:onr bright reward. 



FROM ESOPUS TO MARIA 

Ths '' Maria " lampooned in thii inepi and 
unmiLalT parody of Pope'a EjiittU from Etoita 
IB Abeiurd, in i>hi<.'h &« wnler givin liiniaetf 
the Ub all round with distnissini; partiuularily, 
wa* Mn. Walter Riddell of Woodley Park, 
whom favour be had Imt (lee post, p 178 Pre- 
fatory Note to Impnmpla on Mri. Biadetri 
Birthday). Tha Eitapui was Jome. William- 
Bop, mnnagvr of the £>umfritfl Theatre, who. 
like Buma, had been an occnsiounl KuesC at 
Woodley Puk. Tbe occiuion of the piece »>■ 
the committal to priun by the Earl of Lons- 
dale of WlUiamaon'e company of playeni na 
vagrants, 

Frou those drear solitudes and frowsy cells, 
Where Infamy with sail Repentance dwells; 
Where turnkeys make the jealous portal 

fast. 
And deal from iron bands tbe spare re- 

Where truant 'prentices, yet young in 

Blush at the curious stranger peeping 

Where strumpets, relics of the drunken 

Kesolve to drink, twy balf — to whore — 

Where tiny thieves, not destin'd yet to 

Beat hemp for others riper for the string: 
From these dire scenes my wretched lines 

I date. 
To tell Maria ber F^pus' fate. 

" Alas ! I feell am no actor here ! " 

'T is real hangmen real scourges bear f 

Prepare, Mana, for a horrid Utle 

Will tnm thy very rouge to deadly pale; 

Will make thy hair, ^o* ent from gipsy 

By barber woven and by barbrr sold, 
liiongb twisted smooth with Harry'a nicest 

Iiike boaiv bristles to erect and stare I 
Tbe hero of the mimio scene, no mote 
I start in H&mlet, in Othello roar; 
Or, haughty Chieftain, 'mid tbe din of 

In Highland bonnet woo Malvina's charms: 
While 9aos-culottes sloop up tbe mountain 

high. 
And steal me from Maria's prying ey«. 
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Blest Highland bonnet ! once my proudest 

dress, 
Now, prouder still, Maria's temples press ! 
I see her wave thy towering plumes afar. 
And call each coxcomb to the wordy war I 
I see her face the first of Ireland's sons. 
And even out-Irish his Hibernian bronze ! 
The crafty Colonel leaves the tartan'd lines 
For other wars, where he a hero shines; 
The hopeful youth, in Scottish senate bred, 
Who owns a Bushby's heart without the 

head. 
Comes 'mid a string of coxcombs to dis- 
play . . . . ; 
That Veni, vidi, vici, is his way; 

The shrinking Bard adown the alley 

skulks, 
And dreads a meeting worse than Wool- 
wich hulks, 
Though there his heresies in Church and 

State 
Might well award him Muir and Palmer's 

fate : 
Still she, undaunted, reels and rattles on. 
And dares the public like a noontide sun. 
What scandal called Maria's jaunty stagger 
The ricket reeling of a crooked swagger ? 
Whose spleen (e'en worse than Bums's 

venom, when 
He dips in gall unmix'd his eager pen. 
And pours his vengeance in the burning 

line), 
Who christen'd thus Maria's lyre-divine, 
The idiot strum of Vanity bemus'd, 
And even th' abuse of Poesy abus'd ? 
Who called her verse a Parish Workhouse, 

made 
For motley foundling Fancies, stolen or 

strayed ? 

A Workhouse ! Ah, that sound awakes my 
woes, 

And pillows on the thorn my rack'd re- 
pose I 

In durance vile here must I wake and 
weep, 

And all my frowsy couch in sorrow steep : 

That straw where many a rog^e has lain 
of yore, 

And vermin'd gipsies litter'd heretofore. 

Why, Lonsdale, thus thy wrath on vagrants 

pour? 
Must earth no rascal save thyself endure ? 
Must thou alone in guilt immortal swell, 



And make a vast monopoly of Hell ? 
Thou know'st the Virtues cannot hate thee 

worse: 
The Vices also, most they olab their onne? 
Or must no tiny sin to others fall. 
Because thy guilt 's supreme encmgh for 

all? 

Maria, send me too thy griefs and cares, 
In all of thee sure thy Esopos shares : 
As thou at all mankind the fi&e unforls, 
Who on my fair one Satire^ yengeanee 

hurls! 
Who calls thee, pert, affected, vain eo- 

quette, 
A wit in folly, and a fool in wit I 
Who says that fool alone is not thy doe, 
And quotes thy treacheries to prove it 

true I 

Our force united on thy foes we 11 turn, 
And dare the war with all of woman bom: 
For who can write and speak as thou and I ? 
My periods that decypbering defy. 
And thy still matchless tongue that con- 
quers all reply I 



NOTES AND EPISTLES 
TO JOHN RANKINE 

IN REPLY TO AN ANNOUNCEMENT 

The " announcement ^' was " that a giil 
[Elizabeth Paton] in that neighbourhood wai 
with chad " by Robert Boms. The Epistle to 
John Rankine^ ante, p. 50, sets forth the se* 
quel. 

I 

I AM a keeper of the law 

In some sma' points, altho' not a'; 

Some people tell me, gin I fa' 

Ae way or ither. 
The breaking of ae point, tho' sma'. 

Breaks a' thegither. 

II 

I hae been in for 't ance or twice. 
And winna say o'er far for thrice, 
Tet never met wi' that surprise 

That broke my rest. 
But now a rumour *s like to rise -^ 

A whaup 's i' the nest ! 



TO J. LAPRAIK 



"S 



TO JOHN GOLDIE 

AUGUST, 1785 

Johi Goldie or Goodie was the son of a mill- 
er m Qakton pariih, Ayrshire, where he was 
bon in 1717. He prospered fixvt as a oabinet- 
Bttker and then as a wine merchant in Kilmar- 
Boek, hnt lost money in mining speculations. 
Bb died in 1800. Much of his leisore was given 
to wiaoli^wiM*^! and sdentifio studies; but in 
htff life he was almost equally addicted to 
•dnaeed theology. He published an Essa^ 
M VaruMs Iwqmrtant Subjects Moral and Di- 
vim ^ being a» aUema^ to digtinguish True 
frm FaUe Kdigum, 1779 — popularly known 
rnGmOeU Bible (the issue of a second edition, 
1785, was the oecasion of this Epistle) ; Jlie 
Gofo^ Recovered from its Captive State and Re- 
Hand to its Original Purity, six vols., London, 
1784; and A 'treatise upon the Evidences of a 
Ikitf, 1809. Before his death he had prepared 
>v<nk 00 astronomy. Bums, as laureate of 
tki New-Li^t party, was warmly welcomed by 
Ooldie, who heoame one of his sureties for the 
Kifananoek Edition, and entertained him while 
^ VM snninji; the book through the press. 



GouDDE, terror o' the Whigs, 

IHetd o' black coats and rev'rend wigs ! 

Soar Bigotry on her last legs 

Gims and looks back, 
WUhiBg the ten EgyptiM pkgaes 

May seize you quick. 

n 

^eor gapin, slowrin Superstition I 

^M^ me, she 's in a sad condition ! 

Pye 1 bring Black Jock, her state physician. 

To see her water I 
Alu I there *b groond for great suspicion 

She 11 ne'er get better. 

Ill 

^i^hxuaMgm 's past redemption 

^^ in a gallopin consumption: 

^Qt a' her quacks wi' a' their gumption 

Can ever mend her; 
"^r feeUe pulse gies strong presumption 

She 11 soon surrender. 

IV 

A|Q]d Orthodoxy lang did grapple 
^ etery hole to get a stapple ; 
^ BOW she fetches at the thrapple, 
An' fights for breath: 



Haste, gie her name up in the chapel, 

Near unto death ! 



'T is you an' Taylor are the chief 
To blame for a' this black mischief; 
But, gin the Lord's ain folk gat leave, 

A toom tar barrel 
An' twa red peats wad bring relief, 

And end the quarrel. 

VI 

For me, my skill 's but very sma'. 
An' skill in prose I 've nane ava'; 
But, quietlenswise between us twa, 

Weel may ye speed ! 
And, tho' they sud vou sair misca', 

Ne er fash your head I 

VII 

E'en swings the dogs, and thresh them 

sicker I 
The mair they squeel ay chap the thicker, 
And still 'mang hands a hearty bicker 

O' something stout ! 
It gars an owthor's pulse beat (quicker. 

An' helps his wit. 

VIII 

There 's naething like the honest nappy: 
Whare 11 ye e'er see men sae happy, 
Or women sonsie, saft, and sappy 

'Tween mom and mom. 
As them wha like to taste the drappie 

In glass or horn ? 

IX 

I 've seen me daez't upon a time, 
I scarce could wink or see a styme; 
Just ae hauf-mutchkin does me prime 

rOught less is little); 
Then back I rattle on the rhyme 

As gleg 's a whittle. 



TO J. LAPRAIK 

THIRD EPISTLE 
I 

GuiD speed and furder to vou, Johnie, 
Guid health, hale ban's, an' weather bonie I 
Now, when ye 're nickin down fu' cannie 

The staff o' bread. 
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Mmj je ne'er want a stoi^ o' bfan'j 
To clear jonr head I 

n 

Maj Boreas nerer tlnesh your rigs. 
Nor Idek jronr riekles alf their legs, 
8endin the stoif o'er mnirs an' hi^gs 

Like driyin wrack ! 
Bot maj the tapmost grain that wags 

Come to the sack ! 

m 

I 'm hizzie, too, an' skelpin at it; 
Bnt bitter, dandin showers hae wat it; 
Sae my anid stompie-pen, I gat it, 

Wi' mnckle wark. 
An' took my jocteleg, an' whatt it 

Like onie dark. 

IV 

It 's now twa month that I 'm your debtor 
For your braw, nameless, dateless letter, 
Abnsin me for harsh ill-nature 

On holy men, 
While deil a hair yoursel ye 're better, 

But mair profane ! 



But let the kirk-folk rin^ their bells! 
I^t '8 sing about our noble sel's: 
We 11 cry nae lads frae heathen hills 

To help or roose us, 
Bnt browster wives an' whisky stills — 

They are the Muses I 

VI 

Tour friendship, sir, I winna quat it; 
An' if ye mak' objections at it, 
Then hand- in nieve some day we'll knot 
it. 

An' witness take; 
An', when wi' usquabae we 've wat it, 
It winna break. 

VII 

But if the beast and branks be spar'd 
Till kye be gaun without the herd. 
And a' the vittel in the yard 

An' theckit right, 
I mean your ingle-side to guard 

Ae winter night. 

VIII 

Then Muse-inspirin aqua-yitsB 

Shall mak us baith sae blythe an' witty, 



Till ye fotget ye 're anld an' gatty. 
And be aa eanty 

As ye were nine year lev than tfaretty 
Sweet ane an' twenty ! 

IX 

Bnt stocks are eowpet wi' the blast, 
And now the sinn keeks in the wast; 
Then I mann rin amang die rest. 

An' qnat my chanter; 
Sae I subscribe mysel in haste. 

Yours, Bab the Banter. 

13,1786.. 



TO THE REV. JOHN M«MATH 

INCLOSING A COPY OF ** HOLY WILLIE'S 
PRAYER " WHICH HE HAD REQUESTED 
SEPTEMBER 1 7, 1 785 



While at the stook the shearers cow^r 
To shun the bitter blaudin show'r. 
Or, in g^ulravi^ rinnin, scowr: 

To pass the time, 
To you I dedicate the hour 

In idle rhyme. 

II 

My Musie, tir'd wi' monie a sonnet 

On gown an' ban' an' douse black-bonnet, 

Is grown right eerie now she 's done it, 

Lest they should blame her. 
An' rouse their holy thunder on it. 

And anathdm her. 

Ill 

I own 't was rash, an' rather hardy. 
That I, a simple, countra Bardie, 
Should meddle wi' a pack sae sturdy, 

Wha, if they ken me. 
Can easy wi' a single wordie 

Louse Hell upon me. 

IV 

But I gae mad at their grimaces, 
Their sighin, cantin, grace-proud faces, 
Their three-mile prayers an' hauf-mi 
g^races, 

Their raxin conscience, 
Whase greed, revenge, an' pride disgrace 

Waur nor their nonsense. 



TO DAVIE 
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Gau'n, misca'd waur than a beast, 
\ mair honor in his breast 
inie scores as goid 's the priest 

Wha sae abus't him: 
r a Bard no crack his jest 

What way they 've ose^t him ? 

VI 

the poor man's friend in need, , 
tleman in word an' deed — 
t his fame an' honor bleed 

By worthless skellums, 
% Mnse erect her head 

To cowe the blellnms ? 

VII 

had I thy satire's darts 
le rascals their deserts, 
their rotten, hollow hearts, 

An' tell sdoud 
i;glin, hocos-pocus arts 

To cheat the crowd ! 

VIII 

»ws, I'm no the thing I shoold 

'» 

[ even the thing I could be, 

ity times I rather would be 

An atheist clean 
ler gospel colors hid be 

JuBt for a screen. 

IX 

it man may like a glass, 
(t man may like a mss; 
1 revenge an' malice fause 

He 'U still disdain 
cry zeal for gospel laws 

Like some we ken. 



e Religion in their mouth, 
c o' Mercy, Grace, an' Truth : 
? To gie their malice skouth 

On some puir wight; 
him down, o'er right an' ruth, 

To ruin streight. 

XI 

Religion ! Maid divine, 
Mnse sae mean as mine, 
ler rough imperfect line 
Thus daurs to name thee 



To stigmatise fabe friends of thine 
Can ne'er defame t^ee. 

XII 

Tho' blotoh't and foul wi' monie a stain 

An' far unworthy of thy train. 

With trembling voice I tune my strain 

To join with those 
Who boldly dare thy cause maintain 

In spite of foes: 

XIII 

In spite o' crowds, in spite o' mobs. 
In spite of undermining jobs. 
In spite o' dark banditti stabs 

At worth an' merit. 
By sooandrels, even wi' holy robes 

But hellish spirit ! 

xrv 

O AjT ! my dear, my native ground. 
Within thy Dresbyterial bound 
A candid Ub ral band is found 

Of public teachers, 
As men, as Christians too, renown'd. 

An' manly preachers. 

XV 

Sir, in that circle you are nam'd; 
Sir, in that circle you are fam'd; 
An' some, by whom your doctrine 's blam'd 

(Which gies ye honor). 
Even, Sir, bv them your heart 's esteem'd, 

An' winning manner. 

XVI 

Pardon this freedom I have taen, 
An' if impertinent I 've been, 
Impute it not, good sir, in ane 

Whase heart ne'er wrang'd ye. 
But to his utmost would befriend 

Ought that belang'd ye. 



TO DAVIE 



SECOND EPISTLE 



AuLD Neebor, 
I 'm three times doubly o'er your debtor 
For your auld-f arrant, frien'ly letter; 
Tho' I maun say 't, I doubt ye flatter, 
Te speak sae fair: 
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For my puir, silly, rhymin elatter 
Some less m«m sair. 

II 

Hale be your heart, hale be your fiddle ! 
Lang may your elbuck jink an' diddle 
To cheer you thro' the weary widdle 

O' warly cares, 
Till bairns' bairns kindly cuddle 

Tour auld grey hairs I 

III 

But Dayie, lad, I 'm red ye 're splaikit: 
I 'm tauld the Muse ye hae neneckit; 
An' gif it 's sae, ye sud be lickit 

Until ye fyke; 
Sic ban's as you sud ne'er be faiket. 

Be hain't wha like. 

IV 

For me, I 'm on Parnassus' brink, 
Rivin the words to gar them clink; 
Whyles daez't wi' love, whyles daez't wi' 
drink 

Wi' jads or Masons, 
An' whyles, but ay owre late I think, 

Braw sober lessons. 



Of a' the thoughtless sons o' man 
Commen' me to the Bardie clan: 
Except it be some idle plan 

O' rhymin clink — 
The devil-haet that I sud ban ! — 

They never think. 

VI 

Nae thought, nae view, nae scheme o' livin, 
Nae cares to gie us joy or grievin, 
But just the pouchie put the nieve in, 

An' while ought 's there, 
Then, hiltie-skiltie, we gae scrievin, 

An' fash nae mair. 



VII 



Leeze me on rhyme ! It 's ay a 

sure, 
My chief, amaist my only pleasure; 
At bame, a-fiel', at wark or leisure, 

The Muse, poor hizzie ! 
Tho' rough an' raploch be her measure. 

She s seldom lazy. 

VIII 

Hand to the Muse, my dainty Davie : 
The warl' may play you monie a shavie. 



trea- 



Bot for the Muse, she 11 never leave ye, 
Tho' e'er sae pair; 

Na, even tho' limpin wi' the spavie 
Frae door to door I 



TO JOHN KENNEDY, DUMFRIES 

HOUSE 

Kennedy was factor to the Eail of DomfriM, 
and resided at Domfries Hooae, two miles wot 
of Cnmnoek. He died at Sdinbnxgh, 19cli 
June, 1812. The first part of the letter ia in 
proee, and nien to a copy of I%e Cotter's Sat- 
urday Nigkt enclosed to Kennedy. Buns wnt 
other pieces to him ; and either he or M^Mmdo 
is the *' Factor John " oi T%e Kirk's Alanny 
see anU, p. 113. 



Now, Kennedy, if foot or horse 
E'er bring you in by Mauchlin Corss 
(Lord, man, there 's lasses there wad force 

A hermit's fancy; 
And down the gate in faith I tiiey 're worse 

An' mair unchancy): 

II 

But as I 'm sayin, please step to Dow's, 
An' taste sic gear as Johnie brews. 
Till some bit oallan bring me news 

That ye are there; 
An' if we dinna hae a bowse, 

I 'se ne'er drink mair. 

Ill 

It 's no I like to sit an' swallow. 
Then like a swine to puke an' wallow; 
But gie me just a true g^id fallow 

Wi' right ingine. 
And spunkie ance to mak us mellow, 

An' then we '11 shine ! 

IV 

Now if ye 're ane o' warl's folk, 
Wha rate the wearer by the cloak. 
An' sklent on poverty their joke 

Wi' bitter sneer, 
Wi' you nae friendship I will troke. 

Nor cheap nor dear. 



But if, as I 'm informed weel, 
Ye hate as ill 's the vera Deil 



TO MR. M*ADAM OF CRAIGEN-GILLAN 
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The flinty heart that caniia feel — 

Come, sir, here 's tae you I 

Hae, there 's my han', I wiss yoa weel, 

An' Gude be wi' you ! 

ROBT. 6n.RNE88. 
MoMOBL, 3d March, 1788. 



TO GAVIN HAMILTON, ESQ., 
MAUCHLINE 

RECOMMENDING A BOY 

Cromek states that Master Tootie was a 
knaTish cattle-dealer in Mauchline. 

MosMATixxi, May 3, 1786. 

I HOLD it, Sir, my bounden duty 
To warn yon how that Master Tootie, 

Alias Laird M'Gaan, 
Was here to hire yon lad away 
'Boat whom ye spak the tither day. 

An' wad hae don't aff han'; 
Bat lest he learn the callan tricks — 

As faith ! I muckle doubt him — 
Like scrapin out auld Crummie's nicks. 
An' tellin lies about them, 
As lieye then, I 'd have then 

Tour clerkship he should sair. 
If sae be ye may be 
Not fitted otherwhere. 

Altho' I say 't, he 's gleg enough. 

An* boat a house that 's rude an' rough 

The boy might learn to swear; 
But then wi' you he '11 be sae taught. 
An' set sic fair example straught, 

I hae na onie fear: 
Ye 11 catechise him every auirk. 

An' shore him weel wi " Hell ; " 
An' gar him follow to the kirk — 
Ay when ye gang yoursel I 
If ye, then, maun be then 

Frae hame this comin Friday, 
Then please, Sir, to lea'e, Sir, 
The orders wi' your lady. 

My word of honour I hae gien. 
In Paisley John's that nieht at e'en 

To meet the " warld s worm," 
To try to get the twa to eree, 
An' name the airles an' the fee 

In legal mode an' form: 
I ken he weel a snick can draw, 

When simple bodies let him; 



An' if a Devil be at a'. 

In faith he 's sure to get him. 
To phrase you an' praise you, 

xe ken, your Laureat scorns: 
The pray'r still you share still 
Of grateful Minstrel Burns. 



TO MR. M'ADAM of CRAIGEN- 
GILLAN 

IN ANSWER TO AN OBLIGING LETTER 
HE SENT IN THE COMMENCEMENT OF 
MY POETIC CAREER 

There is no evidence that Bums had any 
farther correspondenoe with this M*Adam, 
whose letter no doubt referred to the Kilniar> 
nook Edition. The son (** Danaskin*s laird " of 
stanza vii.) is alluded to in the Second Heron 
Ballad, p. 166, stanza vii. line 8, as " o* lads no 
the warst." 

I 

Sir, o'er a gill I gat your card, 

I trow it made me proud. 
" See wha taks notice o' the Bard I " 

I lap, and cry'd fu' loud. 

II 

Now deil-mar-care about their jaw, 

The senseless, gawky million ! 
1 11 cock my nose aboon them a': 

I 'm roos'd by Craigen-Gillan ! 

Ill 

'T was noble, sir; 't was like yoursel. 
To grant your high protection: 

A great man's smile, ye ken f u' well. 
Is ay a blest infection. 

IV 

Tho', by his banes wha in a tub 

Match'd Macedonian Sandy ! 
On my ain legs thro' dirt and dub 

I independent stand ay; 



And when those legs to g^d warm kaU 
Wi' welcome canna b^ur me, 

A lee dyke-side, a sybow-tail, 
An' biirley-scone shall cheer me. 

VI 

Heaven spare yon lang to kiss the breath 
O' monie flow'ry simmers, 



POSTHUMOUS PIECES 



Au' bless jour bonie lassei btutb 

(I 'm tanld they're loosome kinuuers) I 



Ad' Gud bleas youDg Dunaskin's laird. 
The blossom of our geotrj, 

An' ma; be wear an aald nmn's beard, 
A credit to his countrj 1 



REPLY TO AN INVITATION 
Written doabtlwa in a tarem. 



Yours tills raoineiit I uaseat. 

Aud faith I 1 'lu gaj aod heartv. 
To tell tie truth and shame the I)eil, 

I am as fou as Bartio. 
But Foorsdaj, Sir, my promise leal. 

Expect me o' vour partie, 
If on a beostlu leau speet 

Or hurl in a uartic. 

Yours, — Robert Burns. 

MicBUH, UoDiliy Night, 1(1 O'clock. 



TO DR. MACKENZIE 



Dr. John Mackeniie — one of the poet'a 
wannest friends — jpractised at Mauohline, on 
Donipleting hU inedii^al courae at the Univenity 
of Edinburgh. He has recorded, in a letter l« 
Professor Walker (often reprinted), his firat 
iniprewiioM of Burns, whom he mot dnrinn 
the last illn™ of WUliara Bnmew. After 
remoTing to MossgieL. BaniB had frequent 
opportunities of meeting hitn at Oavin Hamil- 
ton's, (be Masonic Lodge, and elsewhere : and 
he iiitrodiic^^d the poet to Sir John White- 
foord. Professor Dugald Stewart, and other 
persons nt influence. At a later period Mnc- 
kenTle settled at In,-ine. and in \W he retired 
lu Edinburgh, where he died 11th Jannat?, 
li<i~l. Fur Bums's counes ion with thp lodge, 
see unW. p. -">:!, Prefatory Note to Tht Fare- 
uvli. He was then depnte-master, and so signs 
himself ; the procession referred to in the note 
timk place on :J4th June. The Masonio date 



signil 



islT.1( 

Friday first 's the day appointed 
By our Right Worshipful Anointed 

To hold our grand procession. 
To get a blaud o' Johnie's monUs, 



An' taste a swatch o' Mwuon'e buT«li 

I' th' way of our profession. 
Our Maater aud the Brotherhood 

Wad a' be glad to see you. 
For mc, 1 wad be mair than proud 
To share the mercies wi' you. 
If Death, then, wi' skaitfa tb«n 
Some mortal heart is hechtia, 
Inform him, an' storm him. 
That Saturday ye 'II fecht him. 

Robert Burks, D. U. 

MoHoiia,, 14th June, i.a. BtXI. 



TO JOHN KENNEDY 

A FA BK WELL 

Forma the end uf a letter sent from Eilmu- 
Dock, undated, but writtun some tiim^ betveet 
the Sd and Itltli Aojiust. Boms teUs Ken- 
nedy that he is about to set out for Januits, 
and is in daily ezpeclAtioD of orders to npoir 
t« Greeaock. Eeaoe these last lines. Ti>r 
Kennedy see anit, p. 128, Prefatory Note (o Tt 
John Krnnrdj. 

Fabkwell, dear friend I may guid lutk 

hit you. 
And 'mong Iier farourites admit you 1 
If e'er Detructiuu shore to sinit yuu. 

May nane believe bim ! 
And onic dcil that thinks to get you. 

Good Lord, deceive him I 



to Ladv Harriet Don with this eipls- 
"Mr. Chalmem, a gentleman in Art- 
particular friend uf mine, asked me to 
^' ~ epistle tu a yonng lady, his Dul- 
seen her. but waa scarcely ac- 
qoftinled with her, and wrote aa follows." 0" 
:;Oth November, 17NH, BuniB, ae " Bard-ia- 
Chief" of Kyla. Cunningham, and Carricli' 
sent to Chalmers and another practitioner "is 
the ancient and mysterious soienoe of niD- 
founding tight and wrong,' ' a warrant for tbr 
destmotion of a certiun *' wicked song or twl- 
lad.'' He aUo wrote rhalmers a hnmonW 
letter un his arrival in Edinbur^, enelcsings 
eopy of his Addrtss to that city. Chalmfti 
was a lawyer in Ayr. 
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Wi' braw new branks in mickle pride. 

And eke a biaw new brechan, 
My PegasuB I 'm got astride, 

And ap Pamassos pechin: 
Whyles owre a bush wi' downward crush 

Tlie doited beastie stammers; 
Then up he sets, and off he sets 

For sake a Willie Chalmers. 

II 

I doabt na, lass, that weel kend name 

May cost a pair o' blushes: 
I am nae stranger to your fame, 

Nor his warm-urgM wishes: 
Your bonie face, sae mild and sweet, 

His honest heart enamours; 
And faith ! ye 11 no be lost a whit, 

Tho' wuz^d on Willie Chalmers. 

Ill 

Anld Truth hersel might swear ye 're fair, 

And Honor safely £tck her; 
And Modesty assume your air, 

And ne'er a ane mistak her; 
And sic twa love-inspiring een 

Might fire even holy p^mers: 
Nae wonder then they 've fatal been 

To honest Willie Chalmers I 

IV 

I doubt na Fortune may you shore 

Some mim-mou'd, pouther'd priestie, 
Fu' lifted up wi' Hebrew lore 

And bana upon his breastie; 
But O, what signifies to you 

His lexicons and grammars ? 
The feeling heart 's the royal blue, 

And that 's wi' Willie Chalmers. 



Some gapin, glowrin countra laird 

May warsle for your favour: 
May claw his lug, and straik his beard. 

And hoast up some palaver. 
My bonie maia, before ye wed 

Sic dnmsy-witted hammers, 
Seek Heaven for help, and barefit skelp 

Awa wi' Willie Chalmers. 

VI 

Forgive the Bard ! My fond regard 
¥ot ane that shares my bosom 

InRMies my Muse to gie 'm his dues. 
For deil a hair I roose him. 



May Powers aboon unite you soon, 
And fructify your imours, 

And every year come in mair dear 
To you and Willie Chalmers ! 



TO AN OLD SWEETHEART 

WRITTEN ON A COPY OF HIS POEMS 

The sweetheart was Peggy Thomson of 
Kirkoswald (see ante, p. 52, Prefatory Note 
to Song Composed in Aumut), Thus prefaced 
in the Glenriddell Book: '* Written on the 
blank leaf of a copy of the first edition of my 
Poems which I presented to an old sweetheart, 
then married. 'Twas the g^l I mentioned in 
my letter to Dr. Moore, where I speak of tak- 
ing the sun's altitude. Poor Peggy I Her 
hnsband is my old acquaintance, and a most 
worthy fellow. When I was taking leave of 
my Carriok relations, intending to go to the 
West Indies, when I took farewell of her, 
neither she nor I could speak a syllable. Her 
hnsband escorted me three miles on my road, 
and we both parted with tears.'* 



Once fondly lov'd and still remember'd 
dear, 
Sweet early object of my youthful vows, 
Accept this mark of friendship, warm, sin- 
cere — 
(Friendship I 't is all cold duty now al- 
lows) ; 

II 

And when you read the simple artless 
rhymes, 
One friendly sigh for him — he asks no 
more — 
Who, distant, bums in flamine torrid climes. 
Or haply lies beneath th' Atlantic roar. 



EXTEMPORE TO GAVIN HAMIL- 
TON 

STANZAS ON NAETHING 



To you. Sir, this summons I 've sent 
(Prav, whip till the pownie is fraeth- 

mgO; 
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But if you demand what I want, 
I honestly answer you — naething. 



II 



Ke'er scorn a poor Poet like me 
For idly lust living and breathing. 

While people of every degree 
Are busy employed about — naething. 



Ill 



Poor Centum-per-Centum may fast, 
And grumble his hurdles their claithing; 

He '11 find, when the balance is cast. 
He 's gane to the Devil for — naething. 

IV 

The courtier cringes and bows; 

Ambition has lUcewise its plaything — 
A coronet beams on his brows; 

And what is a coronet 7 — Naething. 

V 

Some quarrel the Presbyter gown, 
Some quarrel Episcopal graithing ; 

But every good fellow will own 
The quarrel is a' about — naething. 

VI 

The lover may sparkle and glow, 

Approaching his bonie bit gay thing ; 

But marriage will soon let him know 
He 's gotten — a buskit-up naething. 

VII 

The Poet may jingle and rhyme 
In hopes of a laureate wreathing. 

And when he has wasted his time, 

He 's kindly rewarded with — naething. 

VIII 

The thundering bully may rage, 

And swagger and swear like a heathen; 

But collar him fast, I '11 engage,. 
You'll find that his courage is — nae- 
thing. 

IX 

Last night with a feminine Whig — 
A poet she couldna put faith in ! 

But soon we grew lovingly big, 
I taught her, her terrors were 
thing. 



— nae- 



Her fingers I lovingly sqneeied. 
And Idssed her, ana pramifled her— 
naething. 

XI 

The priest anathemas may tlueat — 
Predicament, sir, that we 're bftith in; 

But when Honor's reveille is beat. 
The holy artillery 's — naething. 

XII 

And now I must mount on the wave: 
My voyage perhaps there is death in; 

But what is a watery grave ? 
The drowning a Poet is — naething. 

XIU 

And now, as grim Death 's in my thought, 
To you. Sir, I make this bequeathmg: 

My service as long as ye 've ought, 

And my friendship, by Grod, when yc've 
— naething. 



Her Whigship was wonderful pleased. 
But charmingly tickled wi' ae thing; 



REPLY TO A TRIMMING EPIS- 
TLE RECEIVED FROM A TAILOR 

The tailor was one Thomas Walker, wlio re- 
sided at Pool, near Ochiltree. His remon- 
strance, with Btims's Heply^ appeared in one 
of the tracts " printed for and sold by Stevart 
and Meikle." Scott Doug^las, who had 8e» 
the tailor's manuscripts, concludes that Simp- 
sou of Ochiltree (see anttj p. 47. Prefatory Note 
to Epistle to William Simpson) had as rnneb 
to do with the composition of his Epitdt as 
himself. 



What ails ye now, ye lousie bitch, 
To thresh my back at sic a pitch ? 
Losh, man, hae mercy wi' your natch I 

Your bodkin 's bauld: 
I didna suffer half sae much 

Frae Daddie Aald. 

II 

What tho' at times, when I grow crouse* 
I gie their wames a random pouse. 
Is that enough for you to souse 

Your servant sae ? 
Grae mind your seam, ye prick-the-louse 

An' jag-the-flae ! 



TO MAJOR LOGAN 
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III 

King DftYid o' poetic brief 

Wroeht 'mang the lassies sic mischief 

Ai fiU'd his after-life with grief 

An' bloody rants; 
An' yet he 's rank'd amang the chief 

O' lang-syne saonts. 

IV 

And maybe, Tarn, for a' my cants, 
My wicked rhymes an' drucken rants, 
lilgieaald Cloven-Clootie's haunts 

An nnco slip yet, 
An' g&ttgly sit amang the saunts 

At Davie's hip yet I 

V 

fiat, fegs I the Session says I maun 

0«e fk'upo' anither plan 

Than garrin lasses coup the cran, 

Clean heels owre body, 
An' lairly thole their mither's biui 

Afore the howdy. 

VI 

Tbii leads me on to tell for sport 
How I did wi' the Session sort: 
Anid Clinkum at the inner port 

Cried three times : — *' Robin ! 
^^9m hither lad, and answer for 't, 

Ye 're blam'd for jobbin ! " 

VII 

Wi' pineh I put a Sunday's face on, 
An'sooov'd awa' before the Session: 
I made an open, fair confession — 

I soom'd to lie — 
^' lyne Mess John, beyond expression. 

Fell foul o' me. 

VIII 

A f(ffiucator4oun he call'd me, 

^' laid my faut frae bliss ezpell'd me. 

1 owa'd the tale was true he tell'd me, 

" ^^^ ^^* ^^^ matter? " 
VVio' I) « I fear unless ye geld me, 
1 11 ne'er be better ! " 

IX 

** Gtld you I " (quo' he) " an' what for no ? 
rJ|W your ri|^t hand, lee, or toe 
''hooJd ever prove your sp^itual foe 
J, I on should remember 

^® c«tit tif; an' what for no 

Your dearest member ? " 



" Na, na " (quo' I), " I 'm no for that. 
Gelding 's uae better than 't is ca't; 
I 'd rather suffer for my faut 

A hearty flewit, 
As sair owre hip as ye can draw 't, 
lio I should rue it. 



Tho^ 



XI 



'* Or, gin ye like to end the bother, 
To please us a' — I 've just ae ither: 
When next wi' yon lass I forgather, 

Whate'er betide it, 
I '11 frankly eie her 't a' thegither. 
An let her guide it." 

XII 

But, Sir, this pleas'd them warst of a', 
An' therefore, Tam, when that I saw, 
I said *' Guid-nieht," an' cam awa, 

An' left the Session: 
I saw they were resolved a' 

On my oppression. 



TO MAJOR LOGAN 

Major William Logman, a retired soldier, of 
some repute as fiddler and wit, who lived at 
Park, near Ayr, mnst not be confounded with 
John Log^n of Afton and Knockshinnooh (the 
" Afton*8 Laird " of 7%< Kirk's Alarm, p. 113), 
with whom Bnms also corresponded. 



Hail, thairm-inspirin, rattlin Willie ! 
Tho' Fortune's road be rough an' hilly 
To every fiddling, rhyming billie. 

We never heed. 
But take it like the unbrack'd filly 

Proud o' her speed. 

II 

When, idly goavin, whyles we saunter, 
Yirr ! Fancy barks, awa we canter. 
Up hill, down brae, till some mishanter. 

Some black bog-hole. 
Arrests us; then the scathe an' banter 

We 're forced to thole. 

Ill 

Hale be your heart f hale be your fiddle I 
Lang may your elbuck jink an' diddle. 
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To cheer you through the weary widdle 

O' this vile warl', 

Until you on a cummock driddle, 

A grey-hair'd carl. 

IV 

Come wealth, come poortith, late or soon, 
Heaven send your heart-strings ay in tune, 
And screw your temper-pins aboon 

(A fifth or mair) 
The melancholious, sairie croon 

O' cankrie Care. 



May still vour life from day to day, 
Nae lente larffo in the play 
But allegretto forte gay, 

Humonious flow, 
A sweeping, kindling, bauld strathspey — 

Encore! Bravo! 

VI 

A' blessings on the cheery gang, 
Wha dearly like a jig or sang, 
An' never think o' right an' wrang 

By square an' rule. 
But as the clegs o' feeling stang 

Are wise or fool. 

VII 

My hand-wal'd curse keep hard in chase 
The harpy, hoodock, purse-proud race, 
Wha count on poortith as disg^race t 

Their tuneless hearts. 
May fireside discords jar a bass 

To a' their parts ! 

VIII 

But come, your hand, my careless bri- 

ther! 
I' th' ither warl', if there 's anither — 
An' that there is, I 've little swither 

About the matter — 
We, cheek for chow, shall jog thegither — 

I 'se ne'er bid better I 

IX 

We've faults and failins — granted clear- 

lyl 
We 're frail, backsliding mortals merely ; 
Eve's bonie squad, priests wyte them 
sheerly 

For our grand fa' ; 
But still, but still — I like them dearly . . . 

Grod bless them a' I 



Ochon for poor Castalian 

When the^ fa' foul o' earthly jinken I 

The witchmg, cors'd, delicioiis blii^rt 

Hae pnt me hyte, 
An' gart me weet my wankrife wiakea 

Wi' gimin spite. 

XI 

But by yon moon — and that's higk 

swearin I — 
An' every star within my hearin. 
An' by her een wha was a dear ane 

1 11 ne'er forget, 
I hope to gie the jads a dearin 

In fair play yet I 

XII 

My loss I mourn, but not repent it; 
I '11 seek my pursie whare I tint it; 
Ance to the Indies I were wonted. 

Some eantraip hoar 
By some sweet elf 1 11 yet be dinted: 

Then vwe Vamow ! 

XIII 

Faites mes baissemains respectueuse 

To sentimental sister Susie 

And honest Luckv: no to roose you. 

Ye may be proud. 
That sic a couple Fate allows ye 

To grace your blood. 

XIV 

Nae mair at present can I measure. 
An' trowth ! my rhymin ware 's nae tret- 
sure ; 
But when in Ayr, some half-hour's leisure, 

Be 't light, be 't dark, 
Sir Bard will do himseu the pleasure 

To call at Park. 

ROBEBT BUB>*9- 
M0880ISL, 30th October, 1786. 



TO THE GUIDWIFE OF WAU- 
CHOPE HOUSE 

(MRS. SCOTT) 

Written in answer to a rhvniing epistle fro*^ 
" The Goidwif e of Wanchope-Honse to Robe^ 
Bums the Ayrshire Bard, Febmary, 17^7-^ 
The lady wasMrs. Elizabeth Scott (horn ITS^' 
daughter of David Rutherford, Edinbnij^^' 



' WM. TYTLER. ESQ., OF WOOliHOUSELEE 
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M to Mn. Cockburo, Uie Bun^-writerf, 
WalUr Sam of Waaeliow. Bamsa 
kr oa Kkh Ha; foUovw U tbos re- 
'i* his Journal ai thfl Border tear: 
hope — Mr- t>cotl eisctJj the figure 
M rMnmonly K>Tpn lo Soueho Panza — 
nwd in hii famung niatwn. and uut 
Intlit (tiUDblH on what may be culled 
>tUi^ rather ihan a good thing. Mrs, 

■ the tenn, taal«. intrepidity of fiu>e. 
11 eriticftl dmiaion which umally dis- 
I feniale Bothon." She died IHth Feb- 
K89. After her death a selectinn fmm 
MawH ptibliahed (IH)1), undrr the title 
tad Cetn, in wluch Bimu's EpittU «ai 

^~ 

)d it we«1, in earl; dste, 

|l I wBi ti«anjle«a, jouur. and bkte, 

f fint eoald thresh the barn, 

lad » jukin at the pleugh, 

Au' furfoughten sair eneugh, 

k DD«o proud to leara; 

■ flrat uniuig the yellow com 
■an I reckon'd was, 

^' tbe la»e lilt merry mom 
■lid nnk my rig and lass: 
)tiU tbearing, and clearing 
^Tie tidier stookM raw, 
^i' oIatcts an' havers 
I Wearing the da; awa. 



Aeo. ■ wish (I mind its pow'r), 

ft that to my latest hour 

Hi itmigly heave my breast, 

I for poor auld Scotland's sake 

rawfn plan or book could make, 

mng a sang at least 

BBgli biirr-tbistle Kpretiding wide 

Bng the bearded beaj, 

uA tbe vreeder-olips aside, 

F ipar'tl the symbol dear. 

Ko aatiuu, no station 

[ Mjr euTv e'er could nuse; 

\ Sent (tilL but btot still. 

' 1 knew nae higher piaiae. 



eUtnests c 
w jumble, ri);ht an wrang, 
■mitA m my brain ; 
,t bnirst I said before, 
'u the merry cure. 
tt'd the forming si 



I see her yet, tliu sousie quean 

That lighted up my jingle. 
Her witDhing smile, her pnuky eeu 
That gart my beart-striiigs tingle I 
I firM, inspired, 

At ev'ry kindling keek, 

Bnt, bashing and doithing, 

I fuarifd iiy to speak. 



Hale to the »ei I (ilk gnid cliiel says); 
Wi' merry dance on winter days, 

Ad' we to share in common i 
The gust o' joy, the bulm of woe, 
The aaul o' life, the heav'ii bvlow 

Is rapture-giving Woman. 
Fe surlj sumphs, who hate the name. 

Be mindfu' o' your mither: 
She, boneiit woman, may think shame 

That ye 're QonDel^ted with her I 



Te'r 






Dk honest birlde swears. 



For you, no bred to Latm and byre, 
Wba sweetly tone the Scottish lyre. 

Thanks to you for your line ! 
The marl'd plaid ye kindly spare. 
By me should gratefidly be warei 

'Twad please me to the nine. 
I 'd be mair vauDtJe o' my liap. 

Douce hingin owre my curple, 
Than onie ermine ever lap, 
Urproud iniperini purple. 

Farewell, then 1 lang bate, then. 

An' plenty be yonr fa' 1 
May losses and c 



Ko'», 



it your It 



I'l 



THE AUTHOR 9 



Son of Alennder TyOer, an Edinburgh M^ 
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Sa 1744 ; awl died l^Xk SdrtMOwr. ITBS. He 
btatovod Inikriiafv ^ms 
qaariaa rtnHi— , mad m kacmru (to 
can to kaow j at aatkor of aa Imquuy, Hutmi- 
ad amd fyrUirMl, laCo tAe Evidence agaimM Marff 
iimtn of ScxdM, VM (heaeo tbe torav of tho 
po«t*» addrMB) ; a Poetiral Rewtaitu ofJawia 
I. 0/ Scotland, 1783 ; a DiBBertatiam on SeouUk 
MMsdCf 1774 ; aad oortaiB papefs ia tbe Tratu- 
octurnM of ike ScciH$ if AtUiquarieM. He aa- 
tiaUfd Johnmm with vol. L of tke Mnsieal Ifa- 
«e«m, wb«reoa hk place wacpreeently taken by 
Bams. 

The EpMtle (aa awkward a pieoe of writiiir 
ae Barm erer did in Engliih) waa aeeompaoied 
bj a copy of the Beofo eonaring. A few 
linen of prone were adibd (thoee in bracketa 
hare not hitherto 1 been printed): '^HyMnae 
Jilted me here, and tamed a comer on me, and 
I hare not got again into her good graces. [I 
hare two reqnesta to make. Bum the abore 
remea when yon hare read them, aa anr little 
aenae that is in them is rather heretical, and] 
dif me the justice to beliere me sincere in my 
gratefal remembrance of the many cirilities 
yrm hare liononred me with since I came to 
Kd{nbiirgh,and in assnring yoo that I hare the 
luttunir t4) be, rerered sir, yonr obliged and 
rery humble Mcrvant, Kobrkt Buknh. 

** Lawk M akkbt, Friday nom.^* 

Scott Douglas surmises that the expunged 
lines ctontained "some ultra-Jacobite sally;" 
but it is now manifest that Tytler would not 
hare it known that he had disregarded Bums*s 
request. 



KRVKRkD defender of beauteous Stuart, 
Of Stuart I — a name once respected, 

A name which to lore was once mark of a 
true heart, 
But now 't is despis'd and neglected ! 

II 

Tlio* something like moisture conglobes in 
my eye — 
liOt no one misdeem me disloyal ! 
A poor friendless waud'rer may well claim 
a sigh — 
Still morts if that wanderer were royal. 

Ill 

My Fathers that name have rever'd on a 
throne; 
My Fathers have fallen to right it: 

1 Tbst U, bsfwe ths Centsnsry Edition. 



TlM»e Falkcfs woald Mfrnxn their dcgeoer- 



That 



•hoald he seoffingl j slight it 



IV 



Still in pray er s for Sliiig Geoige I most 
hearCilj join. 
The QnetBD, mod the seat of the gentry; 
Be they wise, be the j fooliah, is mithing of 



Their title 'a avow'd fay my coontiy. 



V 



Bot why of that epoeha make siieh a fuss 
That |;ave oa the Hanover stem ? 

If bringing them over was lacky for ns, 
I 'm sure 't was as Incky for them. 



VI 



But loyalty — tmoe ! we 're on daogermu 
ground: 

Who knows how the fashions may alter ? 
The doctrine, to-dav that is loyalty soond. 

To-morrow may bring us a halter ! 



VII 

I send you a trifle, a head of a Bard, 
A tnfie scarce worthy your care; 

But accept it, good Sir, as a mark of regard, 
Sincere as a saint's dying prayer. 

vm 

Now Life's chilly evening dim-shades on 
your eye. 
And ushers the long dreary night; 
But you, like the star that athwart gilds 
the sky. 
Your course to the latest is bright 



TO MR. RENTON OF LAMERTQ^ 

Sent to Mr. Renton, Mordington Hoi»^' 
Berwickshire, probably during the poet's ^^' 
der tour — though Renton is not mentioned- ^ 
his Journal. 

Your billet. Sir, I grant receipt; 
Wi' you I '11 canter onie gate, 
Tho' 't were a trip to yon olue warl' 
Where birkies march on burning marl: 
Then, Sir, God willing, I '11 attend ye, 
And to His goodness I commend ye. 

R. BuRjr ^- 



TO MISS FERRIER 
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MISS ISABELLA MACLEOD 

r Imbellft filacleod, see ante, p. 96, Prefa- 
Hotb to On Reading in a ifewipaper the 
\o/ John BPLeod, Esq. 

SonnuBaH, March 16, 1787. 



IE crimson blossom charms the bee, 
The summer sun the swallow: 
» dear this tuneful gift to me 
From lovely IsabeUa. 

II 

er portrait fair upon my mind 
ReTolring time shall mellow, 
nd mem'ry's latest effort find 
The lovely Isabella. 

Ill 

Bard nor lover's rapture this 
In fancies vain and shallow ! 
be is, so come my soul to bliss, 
The lovely Isabella I 



TO SYMON GRAY 

finoB Gray lived near Dons, and while 
V vai on his Border tour sent him some 
«■ for his opinion. 



(ON Gray, you 're dull to-day f 

Unees with redoubled sway 

I seized the wits of Symon Gray. 

II 

ir Symon Gray, the other day 
^yoa«snt me 8ome rhyme, 
'^^ud not then just ascertain 
^ worth for want of time; 

III 

f now to-day, good Mr. Gray, 
'^ read it o'er and o'er: 
«d aU my skill, but find I 'm stUl 
'tt»t where I was before. 

IV 

^^d wives' minions gie our opinions, 
*^ted or no; 



Then of its fauts my honest thoughts 
I 11 give — and here they go: 



Such damn'd bombltot no age that 's past 
Can show, nor time to come; 

So, Symon dear, your song 1 11 tear. 
And with it wipe my bum. 






TO MISS FERRIER 

Jane Ferrier, eldest daughter of James Fer- 
rier, Writer to the Signet — who resided in 
(George Street, Edinburgh — and sister to Biias 
Ferrier the novelist. She was bom in 1767 ; 
married General Samuel Graham, for some 
time deputy-governor of Stirling Castle ; with 
Edward Blore, the architect, published draw- 
ings of the carved work in the state-rooms 
of that fortress under the title. Lacunar Streut' 
linenae, 1817 ; and died in 1846. 

I 

Nae heathen name shall I prefix 

Frae Pindus or Parnassus; 
Auld Reekie dings them a' to sticks 

For rhyme-inspiring lasses. 

II 

Jove's tunefu' dochters three times three 
Made Homer deep their debtor; 

But gien the body half an e'e. 
Nine Ferriers wad done better f 

III 

Last day my mind was in a bog; 

Down Greorge's Street I stoited; 
A creeping, cauld, prosaic fog 

My very senses doited; 

IV 

Do what I donght to set her free. 

My sauI lay in the mire: 
Ye turned a neuk, I saw your e'e. 

She took the wing like fire ! 



The moumf u' sang I here enclose. 

In gratitude I send yon, 
And pray, in rhyme as weel as prose, 

A' guid things may attend you I 
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SYLVANDER TO CLARINDA 

Clarinda was Bin. AgnM Madeboae, n^ 
Craigf cUuu^ter of Andrew Cnig, suzgeon, 
Glasgow. She was bom in April, 1759 — the 
Mune year aa her poet ; and when he met her 
in Edinburgh (7th December, 1787) she had 
for some time been separated from her hus- 
band. The Bard, who was (as erer) by way 
of being a bock, accepted an invitatioo to take 
tea with her on the 9th ; bnt an accident obH- 
ffing him to keep his room, he wrote to enress 
his n^^t, and at the same time intimated his 
resoWe to cherish her ** friendship with the 
enthusiasm of religion.^* Bfrs. Maclehose re- 
sponding in the same key, the *' friendship" 
proceeded apace. On Christmas Eve she sent 
him certain verses, signed *^ Clarinda," On 
Bwnu sajfing lie hiid nothing else to Do, three 
of which he quoted in the GUnriddell Book : — 

** When first yoa nw Clarixids*a cbanns, 
What raptnre in yoar boaom grew I 
Her heart was ahut to Love^a alarms, 
But then — you *d nothing else to do. 

** Apollo oft had lent hi« harp. 

But now *t waa strung from Cupid*s bow ; 
Tou sung — it reached Clarinda's heart — 
She wiahM yon M nothing else to do. 

** Fair Venus smilM, Minenra frownM, 
Cupid observed, the arrow flew : 
Indifference (ere a week went round) 
Show'd you had nothing else to do.** 

Thus challenged, Sylvander — he became Syl- 
yander there and then — replied as in the text ; 
and the romantic terms in which the two went 
on to conduct their correspondence soon served 
the ardent youth as a pretext for the expres- 
sion of fiercer sentiments than Clarinda's " urin- 
ciples of reason and religion " should have 
allowed. She sent her Arcadian poems, which 
he amended for Jobn8on*s Museum ; and he fell 
so deeply enamoured that, on leaving Edinburgh 
(24th March) he must write thus to a friend : 
" During these last eight days I have been pos- 
itively crazy." Clarinda (like Maman Vau- 
quer) avail des id4es — as what lady in the 
circumstances would not ? And when Clarinda 
learned, in August, that Bums had married 
Armour, Clarinda resented her Sylvander's de- 
fection as an unpardonable wrong. They were 
partly reconciled in the autumn of 1791 ; and 
ere she rejoined her husband in Jamaica, they 
had an interview on Gth December, which the 
gallant and romantic little song, O May^ Thy 
Morn was ne'er sae Sweety is held to commemo- 
rate. On the 27tii he sent her Ae Fond Kiss 
and then We Sever, with the finest lines he ever 
wrote: — 



•*llsdwe 
Hadw« 
Never 
We had 



nsTcr lov*d 
never lov'd 

—or 

i*erbeen 



aaekiiidlv, 
•ssh&idly. 



, n 



Behold the Hour, the Boat Arrive, and mit of 
Gloomy December, with the remark : ** Tlie re- 
mainder of this song is on the wheels — Adiea! 
Adieu ! '* Bfrs. Maclehose, still nnxeoondlad to 
her husband, returned to Seotland in Angvst, 
1792. Bums and she corresponded onrisifm 
ally, but never met again. S£b died 22d Orto- 
ber, 1841. 



When dear Clarinda, matchless fair, 
First stmck Sylyander's raptar'd mw, 

He gaz'd, he listened to despair — 
Alas ! 't was all he dared to do. 

II 

Love from Clarinda's heavenly eyes 
Transfixed his bosom thro' and thro*, 

But still in Friendship's guarded guiae — 
For more the demon fear'd to oo. 

ni 

That heart, already more than lost, 
The imp beleaguer'd all perdu; 

For frowning Honor kept his post — 
To meet that frown he shrunk to da 

IV 

His pangs the Bard ref as'd to own, 
Tho' half he wish'd Clarinda knew; 

But Anguish wrung the unweeUng groan— 
Who blames what frantic ^lin must 
do? 



That heart, where motley follies blend, 
Was sternly still to Honor true: 

Toprove Clarinda's fondest friend 
Was what a lover, sure, might do I 

VI 

The Muse his ready quill employ'd; 

No nearer bliss he could pursue; 
That bliss Clarinda cold deny'd — 

^ Send word by Charles how you do I 

VII 

The ohill behest disarmed his Muse, 
Till Passion all impatient grew: 

He wrote, and hinted for excuse, 
'< 'T was 'cause he 'd nothing else to 



9J 



« 



TO HUGH PARKER 



'39 



Bat by th(i«e hopea I have above 1 

kad bj those faults I dearly rub I 

Tw deed, tlie boldest mark of love, 

Tur iWe tbM deed 1 dnrc to do I 



' Mild tbe Fates but name the price 
''Viwlil lileH tne with your cfaanns and 

^VtiIi (raiitii! joy I 'd pay it thrice, 
II kunun art or power could do t 



' "n Ukc. Clarinda, frieiidsbip'fl hand 
ifVirndship, nt leiist. I may avow), 

■'■■A Isj «i more your cbiU command — 
111 irrile, vhaberer I 're to do. 



r 



TO CLARINDA 



I OF WINE-CLASSES 



'■lafi EdinboiKb. ^Mtb Marob, I' 



t'u* KmpRss of the Poet'i soul 

■M Qoeen of Poetesses, 
^■ynxU, take this little booa, 

I^x bumble pair of gla^sei; 
II 
'^M g]| tb«Ri up with generous jaiee, 

™ wnerous as your mind; 

^X^S* Uwjn lo the eeneroiu toast: 

"!« whole of bninau kbid t " 

•^""iw* who love us I " aevond fill; 
, "« not to those whom tt love, 
"« •» ki*e those who love not us I 
^ third: — " To thoe and me. love ! " 



If 



TO HL'GH PARKER 

t^^<J Major Willium Piu-kpr of Kil- 
^^ -^— • U, in the MiiB r« Sow, of 



OidKilluiaBepo,t.p.3m). Writineta Robert 
Muir, 2(illi August, I78T. Bunu wnds oom[ili' 
menu loMeurs. W. and H. Paikxr. and bup» 
that " Unshuc isnnng on aod prospenng vith 
God aud 3li« M'CaDsliD." lV Epiatlo was 

lath June, 1788, whence, on wnling lu Mn. 
Dunlop, he describea bimiclf (Htb June) as 
'' a solitary inmate of an old smoky ■pooue ; far 
from eTer; object I love, or by whom I un 
beloved ; nor any ncijnaintsnce older than yoe- 
teriUy except Jtnng Gtddta, the old mare I 



In this strange laud, this uncouth olime, 
A land uakuuwa to prose or rhyme} 
Where words ne'er cros't the Ml 

heckles, 
Nor limpit iu poetic shackles: 
A land that Prose diil nerer view it, 
Except when drunk he stacber't thro' it: 
Here, ambush'd by the chimla cheek, 
Hid in an atmosphere of reek, 
I hear a wheel thrum i' the neulc, 
I bear it — for in vaiu I leuk: 
The red peat gleams, a flery kernel 
EnhnskM by a lag inferuaL 
Here, for my wonted rhyming raptnrM, 
I sit and count my sins by chapters; 
For life and spunlc like ither Christians, 
I 'm dwindled down to mere eiislmice: 
Wi' nae converse but Gallowa' bodies. 
Wi' nae kend face but Jenny Geddes, 
Jenny, my Pegasean pride. 
Dowie she SAunlers down Nitbside, 
And ay a westlin leuk iibe throws. 
While tears bap o'er her auld brown nose I 
Was it for this wi' cannie care 
Thou bure the Bard through tiuuiy a shin 7 
■At howes or hillocks never itunibled. 



lo canter with the Hacitarre, 

Or loup the Ecliptic l&e a bar. 

Or turn the Pole like any arrow; 

Or, when auld PluBbus bids guod-momw, 

Down the Zudfac urge the nett. 

And cast dirt un his godship's face; 

For I could lay my bread and kail 

He 'd ne'er cast laut apo* thy tail I . . . 

Wi' a' this care and a' this grief. 

And sina', stna' prospect of rvlief. 

And nought bnt peat teek i' my head. 

How can I write what ye oan read ? — 

Tarbollon, twenty-fourth o' JuM. 



I 
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Ye 11 find me in a better tone; 

Bat till we meet and weet our whistle, 

Tak this excuse for nae epistle. 

RoBEKT Burns. 



TO ALEX. CUNNINGHAM 

Ellblakd nr NrraanALB, 
July 27th, 1788. 

Alexander Cunningham, when Bums met 
him in Edinburgh in Uie winter of 1786-7, was 
practising as a lawyer. Probably Bums was 
introduced to him at the Crochallan Club ; and 
they remained on the friandliest terms until 
the poet*s death. The Anna of this Epistle 
and of the song Anna {anU^ p. d5) was a Miss 
Anne Stewart, who (to Cuniungham^s lasting 
chag^n) married Mr. Forest Dewar, surg^n 
and town-councillor, Edinburgh (13th January, 
1789). Her perfidy suggested She ^s Fair and 
Fattse ; and, according to Bums himself, it was 
Cunningham's misfortune to which he essayed 
to do further justice in Had I a Cave. Cun- 
ningham married in 1792, and went into part- 
nership with a goldsmith. He died January 
27, 1812. In accordance with an announce- 
ment made by Bums in an affecting letter a 
fortnight before his death, the Poet's post- 
humous child was named Alexander Cunning- 
ham Bums. Holc^raph letters of Cunningham 
— with copies of which we have been favoured 
by his descendants — show that he it was who 
originated both the subscription on behalf of 
Mrs. Bums and the scheme for a collected 
Edition ; and that to him the success of both 
enterprises was cbiefiy due. 



My godlike friend — naj, do not stare : 
You think the praise is odd-like ? 

But " God is Love," the saints declare; 
Then surely thou art god-like ! 

II 

And is thy ardour still the same, 
And kindled still in Anna ? 

Others may boast a partial flame, 
But thou art a volcano I 

III 

Even Wedlock asks not love beyond 
Death's tie-dissolving portal; 

But thou, omnipotently fond, 
May'st promise love immortal t 



IV 



Thy wounds such healing powers defy, 
Such symptoms dire attend them, 

That last gi«at antihectic try — 
Marriage perhaps may mend them. 



Sweet Anna has an ait — a grace. 

Divine, magnetic, touching ! 
She takes, she charms — but who can tnse 

The process of bewitching ? 



TO ROBERT GRAHAM, ESQ, OF 

FINTRY 

REQUESTING A FAVOUR 

This was doubtiess the piece refeired to m a 
note to Miss Chalmers, 16th Septembw, 1788: 
"" I very lately — to wit, since harvest begu 
— wrote a poem, not in imitation, but in the 
manner of Fope's Moral JEpisUes, It is only t 
short essay, just to try the strength of my 
Muse^s pinion in that way/* For an aocoDBt 
of Graham of Fintry, see ante, p. 85. 



When Nature her great master-piece de- 
signed. 

And fram'd her last, best work, the hnmsn 
mind. 

Her eye intent on all the wondrous plan, 

She form'd of various stuff the various 
Man. 

The useful many first, she calls them 

forth — 
Plain plodding Industry and sober W<ffth: 
Thence peasants, farmers, native sons of 

earth, 
And merchandise' whole genus take tbeir 

birth; 
Each prudent cit a warm existence finds, 
And sll mechanics* many-apron'd kinds. 
Some other rarer sorts are wanted yet — 
The lead and buov are needful to the net: 
The capiU mortuum of gross desires 
Makes a material for mere knights ^ 

squires; 
The martial phosphorus is taught to flow; 
She kneads the lumpish philosophic Aoviij^ 
Then marks tb* unyielding mass with graTS 

designs — 



TO ROBERT GRAHAM. ESQ., OF FINTRV 
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ider'd ajTstetn fair before her 
nil piMis'd, pronouDc'tl it very 



HUocrity nnd conscious glee 
■Bj b>ve her whim as well a* wp: 
■rth-art, perhaps she meuit tu 
"W it), 

the thing, and chruteoi it —a 
t: 

tbo' oft the prey of car« and 
•nw, 
M tu-day, unmindful of to-nor- 

•nn'd I* amuse his graver friends; 
ad ptaia'd — and there the wagea 

giii(« unflt for Fortune's strife, 
• aport of all the ills of life; 
■joy each pleasure riches g^ve, 
wnnting wherewitha] to live; 
bv wipe each tear, to heal rach 

It all unheeded in his own. 

ft Nature is not nuite a Turk: 
il »t Gnt, then felt for her poor 

M pti>plros climber of mankind, 
boot a sbindan) tree to find ; 
p his helplesH woodbine stale, 
B hi* tradnls round the truly 

Iwunteous 



the onljr one I clai 
Bg bold for help 11 



I baplew Muses' tuneful train ! 
id nndntten on life's stormy 
k 
(* 00 Mlfiah, stem, absorbent 

' gi»e«— tho' hnmbly Lakes — 

•te allows, they share as soon. 



Unlike sage, proverb'd WisdoiD'a bard- 

HTuug boon. 
The world were bleat did bliss nn tliem do- 

Ah, that " the friendly e'er should want ft 

friend I " 
Let Prudence number o'ur each sturdy 

Who life sjid wisdom at one race beguu, 
Wlio feel by reason, and who give by rule 
(Instinct 's a brute, and Sentiuent ■ foul I), 
Who make poor " will do " wait uuuu " I 

should " _ 
We own they 're prudent, but who owiis 



Ye 1 



own they re prude 
they 're good 7 



hurt the social 



God's image rudely etch'd on base alloy I 
But come ye who the godlike pleMure 

Heaven's attribute distinguish 'tl — to be- 
stow 1 
Whose arms of love would grasp all baman 

Come thou who giv'st with all a oouttier'a 

grace- 
Friend of my life, tme patron of my 

Prop of ray dearest hopes for future limes I 

Why shriiiVs my soul, half hlnshing, half 

Backward, nbaah'd to ask thy friendly aid 7 
I know my need, I know thy giving hand, 
I tax thy friendship at thy kind command. 
But there are such who court the tuneful 

Nine 
(HeaTens ! should the bnmded charaetcc 

be mine 1), 
Whose verse in manhood's pride sublimely 

Yet vilest reptiles in their begging prose. 
Mark, ho« their lofty independent spirit 
Soars on the spuming wing of iiijur'd 

Seek you tlie proofs in private life to find 7 
Pity the best of words should be but wind! 
So to Heaven's gates the lark's shrill song 

But norelling on the earth the carol ends. 
In all tbe elamVoiis cry of starving want. 
They dun Benevolence with shameless 

Oblige them, patronise their tinsel lays — 
They persecute you all your future dayi I 
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£re my poor soul such deep damnation 

stain, 
My homy fist assume the plough again I 
The pie-bald jacket let me patch once 

more ! 
On eighteenpeuce a week I 've liv'd before. 
Tho*, thanks to Heaven, I dare even that 

last shift, 
I trust, meantime, my boon is in thy s:ift: 
That, plac'd by thee upon the wishM-for 

height. 
With man and nature fairer in her sight, 
My Muse may imp her wing for some sub- 

limer flight. 



IMPROMPTU TO CAPTAIN RID- 

DELL 

ON RETURNING A NEWSPAPER 

Bums's near neighbour at Friars Carse, who 
showed him g^at courtesy, and gave him a 
key to his private g^unds and the Hermitage 
on Nithsiae (see aniCj pp. 80, 120). Friars 
Carse was also the scene of the drinking bont 
celebrated in The Whistle (antey p. 99). Bums 
wrote his song, The Day Returns {postyjp, 219) 
for the anniversary (7th November) of (3aptain 
Kiddell's marriage. At the Kiddells* fireside 
he " enjoyed more pleasant evenings than at all 
the houses of the fashionable people put to> 
fifether ; '* and his great regard was in no wise 
lessened by the quarrel with the Captain's 
brother and sister-in-law (see postj p. 178, Pre- 
fatory Note to Impromptu on Mrs. RiddeWs 
Birthday), by which the hospitable doors of 
Glenriddell — a centre of music and books, of 
talk and fellowship and wine — were closed on 
him, as the sequel was soon to show, for ever. 
On Captain Riddell's death, 21st Anril, 1794, 
he hastened to dedicate his No 3fore, Ye 
Warblers of the Wood {oBepost, p. 179) to his 
memory. Riddell was an accomplished musi- 
cian, and composed several of the airs to Bums's 
songs in Johnson's Museum. He is the ^' wor- 
thy Glenriddell so skilled in old coins " of JTie 
Whistle. A fellow of the London Society of 
Antiquaries, he contributed some important 
papers to Archceologia. At his special request. 
Burns made a selection from his unprinted 
poems, which he presented, with a preface 
breathing warm affection for himself and his 
*' amiable lady," and concluding thus: *^ Let 
these be regarded as the genuine sentiments of 
a man who seldom flattered any, and never 
those he loved." 



Your News and Beviewy Sa^ 

I We read through and throogfay Sir, 

With little admiring or Uaming: 
The Papers are barren 
Of homoHiews or foreign — 

No murders or rapes worth the naming. 

II 

Our friends, the BevieweiSy 

Those chippers and hewers, 
Are iudges of mortar and stone, Sir; 

Bnt of meet or unmeet 

In a fabric complete 
1 11 boldly pronounce they are none, Sir. 

Ill 

My goose-quill too rude is 

To tell all your goodness 
Bestow'd on your servant, the Poet; 

Would to God I had one 

Like a beam of the sun, 
And then all the world, Sir, should know it! 



REPLY TO A NOTE FROM CAP- 
TAIN RIDDELL 

KT.f.ni.4WP> 
Dear Sir, at onie time or tide 
I 'd rather sit wi* you than ride, 
Tho' *t were wi* royal Greordie: 
And trowth ! your kijodness soon and late 
Aft gars me to mysel look blate — 
The Lord in Heaven reward ye I 

R. Burns. 



TO JAMES TENNANT OF GLEN- 
CONNER 

Second son of John Tennant, fanner, <» 
Glenconner, in the parish of Ochiltree — ancet- 
tor of the present Sir Charles Tennant of The 
Glen — by his first wife. He was bom lT55i 
kept a mill at Ocliiltree ; and died April, l^ 

AuLD comrade dear and brither sinner, 
How 's a' the folks about Glenconner ? 
How do you this blae eastlin wind, 
That 's like to blaw a body blind ? 
For me, my faculties are frozen, 
My dearest member nearly dozen'd. 



10 JOHN MMUKDO 



iDgled, 



bj Johnie Simson, 
>pbers to glimpse uu: 
npatbetic feeling, 

aeuae appealiiig. 
igbt aad wrangled, 

pC-JBTgOD tir'i 

I at Mience intL u, 
e ihey now appeal ~~ 

WHbsters aee and feel ) 
ind I t charge you strieC 

return them qiiicklj: 
>wii WW cursed douse 
sr butt the lioQse; 
e I there tit nmstin. 
I, Hruwu, an' Boston; 
I hand aa, 

gospel groan. 



Bi love to guid ould Gleti, 

» of honest men: 

lovrn «ri' auld grey hairs, 

I of years and cares. 

ide him still support him, 

d the grave comfort him ! 

ly far and near, 

»' wi' grace and gear I 

>lfeU< 
tnvfc 
. I wish him jur; 

ind Meg the mithcr 
ly years thegither I 
ig wabater Charlie, 
•n very fairly, 
nber singing Sannoek 

•ucpence, an' a bannock I 
lid sequnintanee, Nancy, 
i to her fancy, 
ra bae airted till lier 
a piekle siller 1 
: reapecta, 1 sen' it, 
an' sister Janet: 
n*, wi' ehiels be cantioiis, 

11 aibliDS Bu' tbem fasb- 



An' lastly, Jennie, for yoursel. 
May guudiau angels tak a spell. 
An' steer you seven miles south o' Hell I 
But Brst, before you see Heuveu'a glory, 
May ye get monie a merry stury, 
Monie a laugh and monie a drink. 
And ay eneugh o' ueedfii' elink t 

Now fare ye weel, au' joy be wi" you t 
For my sake, this I beg it o' you; 
Assist poor Simson a" ye can 
Ye 'II lin' him just an honest 
Sae I conclude, and quat my cbantei, 
Voun, saint or sinner, 

Kab 



t I beg it o" you: ■ 

in ye can; ^^^^H 

>t an honest ^^^^^| 

nd quat my cbantei, .^^^^H 

Kab thb Rxirnl^^^ 
IN M'MURDO I 

THB author's POF-MM 



TO JOHN M'MURDO 



WITH SOME C 



He became 

Queensberry, and reuded at DrumlanriK. 
is. [wrliapm the ■' Factor John " ,i( Tlir Kirk't 
.Uarm {tee pon, p. 3S8}. Barns was lattsrW 
.<n terms of peouliar intimacy with him and 
his family. Hpecially nftec nOS, when 
MUordo kept honoe near Damfriw. He 
died at Bath, 4th Deoemher, 1«W. M-Murdo 
and Colonel de Peyner of the Dnmfnes Volnn- 
teers were brothen-iD-law. thi>ir wiToa beinfc 
daughter of Pruvnt Blur. I>ttmtriM. Th» 
canrnsain^ nf M'Mnrdo and his " lomly 
BponH " in th» OumfriH cleetiuii ul !*»! U 
tbna deKtribnl in the Elictiim Ballot! lo Oro- 
ham e/FinlTf {pot. p. I«3): 

" She woB Muh ttfitt bnr(H>' hHrt. 
WtaI1> h«, tub ntA, plr>y«d hla put 

Bot Bnnia'B esteem for both is luflirientl; 
shown in the pmeent note and in th* littes 
On .Mn iPMarAo {poll, p, 178). Two of 
thflir danshten are the reapectira thamea of 
Bonit Jtan and PkyUit ikt Fair. 



O, con.n I gire thee India's wealth. 

As t this trifle send I 
Beeanse Ihy .fuy iti bntb would lie 

To share tbem with a friend ! 
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Then take what gold could never buy — 
An honest Bard's esteem. 



SONNET TO ROBERT GRAHAM, 
ESQ., OF FINTRY 

ON RECEIVING A FAVOUR, I9TH AUGUST, 

1789 

The faTonr wbm the appointment to an ex- 
cite district on which the writer^s farm was 
situate. For Graham, see arUey p. 85. For 
the stave, it is fair to note that, judging by 
this and the other two or three essays in the 
form which Bums has left, he knew nothing 
about the sonnet except that it must consist of 
fourteen lines, and that (as his variations in 
the present case appear to show) he was not 
always sure of that. The reason is not, of 
course, that the sonnet (which is described in 
the Schorte TreeUite [1585], and of which Mont- 
gomerie left some seventy finished and spirit- 
ed examples) had no past in the vernacular, 
but that very few sonnets were made in the 
ei^^hteenth century, and none of these few was 
the work of either Ramsay or Fergiisson. 

I CALL no Goddess to inspire my strains: 
A fabled Muse may suit a Bard that feigns. 
Friend of my life t my ardent spirit bums, 
And all the tribute of my heart returns, 
For boons accorded, goodness ever new, 
The gift still dearer, as the g^ver you. 

Thou orb of day ! thou other paler light ! 
And all ye many sparkling stars of night ! 
If aught that giver from my mind efface. 
If I that giver*s bounty e'er disgrace. 
Then roll to me along your wand'ring 

spheres 
Only to number out a villain's years ! 

I lay my hand upon my swelling breast. 
And grateful would, but cannot, speak the 
rest. 



EPISTLE TO DR. BLACKLOCK 

Thomas Blacklock was bom at Annan, of 
English (Cumberland) parents in 1721. At six 
months smallpox made him blind. He pub- 
lished Poems (poor Rtuff ) in 1746 ; made the 
acquaintance of David Hume, who (with other 



friends) partly supported him at the Umvetshj 
of Edinbnigh ; by Hume^s advioe oomplsfeed s 
theological course ; in 1702 was firftswited to 
the living of Kirkcudbright ; but, the paridi- 
ioners oVieeting to his DlSndneas, retirsd m 
1764 to Edinbugh, where he lived by takim^ 
pupils. He died 7th July, 1791. An edilios 
of his verses appeared in 1703, with a life by 
Heniy Mackenzie. It was ownu^ to BlaeUoa 
that Bums resolved upon an ^inburgh Edi- 
tion. 

EixitzjurD, 2Ut October, 1789. 



Wow, but your letter made me Taantie ! 
And are ye hale, «nd weel, and caniie ? 
I kend it still, your wee bit jauntie 

Wad bring ye to : 
Lord send you ay as weel 8 1 want ye, 

And then ye 11 do I 

II 

The Ill-Thief blaw the Heron soath, 
And never drink be near his drouth I 
He tauld mysel by word o' mouth. 

He 'd tak my letter: 
I lippen'd to the ohiel in trowth, 

And bade nae better. 

Ill 

But aiblins honest Master Heron 
Had at the time some dainty fair one 
To ware his theologic care on 

And holy study, 
And, tired o' sauls to waste his lear on, 

E'en tried the body. 

IV 

But what d' ye think, my trusty fier ? 
I 'm turned a ganger — Peace be here ! 
Parnassian queires, I fear, I fear. 

Ye 11 now disdain me, 
And then my fifty pounds a year 

WUl little gain me ! 



Ye glaikit, gleesome, dainty damies, 
Wha by Castalia's wimplin streamies ^ 
Lowp, sing, and lave your pretty limbicSi 

Ye ken, ye ken, 
That Strang necessity supreme is 

'Mang sons o' men. 

VI 

I hae a wife and twa wee laddies; 

They maun hae brose and brats o' dnddies: 



TO A GENTLEMAN 



>4S 



aij heart right proud it — 
I need na vaunt — 
•ned besoms, thraw sungh woodiea, 
Birfore the; want 



me thro' this warld o' care I 
— liak o't late aad aii I 
lae a richer share 

ThaD monieithers; 
^loald ae mtui better fsre, 

And n' men britberB ? 



ResolTe, take thou the vai 

o' carl-ht'tnp in mnn I 

U mind, f^iit heart ne'er wai 

A lady fair; 

the utmost that he can 

WiU whiles do mur. 
IX 
pMlnde m; tUh rhyme 

t ■ hapiry fireside clime 

To weuM and wife, 
e true pathos and sublime 
Of faaman life. 



its to lister Beckie. 
the lame to honest Lucky : 
ii a daintie clmckie 

As e'er tread clay: 
ifolly, my guid auld cookie, 
I 'm youra for ay. 

RoBEK-r Bunxs. 



! A GENTLEMAN 



RPbIw .Siuan of Tlir London Star. 
ilarniifj I'oil in join with certnin 
lladiaK John Mayiw, author of Thi 
^ IB fonndinfC Tlit Star and Ending 
»i>lb«bM[iuiunKof ITHS; but in the 
«< 1789 he quuTel1«l. not. u haa 
ilj aappowid, with the proprietors of 
W V*p*r. hut with thx proprietiin of 
^^ - ' ' ' BO thu laih he bronchi 



□DI a Star of his own. Thr main {rnmnd of 
the quanel waa his aupport of the Prinse of 
Walls, and he defended his aecooaian in a 
lengthy addreaa to the publiu. Thoa fur some 
six months two seiersl .Start appeared in Lon- 
don : the old one — the Dog Star, Stuart called 
it — '" published by Juhii Mayne i " and the 
new one, "published by I'eter Stuartj" eX'pnb- 
liaher of the old. At Urst fituut retained th* 
old title, with tlie addition below, Printed by 
P. Muiirt ,- but iin Febmary 24th he changed it 
U> Stuart'g Star and Evening Adotrtiatr, and 1 
on April 2Tth to Thf Morning Star. tioDie twt»'J 
mouths after the journal died. I 

KiHD Sir, I \ 

And faith, to 

How guessed ye. Sir, what insist I iranted 7 

This monie it day I 've grain'd and gftuntnd. 

To ken what French mischief was brewin; 

Or what the drumtie Dutch were doin; 

That vile doup-akclper, Emperor Joseph, 

If Venus yet bad got his noae off; 

Or how the coUiesbaagie works 

Atween the Rnssians and the Turks; 

Or if the Swede, before he lialt. 

Would play anither Charles the Twalt; 

If Denmark, any body spak o't; 

Or Poland, wba had now the ta«k o'l; i 

How <^ut-t.hront Pmssian blades were hingin; J 

How libbet ICaJj' was singine; 

If .Spaniard, Portuguese, or Swiss 

Were aayin or takin aught amiss; 

<^lr how our merry lads at hame 

In Dritain's conn kept up the game: 

How royal George — the Loi^d lenk 



U ileekit Chatham V 
Or gUikit Charlie got his nieve in; 
How Daddie Burke the plea was cookin; 
If Warren Hastings' nedc was jenkin; 
How oeues, stents, and fees were rai'd, 
Or if bare arses yet were tax'd ; 
The news o' princes, dukes, and earit. 
Pimps, sharpers, bawds, and npem-girls; 
If that daft btiekie. Oeordie Walen. 
Was tbreshin still at hiizies' tails; 
Or if he was crown iiughtlins dooser. 
And no a perfect kintra cooser: 
A' this and mair I never heard of. 
And, but for you, I might degpalr'il of. 
So, grntefu', back yonr news I send yoo. 
And pray a' guid things may attend yon 1 
EitWj»D, Moiidaf Uaraliif. 
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Mav couthie Fortane, kind ar 

In social glee 

WV moruings blythe and c*ei 

Bless them a 

V 

Fareweel, auld birkie ! Lore 
And then the Deil, be daurnf 
Your friends ay love, your fo 

For me, shaii 
If neist my heart I dinna we: 

While Burns 



TO WILLIAM STE 

In honest Bacon's inglo-ne 

Hen; maun I sit and thi 
Sick o' the war Id and warl 

An' sick, damn'd sick, o 
I see, I see there is nae hel 

But still doun I maun si 
Till some day laigh enougl 

" Wae worth tliat eui-sed 
Yestreen, alas ! I was sae 

I could but yisk and win 
And now, this dav, sjiir, sai 

The wearv, weary drink. 
Satan, I fear tliv sootv cbr 

I hate thv brunstane stii 
And ay I curse tlie hickles 

The wicked soup <»* drin 
In vain I would forgfct niv 

In idle rhyming clink, 
For, past redenij)tion danii 

I can do nought but drii 
To you my trusty, wcll-tri* 

Mav heaven still on vou 
And mav vour life flow t<» 

Swrct as a drv man's dr 



INSCRIPTION T(^ Mis; 
OF FINTKV 

I 

IIkke, where the Scottish M 
lives 
In sacred strains and tun 
join'd. 
Accept the gift ! Though h 
gives. 
Rich is the tribute of the " 

C5 



TO COLONEL DE PEYSTER 
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II 

may no ruffian feeling in thy breast, 
^iaeordant, jar thy bosom-chords among I 
t Peaee attune thy rentle sonl to rest, 
Or Love ecstatic wiSlc his seraph song ! 

Ill 

' Pity's notes in luxury of tears, 

As modest Want the tale of woe rereals; 

bile conscious Virtue all the strain en- 
dears. 

And heayen-bom Piety her sanction 
seals I 

Robert Burns. 

Slat JamuuT, 1791. 



REMORSEFUL APOLOGY 
Probably sent to Mrs. Walter RiddelL 

I 

K friend whom, wild from Wisdom's 
way, 



rbe fumes of wine infuriate send 
ot moony madness more astray\ 
kVho but deplores that hapless friend ? 



II 



>fe« was th' insensate, frenzied part — 
AJi I why should I such scenes outlive ? 
-ties to abhorrent to my heart I 
'T'is thine to pity and forgiye. 



TO COLLECTOR MITCHELL 

Written towards the dose of *05. Boms was 
^ ^fry friendly terms with Mitchell, and often 
^ kun fint dirafti for oriticinn. 



^"(D of the Poet tried and leal, 
^ni wanting thee might beg or steal; 
^^, tlake, the meikle Deil 

Wi' a' his witches 
^ >t it, skelpin jig an' reel 

In my poor pouches ! 

II 

|[jBodesUy f u' fain wad hint it, 

^ One-pound-one, I sairly want it; 



If wi' the hizzie down ve sent it, 

It would be kind; 

And while my heart wi' life-blood dunted, 

I 'd bear 't in mind I 

III 

So may the Auld Year gang out moanin 
To see the New come liuien, groanin 
Wi' double plenty o*er the loanin 

To thee and thine: 
Domestic peace and comforts crownin 

The hale design I 



POSTSCRIPT 

IV 

Ye 'ye heard this while how I 'ye been 

licket. 
And by fell Death was nearly nicket: 
Grim loon I He got me by the fecket. 

And sair me sheuk ; 
But by guid luck I lap a wicket, 

And tum'd a neuk. 



But by that health, I 'ye got a share o't. 
And by that life, I 'm promis'd mair o't. 
My hale and weel, 1 11 tak a care 0% 

A tentier way; 
Then farewell Folly, hide and hair o't. 

For ance and ay I 



TO COLONEL DE PEYSTER 

Colonel Arent Schuyler de Pe3r>ter was de- 
scended from a Hognenot family settled in 
America, and senred with distinction in the 
American War. He took np house at Maris 
Grove, near Dnrafries ; and on 24th Biay« 1795, 
was appointed colonel of the Dumfries Volun- 
teers, in which Bums was a prirate. He was 
a brother-in-law of John M'Mardo (see ante, 
p. 143). He died 20th November, 1822, in his 
96th year. 



Mt honor'd Colonel, deep I feel 
Your interest in the Poet's weal: 
Ah ! now sma' heart hae I to speel 

The steep Parnassus, 
Surrounded thus by bolus pill 

And potion glasses. 
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II 

O, what a canty warld were it, 

Would pain and care and sickness spare it, 

And Fortune favor worth and merit 

As they deserve, 
And ay a rowth — roast-beef and claret I — 

Syne, wha wad starve ? 

Ill 

Dame Life, tho' fiction out may trick her, 
And in paste gems and frippery deck her. 
Oh I flickering, feeble, and unsicker 

I 've found her still: 
Ay wavering, like the willow-wicker, 

'Tween good and ill I 

IV 

Then that curst carmagnole, Auld Satan, 
Watches, like baudrons bv a ratton, 
Our sinfu' saul to get a claut on 

Wi* felon ire; 
Syne, whip t his tail ye ne'er cast saut on — 

He 's aff like fire. 



Ah Nick ! Ah Nick I it is na fair, 
First showing us the tempting ware. 
Bright wines and bonie lasses rare. 

To put us daft; 
Syne weave, unseen, thy spider snare 

O' Hell's damned waft I 

VI 

Poor Man, the flie, aft bizzes by, 

And aft, as chance he comes thee nigh, 

Thy damn'd auld elbow yeuks wi' joy 

And helfish pleasure. 
Already in thy fancy's eye 

Thy sicker treasure ! 

VII 

Soon, heels o'er gowdie, in he gungs, 
And, like a sheep-head on a tangs. 
Thy gimin laugh enjoys his pang^ 

And murdering wrestle. 
As, dangling in the wind, he hang^ 

A gibbet's tassle. 

VIII 

But lest you think I am uncivil 

To plague you with this draunting drivel, 

Abjuring a intentions evil, 

I quat my pen: 
The Lord preserve us f rae the Devil I 

Amen I Amen I 



TO MISS JESSIE LEWARS 

Think be the volumes, Jessie fair, 
And with them take the Poet's prayer: 
That Fate may in her fairest page. 
With ev'ry kindliest, best presage 
Of future bliss enrol thy name; 
With native worth, and spotless fame, 
And wakeful caution, still aware 
Of ill — but chief Man's felon snare ! 
All blameless joys on earth we find* 
And all the treasures of the mind — 
These be thy guardian and reward I 
So prays thy nuthf ul friend, the Bard. 

ROBEET BUSNS. 

June 26, 179S. 



INSCRIPTION 

WRITTEN ON THE BLANK LEAF OF A 
COPY OF THE LAST EDITION OF MY 
POEMS, PRESENTED TO THE LADT 
WHOM, IN SO MANY FICTITIOUS REVER- 
IES OF PASSION, BUT WITH THE MOST 
ARDENT SENTIMENTS OF REAL FRIEND- 
SHIP, I HAVE SO OFTEN SUNG UNDER 
THE NAME OF CHLORIS 

For Chloris, see Prefatory Note to Latsu 
wV the Lint-white Locks j post, p. 289. The eopy 
sent to George Thomson, now at Breohio Gm- 
tle, oorresponds with the text. An esriy ditft 
is in die Clarke-Adam Collection. 

The stanza is that of much English eic^ 
teenth century verse : among the rest, of G<w* 
smith's Edwin and Angelina, 



T 18 Friendship's pledge, my young, &" 
Friend, 

Nor thou the gift refuse; 
Nor with unwilline ear attend 

The moralising Muse. 

II 

Since thou in all thy youth and charms 

Must bid the world adieu 
(A world 'gainst peace in constant arm») 

To join the friendly few ; 

III 

Since, thy gay morn of life o'ercast. 
Chill came the tempest's lour 
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it U left beliind, 

' wrslth hast thuu in store — 

larta of the mind I 



B self-RpproTing glow 
lens honor'< part; 
■t gift or Heftven below] 
ieiulsliip's truest heart; 



iBn'd «f Hnse and taate, 
Itj UuM to roTe: 
r were the Poet blest, 
n could he improre. 



EATRICAL PIECES 



PROLOGUE 



Rooda. boTD 1751, was originallj a 
JoiMd (e. iim a RToUiDp eota- 
1 hlD pU>p> After appearing iti 
■■iioTed.Bl»nt l77l.loE(linbai|;)i, 
la^ Uadiog part* in tnifredy 
BUl comedy. He died I4ih De- 
I, and waa buried in the Old Cai- 
W. He was author of two plays : 
W [ITWIand Th, Twin, (1780); 
puhlkhed in 'Kt. Bnnu's interest 
IB probably qnirkeiH>d b; the play- 
ip with F«f;iuaon, who. in his 1^)1 
Hbi him hi* Shakespeare : — 

ta^rfoiu to Um boKl at Hck -. 



lefoni Public's kind acclaim 
□ped is granted — honest 



When here jour favour ia the actor's lot, 
Nor even the nmo in private life for^t; 
What breast ao dead to heaventjr \ irtue'i 

glow 
But hcatres impassioD'd with the gratefnl 

throe? 



Poor is the task to pli 
throng: 



harb'rons 
biddotu' powers in (toutbem'a 



It needs n 

soiig. 

But bere an ancient nation, fani'd afar 
For genius, learning ''■£)>• >« great in war. 
Hail, Caledonia, name for ever dear t 
Hefore whose sons I 'tn banor'd to ap- 

Wbere every (cience, every noble art. 
That can inform the mind or mend the 

Is known (as grateful nations oft have 

found). 
Far BR the rude 1>arbarian marks the bound 1 
DO idle pedant dream, 
her search by heaven-taught 
Reason's beam; 
Here Historv paints with elegance and force 
The tide of Empire's fluctuating course; 
Here Douglai forms wild Shakespeare into 

And Harley rouses all the God in man. 
When well-form'd taste and sparkling wit 

With manly lore, or female beauty bright 
(Beaaty, where faultless tj-mtnetry and 

grace 
Can only charm us in the seoond place). 
Witness my heart, how oft with panting fear. 
As on this night, I 've met these judges 

But still the hope Eiperience taught to 

Equal to judge, .voii 're candid to forgive. 
No hundred-beaded Riot here we meet. 
With Decency and Law beneath his feet; 
Nor Insolence assumes fair Freedom's 



Like Caledonians you applaud or blame '. 

O Thou, dread Power, VVhooe empire* 

giving hand 
Has oft been siretch'd to shield the honor'd 

land! 
Strong may she glow with all her ancient 



Mai 






y son be worthy of bi 



»5o 
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Mfiu luii^ i»1m rise» withseiieroiis dudain 
At 'Vymtmy% w dii«r Fmsore's ehain; 
HiiU M>U-U«p«iident in lier natiTe shore, 
IMd uia^ «& bcave gcim Danger's loudest 

riM»r» 
'IHil If'kU) the curtain drop on worlds to be 

uu more t 



^•KOUHIUE SPOKEN AT THE 
IMKATRE OF DUMFRIES 

(»N Nfc.W YKAK*S DAY EVENING, I790 

< H .SuthvrUmI Burns wrote (0th February, 
IfUO) iu WtUiara Niool: ''A worthier or 
t-.luvujrvi' fulUiw 1 have rarely met with." To 
Win bi(il,hui (atlb^^rt, nth January, 1700, he 
lit jKuikjMl him MM *' a man of apparent worth," 
atiiliuii; UiMi he Mpouted the ivoloffne '* to his 
.Miilitmm» with ai»|Jauae.** " I shiJl not be in 
ilii> UmMi ui(irtln«t(l,** wrote Bums, *' though 
i.Uu.v 4i-«i utfv«ir heard of, but if they oan be of 
•iii.v MuviiHs to Mr. Sutherland and his friends, 
I itli4U kijM uiv hands to my Lady Muse, and 
•iwii iiivMflf iiiuoh hur debtor." 

Nii uitii^ mil* duiUHi I bring from yon great 

I li4t (|uiuuM it o'er our tasto — the more 's 

the |iit.v 1 
lUii', by tho bye, abroad wby will you 

I'oaiH ? 
Udoii tMUiNo iiimI taste are natives here at 

hoiue. 
hilt lint for tianegyrio I appear: 
I r(iiiii« to wish you all a good New Year ! 
( Md Kuthitr 'IHuie deputes me here before 

N«tt Inr to proaoh, but t«dl his simple story. 
1 lilt tiigd, f^riivo Aneient cough'd, and bade 

tiiit Hiiv: 
** Vtxi 'vv i>nu year older this important 

iU.Y." 

U wihii too he hinted some suggestion, 
iUa 't would be rude, you know, to ask the 

t|iii'.tition; 
Villi with ii would-be-rtkguish leer and wink 
III liaili' iui) ou YOU press this one word — 

TbmkI 



\ I .-^luightly youths, quite flush with 
liuiiii iiud spirit, 
\\U*> liiitiV to storm the world by dint of 

lui-ilt, 



To you the dotard has a deal to sav, 
In his sly, dry, sentontions, pro?eft> wsy ! 
He bids you mind, amid yoor thoa|^tk» 

rattle. 
That the first blow is ever half the bsttle; 
That, tho' some by the skirt may tiy ti> 

snateh him. 
Yet by the forelock is <lie bold to eateh 

him; 
That, whether doing, suffering, or forbei> 

ing» 
You may do miracles by perseyering. 

Last, tho' not least in love, ye youthfnl 
fair. 

Angelic forms, hieh Heaven's peculisr cue I 

To you old Bald-rate smoothes his wrinkled 
brow. 

And humbly begs you 11 mind the impor- 
tant — Now ! 

To crown your happiness he asks yoor 
leave. 

And offers bliss to give and to reodvs. 

For our sincere, tho' haply weak endetT- 

ours. 
With grateful pride we own your manj 

favours; 
And howsoe'er our tongues may ill rereal 

Believe our glowing bosoms truly feel it 



SCOTS PROLOGUE FOR MRS. 
SUTHERLAND 

ON HER BENEFIT-NIGHT AT THE THEA- 
TRE, DUMFRIES, MARCH 3, I790 

What needs this din about the town 

Lon'on, 
How this new play an' that new soog ^ 

comin ? 
Why is outlandish stuff sae meikle coart^ • 
Does Nonsense mend like brandy — ^^^ 

imported ? 
Is there nae poet, burning keen for faiD«» 
Will bauldly try to gie us plays at haine * 
For Comedy abroad he need na toil: 
A knave and fool are plants of every soil- 
Nor need he stray as far as Rome or Gree^ 
To gather matter for a serious piece: 
There 's themes enow in Caledonian story 
Would show the tragic Muse in a* herglo^ 
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Is there no darine Bard will rise and tell 
How glorious "millace stood, how hapless 

feU? 
Where are the Mu3es fled that could pro- 
duce 
A drama worthy o' the name o' Bruce ? 
How here, even here, he first unsheath'd 

the sword 
'Griunst mighty England and her guilty 

lord, 
And after monie a bloody, deathless doing, 
Wrench'd his dear country from the jaws 

of Ruin I 
O, for a Shakespeare, or an Otway scene 
To paint the lovely, hapless Scottish Queen f 
Vara all th' omnipotence of female charms 
'Gainst headlong, ruthless, mad Rebellion's 

arms f 
She fell, but fell with spirit truly Roman, 
To glut the veneeance of a rival woman: 
A woman (tho' the phrase may seem uncivil) 
As able — and as cruel — as the Devil ! 
One Douglas lives in Home's immortal 

But Don^asses were heroes every age; 
And tho' your fathers, prodig^ of life, 
A Douglas followed to the martial strife. 
Perhaps, if bowls row right, and Right 

succeeds. 
Ye yet may follow where a Douglas leads ! 

As ye hae generous done» if a' the land 
Would take the Muses' servants by the 

hand; 
Not only hear, but patronize, befriend them. 
And where ye justly can commend, com- 
mend them; 
And aiblins, when they winna stand the test. 
Wink hard, and say: **The folks hae done 

their best ! " 
Would a' the land do this, then 1 11 be 

cution 
Ye 11 soon hae Poets o' the Scottish nation 
Will gar Fame blaw until her trumpet crack. 
And warsle Time, an' lay him on bis back ! 

For us and for our stage, should onie 

spier: — 
''Whase aught thae chiels maks a' this 

bustle here ? " 
My best leg foremost, 1 11 set up my 

brow: — 
" We have the honor to belong to you ! " 
We 're your ain bairns, e'en guide us as ye 

like. 



But like good mithers, shore before ye 

strike; 
And gratefu' stiU, I trust ye '11 ever find us 
For een'rous patronage and meikle kindness 
We've got frae a' professions, setts an' 

ranks: 
Grod help us ! we 're but poor — ye 'se get 

but thanks I 



THE RIGHTS OF WOMAN 

AN OCCASIONAL ADDRESS 

SPOKEN BY MISS FONTENELLB ON HER BENEFIT 
NIGHT, NOVEMBER 26, 1 792 

Sent to Miss Fontenelle in a complimentary 
letter: "Your charms as a woman would se- 
core applause to the most indifiPerent actress, 
and your theatrical talents wonld secure admi- 
ration to the plainest figure." She is also the 
subject of a flattering Epigram (p. 189). Miss 
Fontenelle won some applause on the London 
boards. Her name appears in the obituary of 
The Gendeman'i Magazine for September, 1800 : 
*' In Charles-town, South Carolina, a victim to 
the yellow fever, Miss Fontenelle, who made 
her dihtU many years ago at Covent Garden, 
and afterwards performed at the Haymarket. 
In America she played under the name of Mrs. 
Wilkinson." 

While Europe's eye is fix'd on mighty 

things, 
The fate of empires and the fall of kings; 
While quacks of State must each produce 

his plan, 
And even children lisp the Rights of Man; 
Amid this mighty fuss just let me mention, 
The Rights of Woman merit some attention. 

First, in the sexes' intermiz'd connexion 
One sacred Right of Woman is fVotection: 
The tender flower, that lifts its head elate, 
Helpless must fall before the blasts of fate, 
Sunk on the earth, defac'd its lovely form, 
Unless your shelter ward th' impending 
storm. 

Our second Right — but needless here is 

caution — 
To keep that right inviolate 's the fashion: 
Each man of sense has it so full before him, 
He *d die before he 'd wrong it — 't is De- 
corum ! 



I ■ ./ 
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j- j. i„ _^._ ^^^ >» suu^fac a Poet roosted near the skies; 

^,\; r . * ^^^ m^.-" -<^ ^^™ ^ came to feast my curious eyes; 

Slip ■ 'TmtL nothing like his works was ever 

HpIu .^ -:» ^ printed; 

lAst^ my prologue-business slily hinted. 



r 



1 i.. , ... ■ Ma'am, let me tell you," quoth my man 

— «»• of rhymes, 

- 1 know your bent — these are no laugb- 
- -. ing times: 

^ia vou — but, Miss, I own I have bit 

• ' ' ft 

fears — 
?ia»olve in pause, and sentimental tears ? 
^jMT Vlch laden sighs, and solemn-roimdod son- 
. . tence, 

'ifjuse from his sluggish slumbers fell Ke- 
_,^ ^ pentance ? 

• -;•■. ?:iint Vengeance, as he takes his horrid 

. 1- ,,^^ M stand, 

I'll ' Waving on high the desolating brand. 

*i ^ w Calling the storms to bear him o'er a giiiltv 

^ land?" 

.1 • ■ 

|.'' I could no more! Askance the creature 

. . -H..*. eyeing: — 

- D* ye think," said I, " this face was made 

for crying ? 
I 'II laugh, that *s poz — nay more, the 
world shall know it; 
^. »fc* And so, your servant ! gloom v Master 
1 " Poet!" 



■^»* 



vU^ 



,^m>** •' 



. » • 



^ .-W **»*^' 



Firm as my creed. Sirs, 't is my fiiM !*• 
lief 
That Misery \s another word for Grief. 
1 also think (so may I l>e a bride !) 
That so much laughter, so much life eo* 
joyVl. 

riiou man of crazy care and ceaseless sigb. 
Still under bleak !Slisfortune\s blast injf eye; 
Poom'd to that sorest task of man alive — 
1\> make three guineas do the work of fivi*: 
Laugh in Misfortune's face — the beldaic 

witeh — 
Sav, vou '11 Ih' merry, thu' vou can't W 

rich ! 

Vhow other man of i^are, the ^^Tetch in love! 
Who h>ng with jiltish arts and airs hast 



-9 "*«fc 



j^ ,!.*!» strove: 



Who, as the l>oughs all temptingly project, 
J iiu: Moasur'st in desperate thought — a p^P' 
'** "* — thy neck — 

- ^^.li't^ Or, where the beetling cliff o*erhangs the 

deep. 
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Peerest to meditate the healing leap: 

Would'st thou be cur'd, thou silly, moping 
elf? 

Laugh at her follies, laugh e'en at thy- 
self; 

Learn to despise those frowns now so ter- 
rific. 

And love a kinder: that 's your grand spe- 
cific. 

To sum up all: be merry, I advise; 

And as we 're merry, may we still be wise f 
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ADDRESS OF BEELZEBUB 

To tbm Right Hononble the Earl of BreadalbaiM, 
Praddent of tho Right Honorable the Highland Society, 
wUeh met on the l3rd of Hay laet, at the Shakespeare^ 
GovBot Gaiden, to concert ways and means to frustrate 
the deeigne of ftre hundred Highlanders who. as the 
Society were informed by Mr. M*Kensie of Appleoross, 
were so andadons as to attempt an eeoape nom their 
lawfol lords and maste r s whose property they were, by 
emigrating from the lands of Bfr. ICacdonaid of Glen- 
(sry to the wflds of Canada, in search of that fantastic 
thing — Liberty. 

Long life, my lord, an' health be yours, 
Unskaith'd by huneer'd Highland boors ! 
Lord erant nae duddie, desperate beggar, 
WV dirk, claymore, or rusty trigger. 
May twin auld Scotland o' a life 
She likes — as lambkins like a knife ! 

Faith ! you and Anplecross were right 
To keep the EBghLuid hounds in sight ! 
I doubt na I they wad bid nae better 
Than let them ance out owre the water ! 
Then up amang thae lakes and seas. 
They'll mak what rules and laws they 

please: 
Some oaring Hancock, or a Franklin, 
May set their Highland bluid a-ranklin; 
Some Washing^n again may head them. 
Or some Montgomerie, fearless, lead them ; 
Till (Grod knows what may be effected 
When by such heads and hearts directed) 
Poor dunghill sons of dirt an' mire 
^y to Patrician rights aspire ! 
Km sage North now, nor sager Sackville, 
To watch and premier owre the pack vile I 
An* whare will ye get Howes and Clin- 
tons 



To bring them to a right repentance ? 

To cowe the rebel generation. 

An' save the honor o' the nation ? 

They, an' be damn'd I what right hae they 

To meat or sleep or light o' day, 

Far less to riches, pow'r, or freedom, 

But what your lordship likes to gie them ? 

But hear, my lord I Glengary, hear ! 

Your hand 's owre light on them, I fear: 

Your factors, grieves, trustees, and bailies, 

I canna say but they do gaylies : 

They lay aside a' tender mercies. 

An' tirl the bullions to the birses. 

Yet while they 're only poind and herriet. 

They'll keep their stubborn Highland spirit. 

But smash them ! crush them a' to spails. 

An' rot the dyvors i' the jails I 

The young dogs, swinge them to the labour: 

Let wark an' hunger mak them sober ! 

The hizzies, if they 're auf htlins fawsom. 

Let them in Drury Lane be lesson'd ! 

An' if the wives an' dirty brats 

Come thij?gin at your doors an' yetts, 

Flaffin wr duds an' grey wi' beas', 

Frightin awa your deuks an' geese, 

Gret out a horsewhip or a jowler. 

The langest thong, the fiercest nowler. 

An' gar the tatter'd gypsies pack 

Wi' a' their bastards on their back I 

Go on, my Lord ! I lang to meet you. 
An' in my ** house at hame " to greet you 
Wi' common lords ye shanna mingle: 
The benmost neuk beside the ingle. 
At my right han' assigned your seat 
'Tween Herod's hip an* Polycrate, 
Or (if you on your station tarrow) 
Between Almag^ and Pizarro, 
A seat, I 'm sure ye 're weel deservin *t; 
An' till ye come — your humble servant, 

Beelzebub 

Hbll, 
Ist June, Anno Mandi 5790. 



BIRTHDAY ODE FOR 31ST 
DECEMBER, 1787 

Without giving his authority, Currie ac* 
counts for tibe piece thus: "It appears that 
on the 31st December he (Bums) attended a 
meeting to celebrate the birthday of the lineal 
descendant of the Scottish race of kings, the 
late unfortunate Prince Charles Edward/' 
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More he knew not ; but he aflsmned the " per> 
feet loyalty to the reigning aorereign of all 
who attended the meeting,'^ and he withheld a 
large portion of the Ode becanae it waa ** a kind 
of rant, for which indeed precedent may be 
cited in variona other odea, but with which it 
b impoaaible to go along." 

Afar the illuBtrious Exile roanu, 

Whom kingdoniB on this day should 
hail. 
An inmate in the casual shed. 
On transient pity's bounty fed, 

Haunted by busy Memory's bitter tale ! 
Beasts of the forest have their savage 
homes, 
But He, who should imperial purple 
wear. 
Owns not the lap of earth where rests his 
royal head : 
His wretched refuge dark despair, 
While ravening wrongs and woes pursue. 
And distant far the faithful few 
Who would his sorrows share I 

False flatterer, Hope, away. 

Nor think to lure us as in days of 
yore ! 
We solemnize this sorrowing natal day, 
To prove our loyal truth — we can no 
more — 
And, owning Heaven's mysterious sway. 

Submissive, low, adore. 
Ye honored, mighty Dead, 

Who nobly perish'd in the glorious 

cause, 
Your King, your Country, and her 
laws: 
From great Dundee, who smiling Victory 

led 
And fell a Martyr in her arms 
(What breast of northern ice but 

warms !), 
To bold Balmerino's undying name. 
Whose soul of fire, lighted at Heaven's 
high flame. 
Deserves the proudest wreath departed 
heroes claim ! 

Not uurevenged your fate shall lie, 

It only lags, the fatal hour: 
Your blood shall with incessant cry 

Awake at last th' unsparing Power. 
As from the cliff, with thundering course. 

The snowy ruin smokes along 
With doubling speed and gathering force, 



Till deep it, crushing, whelms the oottage 
in the vale. 
So Vengeanoe' aim, ennngua'd, 
strong, 
StaJl with lesistleai might assail. 
Usurping Brunswiek's pride shall lay, 
And Stewart's wrongs and yours with tei- 
f old weight repay. 

Perdition, baleful child of nighty 
Rise and revenge the injnzea i^ght 

Of Stewart's royal xaoe 1 
Lead on the unmuzzled hounds of Hell, 
Till aU the frighted echoes teU 

The blood-notes of the chase ! 
Full on the quarry point their Tiew, 
Full on the base usurping erew* 
The tools of faction and the nation's enrK t 
Hark how the ery grows on the wind; 
The^ leave the lagging gale behind; 
Their savage fury, pityless, thej pear; 
With murdering eyes already 'they de- 
vour ! 
See Brunswick spent, a wretched prey, 
His life one poor despairing day. 
Where each avenging hour still ushers is a 
worse ! 
Such Havoc, howling all abroad. 

Their utter ruin bring, 
The base apostates to their God 
Or rebels to their King I 



ODE TO THE DEPARTED 
REGENCY BILL 

Greorge HI. began to show signs of mentil de- 
rangement on 22d October, 1788 ; and oo 6th 
December his physicians reported thit, al- 
though he was not incurable, it was imponUt 
to predict how long his illness might last Fas 
and the *' Portland Band " (t. e. the Whigs) who 
hoped to return to power through the Frian 
of WaleRf maintained that the Heir-Appireit 
must take np the Regency with plenary lor- 
ereign powers ; but on 16th December Pitt 
brought in resolutions for appointing him Re- 
gent with restricted authority. The Bill V^bkA 
the Commons on 11th Febmary, 1789, iratHi 
progress was suspended by the annonnoeineBt 
of ihe Chancellor on the 19th that the Kai 
was conyaleseent ; and on 10th March he i** 
sumed his state. 

Daughter of Chaos' doting years. 
Nurse of ten thousand hopes and fears ! 



PSALM FOR THE CHAPEL OF KILMARNOCK 



hj >Lir}, iiusuLstautlal shade 

i of sepulture ddw dal; paid) 

taad ita hideous form 

iring civil ctorm. 

din nod wairiug ruga 

iU with factious wage; 

irgruund 

■b, prutouod 

I deiDona of the earth, 

BftDs that make 

■Mains shake 

tfaj' ilUtarr'd blighted birth; 
— ated Void, 

of future beiuB fight, 
m'd step thou wnndet wide 
thy mother — Aucieot Night — 

li jarring monsler-masg is pnst, 

Mot what once thou wnst : 

doe, beneath this sacred oak, 
heu I thy preieDoe I in- 

KUoh's heaven-fftruok fate; 
^ ■■ "State; 

Prince's wrongs; 
■rar of tongue*; 
naier'i sullen pride 
gu the changing tide; 
1 Thnrlow'a powers to awe — 
, blasph^niir.aDd law; 
"irbulent ocean, 



Rh addresses; 
w uid eril; 
"tiod, poor devil !), 
r, Wealth, and Show — the Gods 

K adored; 
Poverty their Hell abhorred; 
they ho\ie, by all they fear, 
and Appear I 

a me. thou ghostly Power, 
irith chainM deftnnce, lour t 
tracture would I build 
hd«r exil'd from his native nwny, 
light the Regent-soeptre wield. 
. would rule and none obey. 
vorld of Man relate 

thy sad, eventful fate; 

mmptuous Hope to hear 

eheiik his blind career; 

•ore-prest sons of Care 



Paint Charlea'ii speed on wings of bre. 
The object of his fond desire. 
Beyond his boldest hopes, at baud. 
Faint all the triua])>h of the Portland Band 
(Hark I how they lift the joy-eiulting voice, 
And bow their num'rous creditor* rejoice 1) ; 
But Just as hopes to warm enjoyment rite. 
Cry " CouvaleuccDce I " and the vision flies. 

Then next pouitray a dark'uing twilight 
gloom 

Eclipsing sad a gay, rejoicing mom. 
While proud Ambition to th' untimely tomb 

By euuhing, grim, despairing fiendi is 

Paint Ruin, in the shape of hieh Duudas 

Gaping with giddy terror o^r the brow: 
In vain he struggles, the Fates behind him 

And clamorous Hetl yawns for her prey 

How fallen That, whose pride late scaled 

the skies I 
And This, like Lucifer, no more to rise ! 



Then know this truth, ye Sons of Men 
(Thus ends thy moru tale): 

Your darkest terror* may be vain, 
Your brightest hopes may fail I 



In a Utter to Mm. Dnnlou uf A 
[pnhablv for 4th Hi]-]. Itams 
folluwin^ an a few slaiiui of new Pulmody 
tor that ' jojfnl noleniDit; ' [the Huuiks- 
(civing far l£e King's mtOTery] whieh I arat 
to a London new*piv|HT whh the dale and 

Efaco following: ' Kilmamnrk. 2&t}i April. 
. Printer. — In a certain chapal. not fiftv 
Ifagues from tfae market croa* a( this pMd 
lown. the foUowinic itaniaa nf Pulmodyi il ■■ 
said, were compoeed for. and deraallv snng ou. 
the late jovfnl Mleninit^ of the BSd.' " The 
paper waa ^tnut't Mominii Star, whera pamdji 
and letter, dated " Katnsmook. April 30th." 
and signed " l>nBcan M'Lcerie" — tk* h»ro 
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li« <fl •» old KilmTiKwk mag mm &Fn d in 
7'iU J^trry ifMMf — appeMed OA Maj Hth. 



Of »IMQ ft new song to the Lord ! 

Miblio, all and every one, 
A joyful noiie, ey'n lor the King 

llii reatoration t 

II 

The aoM of Belial in the land 

i)id let their heada together. 
** Come, let ui aweep them off," aaid they, 

*< Like an o*erflowmg river I " 

III 

Tbev aet their heads together, I say, 
Tbey aet their heada together: 

On right, and left, and every hand. 
We aaw none to deliver. 

IV 

Thou madeat itrong two ohosen ones. 

To (iiiell the Wiokod's pride: 
'J'liat foimtf Man, great in Issachar, 

The bimren-boarTng tribe; 



And hiiiif among thr Princes, chief 

III frtir ilnniiaieni, 
11iit fliidgn that's mightv in Thy law, 

The man that fears Thy name. 

VI 

Ynt thity, evni they with all their strength, 

Itegait to faint and fail; 
Kviiii as two howling, rav'ning wolves 

To dogs do turn Uieir tail. 

VII 

Th' uugiHlly o'er the just prevail'd; 

For HO 'rliou hadst appointed, 
That Thou iiiight'at greater glory give 

Unto Thine own anointed ! 

VIII 

And now Thou haat restored our State, 

¥1ty our Kirk also; 
Fur aha by tribulations 

la now brought very low t 

IX 

('uuttuuie that high-plaoe. Patronage, 
From off Thy holy hUl; 



And in Thy fury hnzn the book 
Even of that man MHyill I 



Now hear oiurprayer, aecept oni 
And fight Thy ehosMi'a battle 

We seek out little, Lord, from 1 
Thou kens we get as little I 



INSCRIBED TO THE R 
HON. C. J. FOX 

Enelosed to Mis. Dudop in the sa 
as the preoeding meoe : "ihaveaiiot] 
whim m my head, which I at present 
or rather insoribe, to the Hon. Charie 
but how lonff the fancy may hold I < 
A few of the first lines I have ji 
sketched as follows." 

How Wisdom and Folly meet, i 

unite, 
How Virtue and Vice blend th< 

and their white, 
How Genius, th' illostnous father < 
Confounds rule and law, reconcile: 

diction, 
I sing. If these mortals, the critic 

bustle, 
I care not, not I : let the critics gc 

But now for a Patron, whose n 
whose glory 
At once may illustrate and hoi 
story : — 

Thou first of our orators, first of < 
Yet whose parts and acquiiemei 

mere lucky hits; 
With knowledge so vast and wi 

ment so strong, 
No man with the haU of 'em e'er 

wrong; 
With passions so potent and fa 

bright, 
No man with the half of 'em e'er 

right; 
A sorry, poor, misbegot son of the 
For using thy name, offers fifty ei 

Good Lord, what is Man I For i 
he looks. 
Do but try to develop his hookfi 
crooks ! 



ON GLENRIDDELL'S FOX BREAKING HIS CHAIN 



With Ilia deptha and his sballo' 

■ml bis evil. 
All in lU be '« a problem must 



'S, Ilia guod 
pu»le the 



Ob his one ruling passion Sir Pope hugelj 

1, like th' old Hebrew walking-switch, 
'a neighbours. 
I '» hie slmw-boi — jour 
friend, would jou know him ? 
UUte string. Ruling Psssiou — the pic- 



tlte string, Kiiliiiz I 
tur« wul show bin 



t pity, i 



II beaiilfous ■ 






nee delies d 

t sort all our ijiulities each to its 
tribe, 
^iiil tbiuk Bnroan Nature they truly rle- 

lU\t jou found this, or t'other ? There 's 

mure in the wind, 
V> \ij one itninkeu fellow bis eomntiies 

jaa 11 find. 
i'ut 5uch is the flaw, or the depth of the plnn 
i : ih« make of that wonderful cn-uturc 

railed Man, 
*■" two virtues, whalCTer rektion Ihty 

'ir fren Iwo different shades of the some, 
Thuugb like as was ever twin brother to 

brother, 
Pnwnnag the one shall imply ;ou 've the 

other. 

Bnt tnioe with abstraction, and tnice 

with a Huso 
i^^N« riijmes you *l] perhaps, Sir, ne'er 

deirn t« peruse ! 
Will tou leave your justings, your jars. 

awl yinir qnarrels. 
vwsnding with Billv for prauil-nodding 

tanreli 7 
'I ninel^bonunr'd Patron, believe your 

pour Po»t, 
■OBI Mwnip niueh more than your pru- 

detwe yoD show it. 
M*^ with Squire BiUy for lanrels tou 
' . ■trnnle: 

pVban>^em by fair trade — if not, he 

willsinagitlei 



Nor cabinets even of kings would conceal 

He 'd up the boi'k-stairs, and by God be 

would steal 'em ] 
Then feats like Sqnire Billy's, you ue'er 

It is not. out-do him — the task i 
thieve him ! 



A FKAOMENT. I79t 

Thod, Liberty, thou art my theme : 
Not such as idle poets dream, 
Who trick thee up a heathen gixldcsa 
That a fantastic caj) and rml bas I 
Suob stale conceits are poor anil silly: 
I paint thee out a Highland filly, 
A sturdy, stubborn, handsome dappb>. 
As sleek 's a mouse, as round 's an appli" 
That, when thou pleasest, can do wondL 
But when thy luckless rider blunders. 
Or if thy fancy should demur there, 
Wilt break thy neck ere thou go furtht 

These things premis'd, I sing a Vox 
Was r.'aiigbt among bis native rocks, 
And to a dirty kennel cbained — 
How he his liberty regained. 

Olenriddell 1 a Whig without a 
A ^^1ug in principle auil grain. 
Conld'st thou enslave a free-burn i 

A native deniren of Nature? 

How could'^t thou, with a heart a ^ 

(A better ne'er was elniced with bliwdVl 
Nail a poor devil to a tree, ^ 

That De'er did lianti to thine or thee 7 | 

The staiincbest Whig Glcnriddel wai) 
Quite frantic in his country's c 
And oft was Reynard's prison passing, ; 
And with his brotber-^Viugs oaovAan " 
The rights of men, the powers of wo 
With all the dignity of Freemen. 

Sir Reynard daily heaid debntet 
Of princes', kings', and nations' fates, 
With many rueful, bloody stories 
Of tyrants, Jacobites, and Tories : 



li. . ^ ?:eces 



X^-*i« 



^ic 3tfxr in successiou I '11 give yuu: tbe 

King! 
■.:ai vtio would betray him, on high war 

he swing ! 
- :ad here 's the grand fabric, our Fn>e 

Constitution 
<^ juilt on the base of the great Revolu- 
tion ! 
'.:nL longer with Politics not to lie crammM. 
j« Anarchy curs'd, and l>e Tvranuv 

damn'd ! 
vad who would to Liberty e'er proie 

disloyal, 
MiiT his son be a hangman — and he his 

first trial ! 



«ei:- 



;PE FOR CxENERAL WASHING- 
TON'S BIRTHDAY 

"I am just goiD{7 to trouble yuur critical 
IMtienei* with the iirst sketch of a stanza I 
have been framing as I paced along the rMii 
rho aubjeet is Liberty : you knuw. ray honoured 
triend, luiw dear the theme is to me. 1 dr- 
"ii^ii it as an irrej^-ular ode for General Wasl;- 
iu^ou's birthday." (R. B. t<i Mrs. Dunlop. 
■J*»ih June. 17l>4.) 



^ \»*i 
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No Spartiin tube, no Attic shell. 

No lyre /Eolinn I awake. 
T is Lil>erty's bold note I swell: 

Thy har]\ Columbia, let me take ! 
See gathering thousands, while I sing, 
A broken chain, exulting, bring 
And dash it in a tyrant's face, 
And dare him to his yery beard. 
And tell liim he no more is fearM, 
No more tbe desjxit of Coluiukia' 
race ! 
A tyrant's proudest insults bray*d, 
They shout a People freed ! They hail an 
Empire sav'd ! 

Where is man's godlike form ? 

Where is that brow erect and boM. 

That eye that can unmov'd behold 
The wildest rage, the loudest stcirin 
Tliat e'er created Fury dared to raiso ? 
Avaunt ! thou caitiff, servile, base, 
That tremblest at a despot's nod. 
Yet, crouching under the iron n)d. 
Canst laud the arm that struck th' insnlt* 
ing blow 1 



THE I'tTE CHAMPfeTRE 



[ m*n*B Imperial liiie ? 
thAt coDatenanoe divine ? 
nlJdug feature anawers: No I 

Rye aous of Liberty, 
offaprin^, hmre els free, 
't hour sttll flamiug in the van, 
•ad dare nuuntain tlie RoyaJty 
tUnr 

I tbv sUrrjr tbrone 

idea br the tiinefu] choir, 

tids that erat have struck the 

rln 1,™. 

>M the freeborn Briton's soul of 

Itliy Englnnd owu I 

Kd oationi form the great design 

■ det«st«d tjraiita bleed ? 

laud execrates the glorious 

I her hostile banners waring, 

rig of honour braving, 
thunder calls: "The tyrant's 

•eeunt bow did the fiends rejoice, 
I thro' all her confines raise th' 
flting voice ! 
' which saw the generous English 

such (tamn^d deeds of ever- 
titig shame ! 

cdonia, thj wild heaths among, 

t the nuutial dee<I, the heaven- 

riit song. 

il turn with swimming eyes 1 

Oat soul of Freedom fle<l 7 
with the might; dead 
iiat hallow'd turf where Wallace 
t 

t, Wallace, in thy bed of death ! 

■ling winds, in silence sweep ! 
Bot ye the hero's sleep, 
Ite euward secret breath \ 
macient Caledonian form, 
r rack, resistleu as her storm ? 
Httere which shot immortal hnte, 
Um Despot's proudest bearing 1 
tbkt arm which, nerv'd with 

sdering fate, 

, tTmrpaliuu'a boldest daring I 

Kb'd a> yonder sinking star, 

bat glance lightens nfiir. 

' xm no more whirls on the 



THE KETE CHAMl'ETRE 



: trUHnr 






This is the aarlieM of 
balUds, hU id Hnna sort parodies of popular 
pieees. Ref^rdiDK the^aeus of this oue, see 
anfe. p. T^, Pnfatory Note to >f' Arn Guilford 
U,mi. and post. p. 221, Pnitatory Note to Tlv- 
BattU <•/ SttrrramtdT. It oelebrates an tntrt- 
tainment Kriveti by WilUam Cunningham of 
Aiinbaiik m ITSB. on attaining bis majority, 
but inieniled (no men held) to Hrre a poiitii'iU 
eD<( Ha well 



O, WHA will to Saint Stephen's House, 

To do our erranda there, man 7 
O, wha will to Saint Stephen's House 

O' th' merry lads of Ayr, man 7 
Or will ye send a mau o' law ? 

Or will ye send a sodger? 
Or him wha led o'er Scotland a' 

The meikle Ursa-Major 7 



Come, will ye court a noble lord. 

Or buy a score o' lairds, man ? 
For Worth and Honour pawn their word. 

Their vote shall l>e Gleneaird's, man. 
Ane ^es them coin, ano gies them wine. 

Anitlier gies them clatter; 
Aunbank, wha guess'd the ladiea' taste. 

He gies a Fete Champetre. 

Ill 
When Lore and Beanty beard the news 

The gay green-wooda amang, man. 
Where, gathering flowers and busking 

They heard the blackbird's sang, man; 
A vow, they scal'^ it witli a kiss. 

Sir Politics to fetter: 
As theirs alone the patent blisi 

To hold a Fete Champetre. 



Then mounted Mirth on gleetmne wing, 

O'er hill and dale »hf flew, man; 
Dk wiiiipling bum, ilk crystal spring, 

Ilk glen and shaw she knew, man- 
She siimmon'd every social sprite. 

That sports by wood or wat»r. 
On th' bonie banks of Ayr %o meet 

And keep this Fete Champette, 
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Cauld Boreas wi' his boisterous crew 

Were bound to stakes like kye, man; 
And Cynthia's car, o' silver fu', 

Clamb up the starry sky, man: 
Reflected beams dwell in the streams, 

Or down the current shatter; 
The western breeze steals through the 
trees 

To view this Fete Champetre. 

VI 

How many a robe sae gaily floats, 

What sparkling jewels glance, man. 
To Harmony's enchanting notes. 

As moves the mazv dance, man ! 
The echoing wood, the winding flood 

Like Paradise did glitter, 
When aneels met at Adam's yett 

To hold their Fete Champetre. 

VII 

When Politics came there to mix 

And make his ether-stane, man. 
He circled round the magic ground. 

But entrance found he nane, man: 
He blush'd for shame, he quat his name. 

Forswore it every letter, 
Wi' humble prayer to join and share 

This festive Fete Champetre. 



THE FIVE CARLINS 

Tune : Chevy Chase 

The Five Carlins were of course the Dumfries 
Parliamentary Burghs. On 29th October, 1 789, 
soon after the beginning of the contest, Bums 
sent a copy of this brilliant /TOsticAe of the folk- 
ballad to Mrs. Dunlop, prefacing it with a mi- 
nute account of the state of parties, and indicat- 
ing pretty plainly that his sympathies were with 
•Sir James Johnstone of Westerhall, who had 
represented the Burghs in the previous parlia- 
ment. The otlier candidate, Captain Patrick 
Miller — a young officer of twentv — the son 
of his landlord, he describes as the ^* creature ^' 
of the Duke of Queensberry. To Graham of 
Fintry he wrote on 9th December that he was 
** too little a man to have any political attach- 
ments ; '' that he had " the warmest veneration 
for individuals of both parties ; " but *' that a 
man who has it in his power to be the father 
of a country, and who is only known to that 



country by the mischiefs he • 
acter that one cannot n>eak 
Captain Miller won the el 
seated the Buighs till 1796 
him that Mr. Perry of The 
proposed that Burns shouli 
1794 



There was five carlins 
They fell upon a schc 

To send a lad to Lon'oE 
To bring them tiding 

II 

Nor only bring them ti< 
But do their errands 

And aiblins gowd and I 
Might be that laddie' 

III 

There was Maggie by t 
A dame wi' pride enc 

And Marjorie o' the M 
A carlin auld and tei 

IV 

And Blinkin Bess of Ai 
That dwelt near Solv 

And Brandy Jean, that 
In Galloway sae wide 



And Black Jodn, frae ( 
O* gipsy kith an' kin 

Five wighter carlins wc 
The South countrie ^ 

VI 

To send a lad to Londo 
They met upon a da\ 

And monie a knight ant 
This errand fain wad 

VII 

O, monie a knight and 
This errand fain wad 

But nae ane could theii 
O, ne*er a ane but t^s 

VIII 

The first ane was a bell 
Bred of a Border bai 

And he wad g^e to Lor 
Might nae man him ' 



ELECTION BALLAD FOR WESTERHA' 
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IX 



t he wmd do their errands weel, 
jid meikle he wad say; 
I ilka ane at London court 
^ad hid to him guid-day. 



i neist cam in, a Soger boj, 
^nd spak wi' modest grace; 
d he wad gae to Lon£>n Town, 
[i aae their pleasure was. 

XI 

e wid na hecht them courtly gifts, 
Nor meikle speech pretend; 
at be wad hecht an honest heart 
Wid ne'er desert hb friend. 

XII 

■ow wham to chuse and wham refuse 

At itrife thae carlins fell; 

or lome had gentle folk to please. 

And some wad please themsel. 

XIII 

^ oot spak mim-mou'd Meg o' Nith, 

And sheVpak up wi* nride, 
^ sbe waa send the Soger lad, 

Wbateyer might betide. 

XIV 

or the uld Guidman o' London court 

Sbe didna care a pin; 

°|^ wad send the Soger lad 

^0 greet his eldest son. 

XV 

*^Q Qp sprang Bess o' Annandale, 
And swore a deadly aith, 
»J»:-"I wiU send the belted Knight, 
^ite of yon carlins baith ! 

XVI 

Por ftNaff fowls hae feathers fair, 
^ fools o' change are fain; 
'in bae tried this Border Knight: 
1 u try him yet again.'* 

XVII 

'J^n Brandy Jean spak owre her drink: 
" *« weel ken, kimmers a', 
°^tii]d Guidman o' London court, 
^^ \mck 's been at the wa': 



XVIII 



** And monie a friend that kiss'd his caup 

Is now a fremit wight; 
But it 's ne'er be sae wi' Brandy Jean — 

1 11 send the Border Knight^' 



XIX 



Says Black JoAn frae Crichton Peel, 

A carlin stoor and grim: — 
*'The auld Guidman or the young Guidman 

For me may sink or swim I 



XX 



** For fools will prate o' right or wrang, 
While knaves laugh in their slieve; 

But wha blaws best the horn shall win — 
1 11 spier nae courtier's leave I " 



XXI 



Then slow raise Marjorie o' the Lochs, 
And wrinkled was her brow, 

Her ancient weed was russet gray. 
Her auld Scots heart was true: — 



XXII 



'< There 's some great folk set light by me, 

I set as light by them; 
But I will send to London town 

Wham I lo'e best at hame." 



XXIII 



Sae how this start and strife may end, 

There 's naebody can tell. 
Grod grant the King and ilka man 

May look weel to themsel I 



ELECTION BALLAD FOR WES- 

TERHA' 

Written on behalf of Sir James Johnstone, 
and modelled on the Jacobite ballad Up and 
Waur tJkem A\ Willie. In the letter to Mrs. 
Dnnlop encloaiii|r the precedinf? ballad BanM 
wrote of the Dnke of Qneenaberry : ** Hifi 
Oraoe is keenly attached to the Buff and Bloe 
party ; renegades and Apostates are, yon know, 
always keen.** 

Up and waur them a\ Jamie, 

up and waur them a' ! 
The Johnstones hae the guidin o't: 

Ye turncoat Whigs, awa f 
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The Laddies by the banks o' Nith 
Wad trust his Grace wi' a', Jamie; 

But he '11 sair them as he sair'd the King 
Turu tail and rin awa, Jamie. 



II 



The da^ he stude his countiy's friend, 
Or gied her faes a claw, Jamie, 

Or f rae puir man a blessin wan — 
That day the Duke ne'er saw, Jamie. 



Ill 



But wha is he, his country's boast ? 

Like him there is na twa, Jamie I 
There 's no a callant tents the kye 

But kens o' Westerha', Jamie. 

IV 

To end the wark, here 's Whistlebirk — 
Lane may his whistle blaw, Jamie ! — 

And Maxwell true, o' sterling blue, 
And we 11 be Johnstones a^, Jamie. 

Up and waur them a', Jamie, 

Tip and waur them a' ! 
The Johnstones hae the guidin o't: 

Ye turncoat Whigs, awa ! 

AS I CAM DOON THE BANKS 
O' NITH 

William Douglas, fourth Duke of Queens- 
berry (1724-1810), the notorious "Old Q.," is 
" hig Grace " of the last ballad and is satirised 
again in the following not hitherto ^ printed. 
Queensberry supported the proposal that the 
Prince of Wales should assume the g'oyem- 
ment, with full royal prerogatives, during the 
King^s illness. 

As I cam doon the banks o' Nith 
And by Glenriddell*s ha*, man. 

There I heard a piper play 
Turn-coat Whigs avxiy 7nan. 

Druinlanrig's towers hae tint the powers 
That kept the lands in awe, man: 

Tlie eagle s dead, and in his stead 
We *ve gotten a hoodie-craw, man. 

The turn-coat Duke his King forsook, 
When Ills back was at the wa*, man: 

^ That is, before the Ceuteuary Kditioo. 



The rattan ran wi' a' his clan 

For fear the boose should fa', man. 

The lads about the banks o' Nith, 
They trust his Grace for a', man: 

But he 11 sair them as he sair't his K 
Turn tail and rin awa, man. 



ELECTION BALLAD 

AT CLOSE OF THE CONTEST FOR Rl 
SENTING THE DUMFRIES BURGHS, 

ADDRESSED TO ROBERT GRAHAM OF PIN 

For Graham of Fintry, see ante^ p- 8i 



FiNTRY, my stay in worldly strife, 
Friend o' my Muse, friend o' my lif 

Are ye as idle 's I am ? 
Come, then I Wi' uncouth kintra f 
0*er Pegasus 1 11 fling my leg, 

And ye shall see me try him ! 

II 

But where shall I gae rin or ride, 
That I may splattef^ nane beside ? 

I wad na be uncivil: 
In mankind's various paths and waj 
There *s ay some doytin body strays 

And I ride like a devil. 

Ill 

Thus I break aff wi' a' my birr, 
An' down yon dark, deep alley spur 

Where Theologies dander: 
Alas ! curst wi' eternal fog^, 
And damn'd in everlasting bogs, 

As sure 's the Creed I 'II blunde 

IV 

I '11 stain a band, or jaup a gown, 
Or rin my reckless, guilty crown 

Against the haly door ! 
Sair do I rue my luckless fate, 
When, as the Muse an' Deil wad hfl< 

I rade that road before ! 



Suppose I take a spurt, and mix 
Amang the wilds o' Politics — 
Electors and elected — 




ELECTION BALLAD 



t (hu) sonso' bitches I) 
leM touches, 
1 'a infected 7 

V, 



iCI contmnea, 
rtcd glory I 

Douglas bure; 
added tnore, 
in contempt I 
lave itaia'd the name; 
bine the virgin cUim, 
t 'l good eiemptl 



rurolnnrig hears, 

>rei, and hunters, 
; Borough Towns, 
I wi' WRMter-loon.e, 
Peflt bnntera. 



utd liooa, 
r-«nd'blue uiifiirl'd. 

' defiance. 



ibcrry left the war 
ist might «oil his 81 
ed bleedins), 

beniei bright, 

Aglit 
>lea<liiig. 



Inige MDn»-Heg, 
iSMent WUg 
luirig'A banner t 



Led on the Loves and Graoes: 
She won each gaping burgess' heart, 
While he, mb rosa, played his part 

Among their wivea 



Craigdarroch led a ligbt^mi'd 
Tropes, iiietapbois, and figure . . 

Like Hecla streaming thuuder. 
Gleuriddell, akill'd iu ruatj coins 
Blew up each Tory's dark desicli 

And bared the treiuoii u 



In either wing two champions fought: 
Redoubted Stalg, who set at nought 

The wildest savage Torj ; 
And Welsh, who ne'er yet llinch'd hit 

grouDd, 
High-waT'd his magnum-bonum round 1 

With Cyclopeian fury. 



Miller brought np th' artillery ninltl, 
The many-pounders of the Banks, 

Resl)itless desoUtion I 
While Maxwelton, tliat baron bold, 
'Mid Lawson's port entrench'd bis bold 'I 

And threaten'd worse damnation. 



like furious devils driving. 



What verse e«n «ing. what prose n 
The butcher deeds of bloody Fate 

Amid this mighty tnlvie Y 
Grim Horror gimM, pale "Terror ri 
As Murther at his Uirapple shor'd. 

And Hell mix'd in the brulyie. 



As HighLind erai^ by thunder cleft, 
When lightnings Ore 'the stormy lift, 

Hii^ down with crashing rattle. 
As flames among a hundred woods. 
As headlong foam a hundred floods — I 

Such Is the rag« of Battle I * 



POSTHUMOUS PIECES 



XIX 

M>TB Tories dare to die : 
iie rooted oaks would fly 
ore th' approaching fellers I 
ligs come on like Ocean's roar, 
H his wintry billows pour 
;ainst the Buchan Bullers. 

XX 

om the shades of Death's deep night 
rted Whigs enjoy the fight, 
Ind think on former darine I 
muffled mnrtherer of Charles 
Magna Charter flag unfurls. 
All deadly gules its bearing. 

XXI 

ir wanting ghosts of Tory fame : 

>ld Scrimgeour follows gallant Grraham, 

Anld Covenanters shiver . . . 
orgive I forgive I much-wrong'd Mon- 
trose I 
*^ow Death and Hell engulph thy foes, 
Thou liv'st on high for ever I 

XXII 

Still o'er the field the combat boms; 
The Tories, Whigs, give ¥ray by turns; 

But Fate the word has spdcen; 
For woman's wit and strength o' man, 
Alas f can do but what they can : 

The Tory ranks are broken. 

XXIII 

O, that my een were flowing bums I 
My voice a lioness that mourns 

Her darling cubs' undoing 
That I might greet, that I might cry. 
While Tories fall, while Tories fly 

From furious ll^Hiigs pursuing t 

XXIV 

What Whig but melts for good Sir James, 
Dear to his country by the names. 

Friend, Patron, Benefactor ? 
Not Pulteney's wealth can Pulteney save; 
And Hopeton falls — the generous, 
brave ! — 

And Stewart bold as Hector. 

XXV 

Thou, Pitt, shalt rue this overthrow. 
And Thurlow growl this curse of woe, 
And Mel^le melt in wailing ! 



Now Fox and Sheridan v^foioet 
And Burke shall sine: — ^ O Prinoe, i 
Thy power is aU prevailing I " 

XXVI 

For your poor friend, the Baid, afar 
He sees and hean the dktant wmr, 

A cool speotator purely: 
So, when the storm the foreit rendit 
The robin in the hedfie 6mofaadBf 

And, patient, ohiipa seeuel j. 

. xxvn 

Now, for my friends' and brethran^ 
And for my dear4oT'd Land o* CakM^ 

I prav with hdy fire: — 
Lord, send a rongh-Bliod itoop o' HflU 
O'er a' wad ScotEuid buy or sell, 

To grind them in tm mixe I 



BALLADS ON MR. HERON'S 
ELECTION, I79S 

BALLAD FIRST 

In this Eleotiaa for the S to w artq i ql B*- 
cudbrigfat. Heron of Kerro ggh trii, tlw Wkk 
candidate, was oppoeed by Tbomas Qadmm 
Balmas^ Bnnw, who had vkifetd Hmsj* 
June, n94, warmly su p ported him, not ■■»? 
for friendship's sake but out of a wpmklS^ 
like to the more oou^ionoDS among Bs1m|^' 
ie*8 supporters. This ballad and the ant 1*^ 
enclosed in a letter to Mr. Heron, sti^iar Ih^!} 
he had distributed them **amoQg frisBoi 
over the country/' 



Wham will we send to London town, 

To Parliament and a' that ? 
Or wha in a' the country round 
The best deserves to fa' that ? 
For a' that, and a' that. 
Thro' Galloway and a' that. 
Where is the Laird or belted Knight 
That best deserves to fa' that ? 

11 

Wha sees Kerroughtree's open yett — 

And wha is 't never saw that ? — 
Wha ever wi' Kerroughtree met, 
And has a doubt of a' that ? 
For a' that, and a' that, 
Here 's Heron yet for a' that ! 



^^ ■ 



HAIJ.ADS ON MR- HERON'S ELECTION 



•nil worth, in either sex, 
Mmj's ble can shaw that, 
Ma tad Dukes let Selkirk mi 

weel does Selkirk fu' that. 

Ptor a' that, mod a' that, 
Btt« '* Heron jet (or a' that t 
buleHndent ct 
'■ II bo then 



ly Bhoiilil we to Nobbs jeuk. 
It a|piinat the law, that, 
WD a Lord may be n gowk, 
ribbnn, star, uiiil a' thut ? 
br a' that, aud a' that, 
Icre '% Meron yet for a' that ! 
lOnl may be a lousy loon, 
Ti' ribbaa, star, and a' that. 



idloM hay comes o'er the hUls 
'k nucle'g purse and a' that ; 
'It hue ane frae 'mang ouraets, 
kit we ken, and a' Ihul, 
r a* that, and a' that, 
iw 'b Heron yet tor a' that ! 
m na to be bought aiid sold, 
M DOwte, and naig^ and a' that. 



|«t US drink: — " The Stewartry, 
(loagbtree'i laird, and a' Ihat, 



be. 



veel he's worthj a' that 1 
a' that, and a' that, 

F'b Heron jet for a' that ! 
m at Commons sui^h 
wmd be bleet that si 



3rt»t : Pf. LH U< A' M Tki Bridal 

■MhI* of Tilt Blgl^ome WtdJin 
t, b WattM-s Fine Part (HOU), i 
■ FMaeia 3«iiple : — 

, W B AH le U» BriddKL 

rw «Wn will b* LlUing lUn. 



be manyM [o Mm 



Fr, let UB a' to Kirkcudbright, 
For there will be hickeriu tliere; 

For Murray's light hone are to muster, 
An' O, how the heroes will swear 1 

And there will be Murray commander, 

- An' Gordon the battle to win: 

Like brothers, they 'U stan' by each otbarj 
Sae knit lu alliance aud kiu. 



An' there 'II be black-nebbit Johnie, 

Tlie tongue o' the trump to tliem a': 
f:in be get na Hell for his hnddin, 

The Deil gets uae justice ava ! 
And there 'II be Kem(ileton's birkie. 

A boj no sae black at the Imuc ; 
But as to bis flue nabob fortune — 

Vi'e 'II e'en let the subject alaiie '■ 

111 
An' there '11 be Wiglon's new sheriff — 

Dame Justice fu brawly has sped: 
She's eotten the heart of a Buahbr, 

But LonI ! whnt 's become o' the head 1 
Ad' there 'II be Cardoness, Ksquire, 

Sae mighty io Cardoness' eyes; 
A wight that will weather damnation. 

For the Devil the prey would deipiM. 



Ad' there 'U be Donglasses doughty, 

New christening towns far and nei 
Abjuring their democrat doings 

An' kis^ng the arae of a peer ! 
An' there 'II be Renmure sae generous. 

Wba's honor is proof to the storm: 
To save them from stark reprobation 

He lent them bis name to the firm I 



L 




He 'd venture the rallowi 

An' 't were na the cost o' the rape I 
An' whare is oar King's Ixtrd Lieuten" 

Sae famed for his gratefn' retnm ? 



1 66 



POSTHUMOUS PIECES 



VI 

An' there '11 be lads o' the gospel: 

Muirhead, wha 's as gaid as he 's tme; 
An' there 11 be Buittle's Apostle, 

Wha *8 mair o' the black than the blae; 
An' there 11 be folk f rae St. Mary's, 

A house o' neat merit and note: 
The Deil ane but honors them highly, 

The Deil ane will gie them his vote I 

VII 

An' there '11 be wealthy young Richard, 

Dame Fortune should hang by the neck: 
But for prodigal thriftless bestowing. 

His merit had won him respect. 
An' there '11 be rich brither nabobs; 

Tho' nabobs, yet men o' the first I 
An' there '11 be Collieston's whiskers. 

An' Quinton — o' lads no the warst ! 

VIII 

An' there '11 be Stamp-Office Johnie: 

Tak tent how ye purchase a dram I 
An' there '11 be gay Cassencarry, 

An' there 11 iS Colonel Tam; 
An' there '11 be trusty Kerrouehtree, 

Wha's honour was ever his law: 
If the virtues were pack't in a parcel. 

His worth might be sample for a' I 

IX 

An' can we forget the auld Major, 

Wha 11 ne'er be forget in the Greys ? 
Our flatt'ry we '11 keep for some other: 

Him only it 's justice to praise f 
An' there '11 be maiden Kilkerran, 

An' also Barskimming's guid Knight. 
An' there 11 be roaring Birtwhistle — 

Yet luckily roars in the right I 



An' there frae the Niddlesdale border 

Will mingle the Maxwells in droves: 
Teuch Johnie, Staunch Geordie, and Wattie 

That girns for the fishes an' loaves I 
An' there '11 be Logan's M*Doual — 

Sculdudd'ry an' he will be there ! 
An' also the wild Scot o' Galloway, 

Sogering, gunpowther Blair I 

XI 

Then hey the chaste interest of Broughton, 
An' hey for the blessings 't will bring I 

It may send Balmaghie to the Commons — 
In Sodom 't would mak him a Ring I 



An' hey for the sanctified Momy 
Onr land wha wi' ohii^[)dB hat stor'd; 

He foonder'd his horte among harlots, 
But gie'd the anld naig to tiie Lord! 



BALLAD THIRD: 
JOHN BUSHBY'S LAMENTATION 

Tune : Babes In the Wood 

For John Bnshby, see jMif, p. 108, TmbOtj 
Note to Epitaph an John BuMw; and for the 
personages refened to in the baUad, see No(m, 
p. 343, and also Notes to Ballad Second, p^ 
342,343. 



'T WAB in the Seventeen Hnnder year 
O' grace, and Ninety-Five, 

That year I was the wae'est man 
Of onie man alive. 

II • 

In March the three-an'-twentieth mom, 
The sun raise clear an' bright; 

But O, I was a waefu' man, 
Ere to-fa' o' the night f 

III 

Terl Gralloway lang did rule this land 

Wi' equal right and fame, 
Fast knit in chaste and holy bands 

With Broughton's noble name. 

IV 

Terl Galloway's man o' men was I, 
And chief o' Broughton's host: 

So twa blind begrars, on a string, 
The faithfu' tyke will trust I 



But now Yerl Galloway's sceptre 's brok*» 
And Broughton 's wi' the slain. 

And I my ancient craft may try. 
Sin' honesty is gane. 

VI 

'T was by the banks o* bonie Dee, 
Beside Kirkcudbright's towers, 

The Stewart and the Murray there 
Did muster a' their powers. 

VII 

Then Murray on the anld erey yaad 
Wi' wing^ spurs did ride: 
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y yand a' Nidsdale rade, 
on Nidside. 

VIII 

na been the Terl himsel, 
d been nae play I 
as to London gane, 
i kye might stray. 

IX 

9 Balmaghie, I ween — 
ik he wad shine; 
e had better been 
adeira wine. 



ikens cam to our aid 
longhty deed : 
rorUi should wanted be, 
e we had need. 

XI 

umers march'd Muirhead, 
i was na slack, 
riesthood nane could stain, 
aid dye the black ? 

XII 

s grave Squire Cardoness, 
ill a' was done: 
rer o' Cardouess 
ts at noon. 

XIII 

I the Bushby clan: 
me billie, Will, 
(f aitland, wise as brave, 
38 followed still. 

XIV 

and the Heron's name, 
ght to their score; 
and the Heron's name 
ir weight before. 

XV 

es o' weight had we: 
lusty lairds, 
?ot-houses sae fam'd, 
fuin kail-yards. 

XVI 

icastle drew his sword 
was stain'd wi' gore 



Save on a wand'rer lame and blind. 
To drive him frae his door. 



XVII 



And last cam creepin Collieston, 
Was mair in fear than wrath; 

Ae knave was constant in his mind 
To keep that knave frae scaith. 



THE TROGGER 

Tune : Buy Broom Besoms 

Written for Heron's election for Kirkcnd- 
bright in '96. [See ante, p. 164, Prefatory 
Note to First Heron Election Ballad.] Bums 
died before the resolt was known. On this 
occasion Heron was opposed by the Hon. Mont- 
gomery Stewart, son of the Earl of Ghdloway. 
A trogger is a travelling hawker or packman. 
For the TOisons, see potty pp. 342, 343, Notes to 
Second Heron Election Ballad. 



CHORUS 

Boy braw troggin 

Frae the banks o' Dee t 
Wha wants trog^n 

Let him come to me I 



Wha will buy my troggin. 

Fine election ware, 
Broken trade o' Broughton, 

A' in high repair ? 

II 

There *s a noble Earl's 
Fame and liigh renown. 

For an aold sang — it 's thought 
The golds were stown. 

Ill 

Here 's the worth o' Broughton 

In a needle's e'e. 
Here 's a reputation 

Tint by Balmaghie. 

IV 

Here 's its stnif and lining, 

Cardoness's head — 
Fine for a soger, 

A' the wale o' lead. 
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V 



Here 's a little wadset — 
Buittle's scrap o' truth, 

Pawn'd in a gin- shop. 
Quenching holy cbouth. 



VI 



Here 's an honest conscience 
Might a prince adorn, 

Erae the downs o' Tinwald — 
So was never worn t 



VII 



Here 's armorial hearings 
Frae the manse o' Urr: 

The crest, a sour crah-apple 
Rotten at the core. 



VIII 



Here is Satan's picture, 
Like a bizzard gled 

Pouncing poor Redcastle, 
Sprawlin like a taed. 



IX 



Here 's the font where Douglas 
Stane and mortar names, 

Lately used at Caily 

Christening Murray's crimes. 



Here 's the worth and wisdom 
CoUieston can boast: 

By a thievish midg^ 

They had been nearly lost. 

XI 

Here is Murray's fragments 
O' the Ten Commands, 

Gifted by Black Jock 

To get them a£P his hands. 

XII 

Saw ye e'er sic troggin ? — 
If to buy ye 're slack, 

Homie 's tumin chapman : 
He '11 buy a' the pack I 

CHORUS 

Buy braw trog^n 
Frae the banks o' Dee 

Wha wants troggin 
Let him come to me I 



THE DEAN OF THE FACULTY 

A NEW BALLAD 

Tune: Tht Dragon of WanlUy 

Bums chaiged the squib on leamii^ that 
Robert Dnndas of Aziutton — against wlion 
he had a grudge — (see DOif, p. 174, Ptabtory 
Note to On <A« litaih of hard PreMidaa Dm- 
das) — had, on 12th January, 1796, been eketed 
Dean of the Faculty of Adyoeates by a km 
majority over Henry Erakine. Dnadaa, tM 
son of the Lord Pkesident, was bom 6tik Juae, 
1758 ; appointed Lord Adyocate in 1789 ; frao 
1790 to 1796 sat f or Edinbuigh ; in 1801 vu 
made Baron of the Exchequer ; and died 17tfc 
June, 1819. For EnloDe, see pott, p^ 326, Note 
to The Author^s Earnest Cry and Prager, stam 
xiy. line 1; and aUo iMsf, p. 183, Vrefstcrj 
Note to In the Court of Session. 



Dire was the hate at Old Harlaw 

That Scot to Scot did carry; 
And dire the discord Lan^iae saw 

For beauteous, hapless Mary. 
But Scot to Scot ne'er met so hot. 

Or were more in fury seen. Sir, 
Than 'twizt Hal and Bob for the famous 
job. 

Who should be the Facidty's Deao, Sir. 

II 

This Hal for genius, wit, and lore 

Among the first was number'd; 
But pious Bob, 'mid learning's store 

Commandment the Tenth remember'^* 
Tot simple Bob the yictory got, 

And won his heart's desire: ^^^ 

Which 8ho¥rs that Heayen can boil the '^r 

Tho' the Deil piss in the fire. 

Ill 

Squire Hal, besides, had in this case 

Pretensions rather brassy; 
For talents, to desenre a plaice, 

Are qualifications saucy. 
So their worships of the Faculty, 

Quite sick of Merit's rudeness. 
Chose one who should owe it all, d' ye 

To their gratis grace and goodness. 



IV 



As once on Pisgah purg'd was the sighl 
Of a son of Circumcision, 



J 
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be, on this Pisgah height 
purblind mental vision, 
•bby's month may be opened yet, 
>r eloqnence you hail him, 
!ar that he has the Angel met 
met the Ass of Balaam. 



heretic sins may ye live and die, 

retic Eight-and-Thirty I 

(pt, ye sublime majority, 

ingratulations hearty I 

nr honors, as with a certain King, 

ir servants this is striking, 

« incapacity they bring 

lore they 're to your liking. 



MISCELLANIES 

=: TARBOLTON LASSES 

I 

eae up to yon hill-tap, 
11 there see bonie Pegfinr: 
ins her father is a laird, 
I she forsooth 's a leddy. 

II 

's Sophy tight, a lassie bright, 
des a handsome fortune: 
anna win her in a night 
little art in courtin. 

Ill 

»wn by Faile, and taste the ale, 
tak a look o' Mysie: 
dour and din, a deil within, 
aiblins she may please ye. 

IV 

be shy, her sister try, 

I may be fancy Jenny: 

II dispense wi' want o' sense, 
kens hersel she 's bonie. 



gae up by yon hillside, 

r in for bonie Bessv: 

gie ye a beck, and bid ye light, 

handsomely address ye. 

VI 

's few sae bonie, nane sae guid 
* King George' dominion: 



If ve should doubt the truth of this, 
It 's Bessy's tfin opinion. 



THE RONALDS OF THE BEN- 
NALS 

The Benoals was a farm in Tarbolton mmah. 
Miss Jean refused GKlbert Bums. The father, 
supposed to have " Braid money to tobher them 
a', man,*' went bankrupt in 1789, when Robert 
wrote to his brother William : '^ Yon will 
easilv guess that from his insolent vanity in his 
sunshine of life, he will now feel a little retalia- 
tion from those who thought themselves eclipsed 
by him." 

I 

In Tarbolton, ye ken, there are proper 

young men, 

And proper young lasses and a', man: 

But ken ye the Ronalds that live in the 

Bennals? 

They cany the gree frae them a', man. 

II 

Their father's a laird, and weel he can 
spare 't: 
Braid money to tocher them a', man; 
To proper young men, he '11 clink in the 
hand 
(jowd guineas a hnnder or twa, man. 

Ill 

There 's ane they ca' Jean, I '11 warrant 
ye 've seen 
As bonie a lass or as braw, man; 
But for sense and guid taste she 11 vie wi' 
the best. 
And a conduct that beautifies a', man. 

IV 

The charms o' the min', the langer they 

shine 

The mair admiration they draw, man; 

While peaches and cherries, and roses and 

lilies. 

They fade and they wither awa, man. 



If ye be for Miss Jean, tak this frae a 
frien', 
A hint o' a rival or twa, man : 
The Laird o' Blackbyre wad gang through 
the fire, 
If that wad entice her awa, man. 
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The lAird o' Braehead has been on his 
speed 
For mair than a towmond or twa, man: 
The Laird o* the Ford will straught on a 
board, 
If he canna get her at a', man. 

VII 

Then Anna comes in, the pride o' her kin, 
The boast of our bachelors a', man: 

Sae sonsy and sweet, sae fully complete, 
She steals our affections awa, man. 

VIII 

U I should detail the pick and the wale 
O* lasses that live here awa, man. 

The faut wad be mine, if they didna shine 
The sweetest and best o' them a', man. 

IX 

I lo'e her mysel, but darena weel tell. 
My poverty keeps me in awe, man; 

For making o* rhymes, and working at 
times, 
Does little or naetbing at a', man. 



Tet I wadna choose to let her refuse 
Nor hae 't in her power to say na, man: 

For though I be poor, unnoticed, obscure, 
My stomach 's as proud as them a', man. 

XI 

Though I canna ride in well-booted pride, 
And flee o*er the hills like a craw, man, 

I can baud up my head wi' the best o' the 
breed, 
Though fluttering ever so braw, man. 

XII 

My coat and my vest, they are Scotch o' 
the best; 
O' pairs o' guid breeks I hae twa, man. 
And stockings and pumps to put on my 
stumps, 
And ne*er a wrang steek in them a^ 
man. 

XIII 

My sarks they are few, but five o' them 
new — 
Twal' hundred, as white as the snaw, 
man I 



A ten-shillings hat, a HoUaad cravat— 
There are no monie Poets sae Imr, 
man I 

XIV 

I never had frien's weel stockit in meau, 
To leave me a hundred or twa, man; 

Nae weel-tocher'd aunts, to wait on their 
drants 
And wish them in hell for it a', man. 

XV 

I never was cannie for hoarding o' moaej, 
Or clanghtin 't together at ^, man; 

I Ve little to spend and naftthing to lend, 
But devil a shilling I awe, man. 



I'LL GO AND BE A SODGER 

Inspired, it may be, by the deetmotioii ti 
the shop at Inrine, when tiie writer was " lA, 
like a tme poet, not worth sixpence.^* 



O, WHY the deuce should I repine. 

And be an ill f oreboder ? 
I 'm twenty-three and five feet nine, 

I '11 go and be a sodger. 

II 

I gat some gear wi' meikle care, 

I held it weel thegither; 
But now it 's gane — and something mab: 

I '11 go and be a sodger. 



APOSTROPHE TO FERGUSSON 

INSCRIBED ABOVE AND BELOW HIS 
PORTRAIT 

The copy of Fergusson bearing this pasion- 
ate but Anglified and imitative protest W 
griven by Bums, while in Edinburgh in 17b«? 
to a young woman, herself a writer of vene. 
*' This copy of Ferg^sson's Poems is presented 
as a mark of esteem, friendship and regard to 
Miss R. Carmichael, poetess, by 

ROBEBT BUBKS. 

" EDiifBDBOH, 19th March, 1787.'* 

A volume of verse by Rebekah Carmichael. 
printed and sold by Peter Hill, appeared io 
1790 ; and in 1806, under the name of Rebeksk 



[NSCKIBED ON A WORK. OF HANNAH MORE'S 



Knoii enoliaeil a priDled poem. 
neral 0/ .Sir William Forbei. 
w in the British Mnoeuln) pre- 
e of Forbis's nUtioiu. In which 
_p , the '^ was weak aad ill," and 



Ab tugntoful man, that can be 
% «ait starve the author of the 



ELLES OF MAUCHLINE 

be '■ .\eU " of .4 MavcUm 

. p. 114): Miu MuUutd 

• FiniUaj. [»a exeisenmn. 

It wnniKl; ■nppowd to be the heru 

b 7VU al Jfji Bover Door {/lotl. p. 

■ Smith, tixe witty riater of the witty 

. (*e« oiitf, p. 15). becnnie iJut wifn 

I Banw'a eap«aia] frienilii, Jiiiues 

b a*d the mother of a famoiw Free 

mi*r. the HeT. Dr. Candli*h of Kdin- 

jKha Dottf WM the " EUu " of Buma't 

■M*. p. 52) and the 'BeM*' of A 

Wtddimg atonuid : Hi. Patenon. a 

ivkDfehant. pn Uin Morton: and of 

Bania noted in the Oltwiddiil Boat : 

m known by the dengnatioD 



there dntells lii proiier yonn^ 
of the place and its neighbour- 
riage and drew, n stranger woulJ 
>r Pari* thry 'd gotten it a.'. 

r is thte, Misi Mnrklnnd 's di- 
the hat wit. and Miss Betty is 
■at]' and fortune In ^t wi' Miss 
ir '» the jewi'l for mo o' them n'. 



Ah, woe is me, my Mother dear 
A man of strife ye 've bom me 

For sair conteDtioa I maun bear; 
Tbey hate, re?ile, and sooru me. 



I ne'er could lend on bill or band, 
That five per cent, mi^ht blest me 

And borrowing, on the tither hand. 
The dell a aue wad trust me. 



Yet I, a coin-deojM wi^t, 
By Fortune quite discarded, 

Ye see bow I am day and night 
By lad and Iom buukguarded I 



PKESENTED TO THE AUTHOR BV A t-ADV 

" I reoeiTed jonr kind letter with donbia 
pleitaare on account of the leoond flattniaf . 
iostatice of Mrs. C* notive and apprabatkm. 



aa the famons Kamsay, uf jiiigling laaaorj. 
■aya. of aach a patroneee. Pnoiint her my 
moot gratefal acknDwIvdgnienU in yonr rary 
IhM manner uf tellhig the truth I hare 
itiBL-ribed the fullowinK atania on ihe blank 
U»{ of UiM More'i worV" (R. ii. U> Robert 
Aiken, :ld April, 1786.) Mr., C. is net identi- 
fied. Scnit Donglaa aun^eawd Mn, Conning, 
home of Bnterkine. but diaoarend that sho wa* 
iiot married until 17^4. Ue then bethaB()it 
him of the wife of Si William Cminingham of 
Robertland. forsvI^DK thai she hnd a handle 
10 hnr name, Mn. ('nnniniehaRi« nf I^inahaw 
■u1>wribed for two CD|neH <it the Kint Bdin- 



Thoi* fiatt'ring mark of friendship kind. 
Still may thy page* enll to mind 
The dear,' the beauteous donor t 
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■ .i.'i u like du^t. 
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X vi^cii.>id Scotland more. 

R. B. 
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I, wtwkl viiii he Mafffr ? 
.. <i. i!u|iiita tkiliUMflf, 

« 'I Yv\'0 tviiUvr (»ir. 

vn . . «thk>««) b«iii|M luui|! upon him, 
>i'M. . !• I Wu, i>lk tbtfu YkV> fc«ls 
M fti.wiiiif: >u hi« iNMit. 
V . ii iluiu'i likv li ivwArd: 
. Ifii ■ 
... . -n\ Vn'kuii/ iiHit Klftmora, 

•l.«it..lu.ii ^'(iul (1S19). The 

I. il»r v;v'ii»i i»f JTAf Gloomy 

'-til.', tiiii it 18 80 conven- 

>ti|>ii4i(' Mkithnl that one is 

>>. ii.4 ^lUiiiiicUfriM, despite the 

. It.iiii\ ilk uf Home iu^count. 



■ I I ^tiiiia'H blenk domains, 
■ ii.tn \\w uniid phiiiis, 
S iii.oi.4o itluw ! 
,...•! Ki I \ liluaiiiug dear, 



A brother's sigh, a sister's tear, 

My Jean's heart-rending throe ! 
Farewell, my Bess I Th<? thou *rt bereft 

Of my paternal care, 
A faithful brother I have left. 
My part in him thou 'It share ! 
Adieu too, to you too, 

My Smith, my bosom frien'; 
When kindly you mind me, 
O, then befriend my Jean I 

II 

What bursting anguish tears my heart? 
From thee, my Jeany, must I part ? 
Thou, weeping, answ'rest: " JJo I " 
Alas ! misfortune stares my face, 
And points to ruin and disgrace — 

I for thy sake must go ! 
Thee, Hanulton, and Aiken dear, 

A grateful, warm adieu: 
I with a much-indebted tear 
Shall still remember you ! 
All-hail, then, the gale then 

Wafts me from thee, dear shore i 
It rustles, and whistles — 
I '11 never see thee more ! 



ELEGY ON THE DEATH OF 
ROBERT RUISSEAUX 

** Ruiaseaux " — French for " brooks " (» f- 
" bums ") — is an innocent play on the writer » 
name. 



Now Robin lies in his last lair, 

He '11 ^bble rhyme, nor sing nae mair; 

Cauld Poverty wi' hungry stare 

Nae mair shall fear him; 
Nor anxious Fear, nor cankert Care, 

E'er mair come near him. 

II 

To tell the truth, they seldom fash'd hipi. 
Except the moment that they crush 'd b>^5 
For sune as Chance or Fate had hush'd «?'"» 

Tho' e'er sae short, 
Then wi' a rhyme or sang he lash'd *emf 

And thouglit it sport. 

Ill 

Tho' be was bred to kintra-wark, 
And counted was baith wight and stari^ 
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Yet that was ueyer Robin's mark 

To mak a man; 
But tell him, he was learned and clark, 

Te roos'd him then ! 



VERSES INTENDED TO BE WRIT- 
TEN BELOW A NOBLE EARL'S 
PICTURE 

A special oompliment (and a gross) to the 
writer's patron, the Earl of Qlencaim (see ante, 
p. 87, Prefatory Note to Lament for James 
Earl of GUncaim), who declined^ being^a per- 
son of taste, to have it included in Edition 
'87. 



Whose is that noble, dauntless brow ? 

And whose that eye of fire ? 
And whose that generous princely mien, 

Ev'n rooted foes admire ? 

II 

Stranger ! to justly show that brow 

And mark that eye of fire. 
Would take His hand, whose vernal tints 

His other works admire ! 

Ill 

Brifi^ht as a cloudless summer sun. 

With stately port he moves; 
HiB guardian geVaph eyes with awe 

The noble Ward he loves. 

IV 

Among the illustrious Scottish sons 
-That Chief thou may'st discern : 

Mark Scotia's fond-returning eye — 
It dwells upon Glencaim. 



ELEGY ON THE DEATH OF SIR 
JAMES HUNTER BLAIR 

Sir James Hunter Blair, son of John Hunter, 
bailie in Ayr, yrs» bom 2d February, 1741 ; 
was apprenticed in the banking house of the 
brothers Coutts, Edinburgh ; became, with Sir 
William Forbes, joint partner in the bank ; as- 
Bomed the name of Blair when his wife — a 
daughter of John Blair of Dunskey, Wigton- 
■hire — sncceeded to her estates in 1777; 
greatly improved the estates in agriculture and | 



trade ; partly rebuilt Portpatrick, and started 
a packet service to Ireland ; was also an active 
citizen of Edinbuxgh, for which he was chosen 
M. P. in 1781 and 1784, and in 1784 Lord Pro- 
vost ; was created a baronet, 1786 ; and died of 
putrid fever 1st July, 1787. 

To Robert Aiken, Bums wrote : " The mel- 
ancholy occasion of the foregoing poem afEects 
not only individuals but a country. That I 
have lost a friend is but repeating after Cale- 
donia." Further, in the Gienriddell Book he 
thus prefaces his Elegy : *' This performance is 
but mediocre, but my grief was sincere. The 
last time I saw the wordiy, public-spirited man 
— a man he was I how few of the two-legged 
breed that pass for such deserve the desig^na- 
tionl — he pressed my hand, and asked me 
with the most friendly warmth if it was in his 
power to serve me ; and if so, that I would 
oblige him by telling him how. I had nothing 
to ask of him ; but if ever a child of his should 
be so unfortunate as to be under the necessity 
of asking anything of so poor a man as I am it 
may not be in my power to grant it, but by 
God I shall try." 



The lamp of day with ill-presaging glare, 
Dim, cloudy, sank beneath the western 
wave; 
Th' inconstant blast howl'd thro' the dark- 
ening air. 
And hollow whistled in the rocky cave. 

II 

Lone as I wander'd by each cliff and dell, 
Once the lov'd haunts of Scotia's royal 
train; 
Or mus'd where limpid streams, once hal- 
low'd, well, 
Or mould'ring ruins mark the sacred 
Fane. 

Ill 

Th' increasing blast roared round the bee- 
tling rocks, 
The clouds, swift- wing' d, flew o'er the 
starry sky. 
The groaning trees untimely shed their 
locks, 
And shooting meteors caught the startled 
eye. 

IV 

The paly moon rose in the livid east. 
And 'mong the cliffs disclo^'d a stately 
form 
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In weeds of woe, that frantic beat her 
breast, 
And miz'd her wailings with the raving 
storm. 



Wild to my heart the filial poises glow: 
T was Caledonia's trophied shield I 
▼iew'd, 
Her form majestic droop'd in pensive woe, 
The lightnmg of her eye m tears im- 
bued; 

VI 

Reversed that spear redoabtable in war, 
Reclined that oanner, erst in fields on- 

furPd, 
That like a deathful meteor gleam'd afar, 
And brav'd the mighty monarehs of the 

world. 

VII 

** My patriot son fills an untimely grave ! " 
With accents wild and lifted arms, she 
cried ; 
^*Low lies the hand that oft was stretched 
to save, 
Low lies the heart that swell'd with hon- 
or's pride. 

VIII 

^ A weeping country joins a widow's tear; 
The helpless poor mix with the orphan's 
cry; 
The drooping Arts surround their patron's 
bier; 
And grateful Science heaves the heart- 
felt sigh. 

IX 

^ 1 saw my sons resume their ancient fire; 
I saw fair Freedom's blossoms richly 
blow. 
But ah I how hope is bom but to expire I 
Relentless fate has laid their guardian 
low. 



'' My patriot falls, but shall he lie unsung, 
While empty greatness saves a worthless 
name ? 
No: every Muse shall join her tuneful 
tongue, 
And future ages hear his growing fame. 



XI 

** And I will join a mother's tender cstm 
Thro' futi^ times to make hb virtaei 
last. 
That distant years may boast of other 
BlairsI'' — 
She said, and vanish'd with the sweepinf 
blast. 



ON THE DEATH OF LORD PRE- 
SIDENT DUNDAS 

Robert Dnndas of Amiston, deseendsd bm 
an old Scottish family, and eldest boo oI Bob* 
ert Dnndas, who also was Lord IHeeideet d 
the Court of Session, was bom 18th Jdij, ITli 
He was appointed Lord Advocate in 17M, aW 
in 1760 became Lord President, in wkkk e^i- 
city he acquired a high repute for eositi^t 
fairness, and ability. He died 13th Deeenkr, 
1787. In a letter to Alexander rmwmg^— 
11th March, 1791, Bums states that be vxoli 
the verses at the sugg^tion of Alezuidtf 
Wood, Surp^on, and that Wood left them, to> 

g ether with a letter from the author, in the 
onse of the Lord President's son (see atiten 9- 
168, Prefatory Note to The Dean o/theFaaitif: 
that Mr. Dnndas ^* neyer took the smaHert w>* 
tice of the letter, the poem, or the poet ; " aad 
that since then he (Bums) neyer saw the ntfw 
of Dnndas in a newspaper bnt his ** hesit f^ 
straitened " in his ** bosom.'* He makes a ■■* 
ilar statement in an interleayed oopj d lui 
Poems presented to Bishop Geddes, but widf : 
*^ Did the fellow — the gentleman — think I 
looked for any dirty gratnity ? " No doaVt 
Dundas did think so : none, either, thst Bbim 
by this time a person of importance, was hop^ 
f ul of — not a present in money bnt s plM*' 
In a letter to Charles Hay, Advocate, pnbbkt' 
in The Scots Magazine (June, 1818), where the 
piece appeared. Bums g^yes a diff^ent t^ 
count of its origin : '* The enclosed poem ^ 
written in consequence of yonr snggesOOBt 
last time I had the pleasure of seeing ywL 1< 
cost roe an hour or two of next morning's sl«^ 
but did not please me ; so it lay bv. as «^ 
digested effort, till the other day that Ig*^ 
it a critic brush. These kind of subjects tf* 
rouch hackneyed ; and besides, the wsiliof?* ^ 
the rhyming tribe over the ashes of the gi**|| 
are . . . out of all character for sincerity' 
which well enough describes both the qiuli^ 
and the effect of a performance mentu^ ^ 
better reception than it got. 



ELEGY ON WILLIE NICOL'S MARE 



I7S 



Lone on the bleaky hills, the straying 

flocks 
Shan the fierce storms among the shelter- 
ing rocks; 
Down foam the riyulets, red with dashing 

rains; 
The gathering floods burst o'er the distant 

plains; 
Beneath the blast the leafless forests 

CToan; 
The hoUow caves return a hollow moan. 
Ye bills, ye plains, ye forests, and ye caves. 
Ye howling winds, and wintry swelling 

waves. 
Unheard, unseen, by human ear or eye. 
Sad to your sympathetic glooms I fly. 
Where to the whistling blast and water's 

roar 
Pale Scotia's recent wound I may de- 
plore t 
O heavy loss, thy country ill could bear ! 
A loss these evil days can ne'er repair I 
Justice, the high vicegerent of her God, 
Her doubtful balance eyed, and sway'd her 

rod; 
Hearing the tidings of the fatal blow, 
She sank, abandon'd to the wildest woe. 
Wrongs, injuries, from many a darksome 

den. 
Now gay in hope explore the paths of 

men. 
See from his cavern grim Oppression rise. 
And throw on Poverty his cruel eyes I 
Keen on the helpless victim let him fly, 
And stifle, dark, the feebly-bursting cry f 
Mark Buffian Violence, distained with 

crimes. 
Rousing elate in these degenerate times ! 
View unsuspecting Innocence a prey. 
As guileful Fraud points out the erring 

way; 
While subtile Litigation's pliant tongue 
The life-blood equal sucks of Right and 

Wrong I 
Hark, injur'd Want recounts th' unlisten'd 

tsue. 
And much-wrong'd Mis'ry pours th' unpit- 

ied wail I 

Ye dark, waste hills, ye brown, unsightly 

plains. 
Congenial scenes, ye soothe my mournful 

strains. 
Ye tempests, rage ! ye turbid torrents, 

roll! 



Ye suit the joyless tenor of my soul. 

Life's social haunts and pleasures I re- 
sign; 

Be nameless wilds and lonely wanderings 
mine, 

To mourn the woes my country must en- 
dure: 

That wound degenerate ages cannot cure. 



ELEGY ON WILLIE NICOL'S 

MARE 

Probably William Nicol (see post^ p. 195, 
Epitaph /or William Nicol) bought the nag 
for use in his holidays at Moffat. She got into 
poor condition, and Bums offered to take her 
to Ellisland to recruit. When, however, he 
had got her into good enough condition for 
Dnmfries Fair, she suddenly died of an unsus- 
pected affection of the spine. In the letter, 
9th February, 1700, enclosing the EUgy he 
wrote : ^* I have likewise strung four or five 
barbarous stanzas to the tune of Chevy Chase, 
by way of EHegy on your poor unfortunate 
mare, beginning (the name she got here was 
Peg Nicholson) : * Peg Nicholson,* " etc. No 
doubt, the mare was named after Mai^ret 
Nicholson, who, being insane, tried to stab 
George III. on 2d August, 1786. 



Peg Nicholson was a g^ood bay mare 

As ever trod on airn ; 
But now she 's floating down the Nith, 

And past the mouth o' Cairn. 

II 

Peg Nicholson was a good bay mare. 
An' rode thro' thick an' thin; 

But now she 's floating down the Nith, 
And wanting even the skin. 

Ill 

Peg Nicholson was a good bay mare. 

And ance she bore a priest; 
But now she 's floating down the Nith, 

For Solway fish a feast. 

IV 

Pee^ Nicholson was a good bay mare, 
An' the priest he rode her sair; 

And much oppress'd, and bruis'd she was. 
As priest-rid cattle are. 
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LINES ON FERGUSSON 



Ill-fated genius ! Heaven-tanght Fergos- 
son I 
What heart that feels, and will not yield 
a tear 
To think Life's sun did set, e'er well be- 
gun 
To shed its inflnenoe on thy bright 
career! 

II 

O, why should truest Worth and Genius 
pine 
Beneath the iron grasp of Want and 
Woe, 
While titled knaves and idiot -greatness 
shine 
In all the splendour Fortune can be- 
stow? 



ELEGY ON THE LATE MISS 
BURNET OF MONBODDO 

Elizabeth Bumet, the '' ffur Burnet '' of the 
Address to Edinburgh (ante^ p. 73), was the 
younger daughter of James Bnmetf Lord Mon- 
boddo. Bums was a frequent yisitor to Mon- 
boddo^B house in 1786-7 ; and almost wor- 
shipped the fair hostess. ** His favourite for 
looks and manners/' wrote Mrs. Alison 
Cockbum, ''is Bess Burnet — no bad judge 
indeed/' In a letter to William Chalmers 
(27th December, 1786), he describes her as 
'' the heavenly Miss Burnet," and declares that 
*' there has not been anything nearly like her 
in all the combinations of beauty, grace, and 
ffoodness the great Creator has formed, since 
Milton's Eye on the first day of her existence." 
Being asked, after his first visit to the house, 
by Father Geddes, if he admired the young 
lady, '' I admired God Almighty more than 
ever," he replied; "Miss Burnet is the most 
heavenly of all His works." This fair and 
gracious creature died (of consumption) 17th 
June, 1790, in her twenty-fifth year. In the 
Elegy Bums once more '' falls to his English ; " 
and with the wonted result. Yet it was long 
on the anvil. In enclosing a copy to Alexander 
Cunningham. 23d January, 1791, he states that 
he had been hammering at it for months ; and 
so dissatisfied is he with the result that he still 
calls it a fragment. He was wise enough not 
to include it in Edition '93. 



« 
Life ne'er exulted in so rieh a prise 
As Burnet, lovely from her native skiei; 
Nor envious Death so trimnph'd in a Uov 
As that which laid th' acoomplish'd Banei 
low. 



II 

Thy form and mind, sweet maid, can I 

forget? 
In richest ore the brightest jewel set t 
In thee high Heaven above was tnieit 

shown, 
For by His noblest work the Godhead beit 

is known. 

in 

In vain ye flaunt in summer's pride, ye 
groves! 
Thou crystal streamlet with thy floweiy 
shore, 
Te woodland choir that channt your idle 
loves, 
Ye cease to charm: Eliza is no more. 

IV 

Ye heathy wastes immix'd with reedy fens, 
Ye mossv streams with sedge and rashes 
stord, 

Ye rugged cliffs overhanging dreary ^eos, 
To you I fly: ye with my soul accord. 

V 

Princes whose cumb'rous pride was sU 

their worth, 

Shall venal lays their pompous exit bail, 

And thou, sweet Excellence I forsake oar 

earth, 

And not a Muse with honest grief bewail ? 

VI 

We saw thee shine in youth and beauty > 
pride 
And Virtue's light, that beams beyood 
the spheres; 
But, like the sun eclips'd at morning tide, 
Thou left us darkling in a world of tears- 

VII 

The parent's heart that nestled fond io 

thee. 

That heart how sunk, a prey to griei 

and care I 

So deckt the woodbine sweet yon aged tree* 

So, rudely ravish'd, left it bleak and bare. 



ON GENERAL DUMOURIER'S DESERTION 
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l^EGASUS AT WANLOCKHEAD 

Written in Ramage's Inn while the maker's 
boTse's shoes were frosting. On arriving at 
the Tillage with a companion, John Sloan, he 
found the smith too busy to attend immediately 
to his wants. Sloan thereapon applied to Mr. 
John Taylor, a person of ii^nence, to speak to 
the smith r ** Sloan^s best compliments to Mr. 
Taylor, and it would be doing him and the 
Ayrshire Bard a particular favour if he would 
oblige them instanter with his agreeable com- 
pany. The road has been so slippery that the 
riders and the bmtes were equally in dai^r 
of getting some of their bones broken. For 
the Poet his life and limbs are of some conse- 
quence to the world; but for poor Sloan it 
matters very little what may become of him. 
The whole of this business is to ask the f a- 
yoor of getting the horses' shoes sharpened.'' 
Bums presented the verses — which, to be 
sure, are poor enough — to Taylor before he 
left the inn. 



With Pegasus upon a day 

Apollo, weary flying 
(Through frosty hills the journey lay). 

On foot the way was plying. 

II 

Poor slip-shodi giddy Peg^us 

Was out a sorry walker; 
To Vulcan then Apollo goes 

To get a frosty caulker. 

Ill 

Obliging Vulcan fell to work, 
Threw by his coat and bonnet, 

And did Sol's business in a crack — 
Sol paid him in a sonnet. 

IV 

Ye Vulcan's sons of Wanlockhead, 

Pity my sad disaster ! 
My Pegasus is poorly shod — 

I *11 pay you like my master ! 
RAMAva.% 3 o'clock. 



ON SOME COMMEMORATIONS 
OF THOMSON 

A trifle — produced extempore — which 
Bums, as he acknowledged to Graham of 
Fintry, 5th January, 1793, had sent to Captain 



Johnstone's " extremist sheet," The Edinburgh 
Gazetteer. To publish it was almost to stultify 
himself ; for had he not made the verses re- 
cited at the Earl of Buchan's ceremony (see 
ant€j p. 93) ? Still, on reading an account of 
the proceedings, he may have recognised that 
the ridiculous E^l had simply utilised him for 
his own glorification. 



D06T thou not rise, indigent Shade, 

And smile wi' spaming scorn, 
When they wha wad hae starved thy life 

Thy senseless turf adorn ? 

II 

The^ wha about thee mak sic fuss 
• Now thou art but a name. 
Wad seen thee damn'd ere they had spar'd 
Ae plack to fill thy wame. 

Ill 

H^less, alane, thou clamb the brae 

Wi' meikle honest toil. 
And claucht th' unfadinfi^ garland there, 

Thy sair-won, rightful spoil. 

IV 

And wear it there I and call aloud 

This axiom undoubted: — 
Would thou hae Nobles' patronage ? 

First learn to live without it I 



** To whom hae much, more shall be given " 

Is every g^at man's faith ; 
But be, the helpless, needful wretoh, 

Shall lose the mite he hath. 



ON GENERAL DUMOURIER'S 
DESERTION 

FROM THE FRENCH REPUBLICAN ARMY 

Charles Fran^jois Dumonriez, being recalled 
by the Convention after Neerwinden (January, 
1793), and menaced with a charge of treason, 
took refuge in the Austrian camp. After 
many wanderings he settled in England (1804) 
at Turville Park, near Henley-on-Thames, and 
died these 14th March, 1823. [Dampierre, one 
of his generals, and Beumonville, an emissary 
of the Convention but a friend of Duroouriez, 
had disappointed him by retaining their alle- 
giance to the Republic. Dampierre became 
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oommander-iii-chief on the defection of his 
tnperior and was killed in battle soon after. 
Beomonville lived to become ftP<M»r and Min- 
ister of State under LouiB XVIil.] 

The piece is a rongh but spirited and char- 
aoteristio parody of Uie old bacchanalian set of 
Robin Adair, 



You 're welcome to Despots, 

Dumoui'ier ! 

You 're welcome to Despots, 

Dumourier ! 

How does Dampierre do ? 

Ay, and Beumonville too ? 
Why did they not come along with you, 

Dumourier ? 

II 

I will fight France with ^on, 

Dumouner, 
I will fight France with you, 

Dumourier, 
I will fight France with you, 
I will take my chance with you. 
By my soul, I '11 dance with you, 

Dumourier ! 

Ill 

Then let us fight about^ 

Dumourier ! 

Then let us fight about, 

Dumourier! 

Then let us fight about 

Till Freedom's spark be out, 
Tlien we '11 be damn'd, no doubt, 

Dumourier. 



ON JOHN M'MURDO 

Cunningham states that the verses (such as 
they are) " accompanied a present of books or 
verae ; " and that afterwards Bums, being on 
a visit to the house, took out a diamond, and 
wrote them, as he was fond of doing, on a pane 
of glass. For M^Murdo see ante^ p. 143, Prefa- 
torv Note to To John M^Murdo, 

Blest be M^Murdo to his latest day ! 
No en\'iou8 cloud overcast his evening ray I 
No wrinkle f urrow'd by the hand of care. 
Nor ever sorrow, add one silver hair I 
O may no son the father*s honor stain, 
Nor ever daughter g^ve the mother pain ! 



ON HEARING A THRUSH SING 
IN A MORNING WALK IN JAN- 
UARY 

Enclosed in a letter to Alexander CnaBnir' 
ham, 20th February, 17d3: *^ I madtf ths fol- 
lowing sonnet the other day, whieh has bsca m 
fortunate as to obtain the appcobation of m 
ordinary judge, our friend Sime.'* It watabs 
sent to Maria Riddell as " a small bvt vaam 
mark of esteem." 

SiKG on, sweet thmsh, upon the leaflM 

bough, 
Sing on, sweet bird, I listen to thy ttnia: 
See aged Winter, 'mid his sorly reign. 
At thy blythe carol clean his fiuroved 

brow. 
So in lone Poverty's dominion draw 
Sits meek Content with light, noamioiis 

heart, 
Welcomes the rapid moments^ bids then 

part. 
Nor asks if they bring ought to hope or 

fear. 
I thank Thee, Author of this opening daj, 
Thou whose bright sun now gilds yon orient 

skies ! 
Riches denied. Thy boon was purer joji: 
T\liat wealth could never give nor tike 

away I 
Yet come, thou child of Poverty and Ctre, 
The mite high Heav'n bestow'd, that mite 

with thee 1 11 share. 



IMPROMPTU ON MRS. RID- 
DELL'S BIRTHDAY 

4TH NOVEMBER, I 793 

Mrs. Walter Riddell, whose maiden naw 
was Maria Woodley, was the daughter <& 
William Woodley. Commander and Governor 
of St. Kitts and the Leeward Islands. Sb< 
married in the West Indies Walter RiddeU. 
younger brother of Captain Robert RiddelL 
who had an estate in Antigua. In 1791 die 
couple settled at Groldielea, near Dnmfiie*< 
which RiddeU bought, and which he named 
Woodley Park in honour of his wife. Bam 
became a favoured A-isitor and a warm fiieiid 
and admirer of the lady, who was handsome, 
clever, and highly accomplished. In April* 
1703. he made a song in her honour. [See poA^ 
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2»,PreI«tocy Note to FarrKtll. iboa SlTta«.] 

NBila lilu ■ roeUe«a mvowiil uf paaaioii : bat 

■ ■Bwfini.J tlis Udy's critiuUni and reHint- 

— a fact not hitlieno ' aat forth — by de- 



pit dmok in the dining 'runiii. 
Ml the Rape of the S«biuca, and 

hmna to bare goutj lo the drawiuK-rooiu 
llw d«ai^ uf gri^ng * ftiendly imiladuii 
( tlM BoouLU*. This, no far aa caa be itinned, 
mj did: Bnnu — who wa* iu liquor, and 
■^ well ban lu« his head in other irajra — 
ijnc rad* haadi on his hoMMi. On the mor- 
IV ha smt bar a desperata Apolo^ " from 
w Ngtona of hell, uuid Ibe horrors of the 



~ 1 *iU make no apulog; 
biBil. who ituMed on m; drinking more than 
I eh—, ha* no rigbt to blame me ; and th> 
Mhv natlemen «er« panakem of my goiJt-" 
Bh the indignant lady diirettarded this and 
Kjwr omtDreii, and W'oodley Park was for 
•mc timii sbnl to him. Also, when Un. Rid- 
diQ disliked or disdained, >h« was apt (aa 
Bnm bad noted in a letter tA SmelUe, 22d 
gantry, ITIRf) " to make no mure secret of 
a than when she respected and eeteeined ; 
ia4 he waa nvarded (or his too-tou practical 
IMirf of adniiatioo, not only vitb the loan of 
(^■aiaRMdell'afrieiidsbip.'butvithestrange- 
•WI alao from llaria'a inlinwl«s. Tbia roused 
IW mi itt bin. and he perpetrated the ignoble 
mfia U Maria (antf.p. 1:1:11. and a nam her of 
apgw" DQ ber hnabaiid and herself (see 
•M)wbiab luini neitber wit uur deoent feel- 

7. Tbeae BotwilhalandinK, b; the Fehroary 
ITW Mn. Riddeir* anger hul liegnn t 
** (bM bar Bacd a book, (o|pither with 
■t bar own inditiax : — 



aaoog 



Mi itw old, broken fricndsbip. bovbeit in a 
Nm (Aaatesed atrwn. was gradually renewed. 
• waaat Brow. Mis. Ridd-ll. who was 
in the OMKbhaorhaod, invited tbe dy- 
to dinner. His greeting was : " Well, 
baie JOB anjr commands for the other 
" Ha •ipnaed to her " gnat coneem 
m BkTe ofbii titeisry fame ; " regretted 
f " lettem and renea written 
and improper freedom ; " and 
he had written many epiirraniii 
agninat whom he entertained no 
I vlioae chararten he should be 
.vnd." After iii* deatb she wrote 
of hia ehsmcter «o admirable in tone. 




t 



and withal so diBceming and impartiid in under- 
alaoding, that it remains the best thing written 
of bim by coutempotHry critic. Being left a 
widow (Waller Klddell. who was aometliing 
wastrel, bad got rid of Woodlev Park) 



Old Winter, with hii btntj bewd, J 

Thus oner to Jove his prajer preferred: <^| 
" What liHve I done of »1I tbe yeaf, H 

To beat- this hated doom severe ? ■ 

My cheerless aims no pleaaute know; 
Night's horrid car drags dronry alow; 
My dbmal months do joirs are crownin);. 
But spleenj, English hanging, drowning. 

Now JoTe, for once be miglitj uiTil: 

To countcrbalanoe all this evil 

Give me, and I 'te no iii.>r« to My, 

Rive me Maria's natal day 1 

That brilliant gift shall !»u enrich me. 

Spring, Stimmer, Autumu, cBimot matoh 

" T is done I" «ayiJoTe;*oeiuIimy sbirj. 
And Winter once rejcnced in glory. 



SONNET ON THE DEATH OF 
ROBERT RIDDELL OF CLEN- 
RIDDELI. 

For TaplAin Riddell. who died 20tli AnrO, 
17W. see anii, p. 142, Pr-talory Note to Im- 
prompta fo Ci^oin RMtU. 

No more, ye warblers of I he wood, no more. 
Nor poor your descant grating un my soul I 
Thou young-eyed Spring, gay in thy rer- 

dant stole, 
More welcome were to lue grim Winter's 

wildest roar ! 
How can y» charm, ye Quwera, with all 

your dyes ? 
Ve blow upon the sod tlutt wraps my 
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How can I to the tuneful strain attend ? 
That strain flows round the untimely tomb 

where Riddell lies. 
Yes, pour, ye warblers, pour the notes of 

woe, 
And sooth the Virtues weepine o'er his bier ! 
The man of worth — and **hath not left 

his peer " I — 
Is in his " narrow house " for ever darkly 

low. 
Thee, Spring, again with joy shall others 

greet; 
Me, memory of my loss will only meet. 



A SONNET UPON SONNETS 

We' have done oar utmost to determine 
whether this copy of venes — one of the 
crowd of pieces produced in imitation of Lope 
de Veg^ on the Sonnet : — 

" Un aoneto me mandA hacer YtolaQte/' etc. ; 

or of Voitnre on the Rondeau : — 

" Ma foy ! C'eat fait de moi. Gar laabeao/* etc. — 

he very Bums or merely a copy of Bums's 
handwriting ; and we have also taken counsel 
with such experts s» Dr. Gamett and Mr. 
Austin Dobeon. It seems to be unknown ; and 
we have assumed that it is one of his few 
metrical experiments (see anUy p. 144, Prefa- 
tory Note to Sonnet^ etc.). 

Fourteen, a sonneteer thy praises sines; 
What magic mysteries in that number lie ! 
Your hen hath fourteen eggs beneath her 

wings 
That fourteen chickens to the roost may fly. 
Fourteen full pounds the jockey's stone 

must be; 
His age fourteen — a horse's prime is past. 
Fourteen long hours too oft the Bard must 

fast; 
Fourteen bright bumpers — bliss he ne'er 

must see ! 
Before fourteen, a dozen yields the strife; 
Before fourteen — e'en thirteen's strength 

is vain. 
Fourteen good years — a woman g^ves us 

life; 
Fourteen good men — we lose that life 

ag^in. 
What lucubrations can be more upon it ? 
Fourteen good measur'd verses make a 

sonnet. 



FRAGMENTS 
TRAGIC FRAGMENT 

" In my early years nothii^ lev would won 
me than courting the Ttagio Moae. I wia 
I think, about eighteen or nineteen itIhb 1 
sketched the outlines of a tragedy, fctioolk; 
but the bunting of a cloud of family ^l■fa^ 
tunes, which had for some lime threatmed «, 

Prevented my further progress. In ihom dtp 
never wrote down anything ; so, eieept t 
speech or two, the whole has eeoaped ay 
memory. The following, whieh I UMit &- 
tinctly remember, was an ezdamatioD from ft 
g^reat character — great in oooaaional inthaifw 
of generosity and daring at times in TiUaMi. 
He is supposed to meet with a child of nuMfj, 
and exouums to himself: 'All TiUaia,'" •!& 
(R. B.) Scott Douglas refers this 'nrestiee ti- 
eroise — he caUs it a *' pathetio adoresi" —ts 
family misfortunes and the study of Shtkh 
speare. Bums's own desoriiition is pr tie tiM i 
as reg^ards the intention of tne thipg. 

All villain as I am — a damnM wreteh, 
A hardened, stubborn, onrepenting war 

ner — 
Still my heart melts at human wretched- 
ness, 
And with sincere, tho' unavailing, sighs 
I view the helpless children of distress. 
With tears indigent I behold the oppres- 
sor 
Rejoicing in the honest man's destnictioB, 
Whose unsubmitting heart was all ^ 

crime. 
Ev'n you, ye hapless crew ! I pity yoa; 
Te, whom the seeming good think sin to 

pity: 
Ye poor, despised, abandoned vagaboiidsi 
Whom Vice, as usual, has tum'd o'er to 

ruin. 
Oh ! but for friends and interposing Bet- 

ven, 
I had been driven forth, like you foriorOi 
The most detested, worthless wretch among 

you! 
O injured God ! Thy goodness has eo* 

dow'd me 
With talents passing most of my com- 
peers, 
Which I in just proportion have abused. 
As far surpassing other common villaiitf 
As Thou in natural parts has given b^ 
more. 



ON WILLIAM SMELLIE 



' 1 entinJj agniv itiUi iJiat jodii 
■Htbsr, Hr. Snutk. in lin eicvllen 



■•F op tuUntbly wall iiuder tbom oalami 
■ tha proonraDicDt of which *e oorealvn hav« 
ai ID Wad : but wh*n onr own foUiea or 
limcB han m&de u nuanrablB Mul wretDhed, 
•1 biar il up with manly firronea*, and M thv 
■ han ■ proper penitential aeow of 
ndaDt. it B gloriuia eSort of wlf- 
L" (a B.I 



kll tlu> aumtTti 


us ilU 


that 


hurt 


iir 


Ut|m« tbe soul, 
anguiab. 

rnaruwn foUy, or 
"■fjmtbef circur 
H tUs to say: — 


ur wring tbe 


miod with 


bower 
ourgu 

"It w 


t are those 
It bruiieht o 

the mind 
M no deed 


of 



4> all the evil of misfortune 

a added: — '■ BUme thy foolish 



Ol guilt, (lerl 



, perhaps, where we 've involftd 

*mi young, the iaaocent, who fondly lov'd 

"■y, mom, that very love their uause of 

niiug Hell I ia all thy store of tor- 

I*liBtc '« not a keener lash t 

I-iTu thptr a man so flnn, who, while his 

brart 
frrt\t all the bitt«r horrorn of his crime, 
'-•B rra»on llown its agonizing tbnibs, 
\ml, ah»r proper purpose of nmendtnent, 
' u Itnnly force hia jarring thoughts to 

*^> luppT, happy, enviable man F 
'J llanons tnagnKnimity of soul 1 



RUSTICITY'S UNGAINLY FORM 

, ^l(Md in B vnlitme of Bontr* wnt to Mrs. 

inline. Cbanibi-is Btate* tbai it 

n uf th* writBt'* 



dvf^nee of Waa Peesi KenoBdr (aen TnOM 
Frggi.po,!. p. 20!). wlien be touched on the 
topic of lier " fall " in ineb a faaliion ns to 



itusTiciTY'B ungainly form 
May cloud the bigheBt mind; 



Propriety'^ cold, cautious rule* 
Warm Fervour may o'srlook; 

But ipare poor Scusiliility 
Th ungentle, harsh reliuke. 



ON WILLIAM CREECH 

Sent to Mm. I>unlap. ^id October. 17% W... 
the fngment on WiUiBai Smellie : "These." 
ha wrote. " am vmbryuiir fmgtaeotB of what 
niBy one day be ■ poem." Another innalnieui. 
>ent on llie SIHh, be attvnrar^ ineorpotated in 
To RobtTt Graham of Fiitrg (imfe.p, M). Ilii 
inbjecl wai hia pubUsher (aee antr, p. llS.Pre. 
fatary Note to Lamnl, etc.). 

A UTTlv: upright, pert, tart, tripping wight. 
And still bis previous self bis dear delight; 
Who loves his own smart shadow in the 

Better than e'er the fairest ■'^he be inMitB. 
Much specious lore, but little understood 
{Veneering oft oulshioeH the solid woinI), 
His solid sense by inches you miut tell. 
But mete his subtle cunning by tbe ell I 
A man of fiishion, too, he inode bis tour. 
Leani'd " Vive la Imgatflle et rive 

So travelt'd monhies their grimace improve, 
Polish their grin — nay, sigh for ladie*' 

His meddling vanity, a busy Bend, 

Stilt making work his selfish ur^ft iniwt 





tint sbilitiee anil Erratent itivBrth oJ niisd. aa 
well u on* ul the bm beaita anj Ipwup. t"jftl 
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that he had **eYer met with." The 8cm of 
Alexander Smellie, an Ediubuigh architect, he 
was bom in the Pleasance (Ediubuigh) in 1740. 
Being apprenticed to a firm of printers, he yet 
contrived to attend the Greek, Latin, and He- 
brew claases at the University, and to achieve 
distinction in them all. His love of knowledge 
once awakened, he was not content till he had 
completed the round of literary and scientific 
study, including the full Medical Course. In 
1765 he became partner in a firm which some 
years later, as Balfour and Smellie, was ap- 
pointed Printers to the University ; and on its 
dissolution in 1782 he took in Creech, engaging 
himself the while in literature and — especially 
— science. He was credited with at least the 
preparation for the press of Buchan's Domestic 
Medicine^ 1770; he supervised and in great 
part coinpiled the first Encyclcpoedia Brkan- 
ntca, 1777; he edited The Edinburgh Magazine 
and Review, 1773-1776 ; he transUted Buffon*s 
Natural History, 9 vok. 1780-1781 ; he wrote 
the Philosophy of Natural History, 2 vols. 1790- 
1799 — to name but these. He cUed 24th June, 
1795. He was the life and soul of the club 
known as *^ The Crochallan Fencibles," for 
whose ^* use " the collection called T^e Merry 
Muses of Caledonia is stated (on the titie-p^e) 
to have been *' scAected," and which met in an 
historic tavern kept by the Highlander David 
Douglas. This same Douglas occasionally en- 
tertained his guests by singing the Gaelic song 
Chro ChaUin = " Cattie of (5)lin ; *' and in a 
whimsical spirit Smellie appropriated the song's 
name to the brotherhood. 

Crochallan came: 
The old cock'd hat, the brown surtout the 

same; 
His grisly beard just bristling in its might 
(*T was four long nights and days to shav- 
ing-night) ; 
His uncomb d, hoary locks, wild-staring, 

tbatch'd 
A head for thought profound and clear 

unmatch'd ; 
Tet, tho' his caustic wit was biting rude, 
His heart was warm, benevolent, and good. 



SKETCH FOR AN ELEGY 

Probably the original form of the eleg^ on 
Captain Matthew Henderson, although his name 
is not mentioned. 



Craigdarroch, fam'd for speaking art 
And every virtue of the heart, 



Stops shorty nor can a word impart 

To end hia sentence, 

When mem'ry strikes him like a dart 

With anld aoqaaintaooe. 

II 

Black James — whase wit was never kitl^ 
Bat, like a sword had tint the sheath, 
Ay ready for the work o' death — 

He toms aside, 
And strains wi' suffocating breath 

His grief to hide. 

lu 

Even Philosophic Smellie tries 

To ohoak the stream that floods his eyes: 

So Moses wi' a hazel-rioe 

Came o'er the stane; 
But, tho' it cost him speaking twioe, 

It gnsh'd amain. 

IV 

Go to your marble graffs, ye great,* 
In a' the tinkler-trash of state ! 
But by thy honest turf 1 11 wait. 

Thou man of worth, 
And weep the ae best fallow's fate 

E'er lay in earth I 



PASSION'S CRY 



The earlier written part, beginning line 19« 
** I bum, I bum," etc., was produced in l^t 



after hearing the end of a divorce mm ii 
which, on March 7th, the Court of Sesnos de- 
cided that the husband might proceed sgaiv^ 
the lover without divorcing his wife. (Tbe 
oratorical methods of the leading counsel u« 
quizzed in In the Court of Session, p. 183>) 
The lady, who was heiress of Skerriqgt^ 
Ayrshire, bore a child to Captain Montgomene 
in November, 1784; and the husband (ioteM* 
to interfere with the marriage settlements, bot 
punished the lover, and maintained the matn- 
mony as of old. Bums*s sympathies «a* 
strongly with the lover and the lady. '*OaU 
ye powers of love unfortunate, and friendl«* 
woe,'^ he writes to Gavin Hamilton, "poor the 
balm of sympathising pity on the grief-vofft 
tender heart of the hapless itur one!^' 

Mild zephyrs waft thee to life's farthest 

shore, 
Nor think of me and my distresses more ! 



EXTEMPORE IN THE COURT OF SESSION 
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Falsehood accurst ! No ! Still I beg a 
place, 

Still near thy heart some little, little trace I 

Por that dear trace the world I would re- 
sign: 

Oy let me live, and die, and think it mine ! 

B^ all I lov'd, neglected, and forgot, 

jfo friendly face e'er lights my squalid 

cot. 
Shunn'd, hated, wrong'd, unpitied, nnre- 

drest 
The mock'd quotation of the soomer's jest; 
fiVn the poor support of my wretched life, 
Snatched by the violence of legal strife; 
Oft eratefnl for my very daily bread, 
To Smmo my famdy's once large bounty 

zcQ; 
A welcome inmate at their homely fare, 
My griefs, my woes, my sighs, my tears 

they share: 
Their vulgar souls unlike the souls re- 
fined. 
The fashion'd marble of the polish'd mind. 

**I bum, I bum, as when thro' ripen'd 

com 
By driving winds the crackling flames are 

borne." 
Now, maddening-wild, I curse that fatal 

night. 
Now bless the hour that charm'd my g^ty 

sight. 
In vain the Laws their feeble force op- 
pose: 
Chain'd at his feet, they groan Love's van- 

qmsh'd foes. 
Li vain JEteligion meets my shrinking eye: 
I daxe not combat, but I turn and fly. 
Conscience in vain upbraids th' unhallow'd 

fire. 
Love grasps his scorpions — stifled they 

expire. 
Reason orops headlong from his sacred 

throne. 
Tour dear idea reigns, and reigns alone; 
Each thought intoxicated homage yields. 
And riots wanton in forbidden fields. 

By all on high adoring mortals know. 
By all the conscious villain fears below; 
By what, alas t much more my soul 

almns — 
Myjdonbtful hopes once more to fill thy 



£v'n shouldst thou, false, forswear the 

guilty tie. 
Thine and thine only I must live and die 1 



IN VAIN WOULD PRUDENCE 

In vain would Prudence with decorous 
sneer 

Point out a censuring world, and bid me 
fear: 

Above that world on wings of love I rise, 

I know its worst, and can that worst de- 
spise. 

** Wrong'd, injur'd, shunn'd, unpitied, un- 
rodrest. 

The mock'd quotation of the scomer's 
jest," 

Let Prudence' direst bodements on me 
faU, 

Clarinda, rich reward ! o'erpays them all. 



THE CARES O' LOVE 

HE 

The cares o' Love are sweeter far 

Than onie other pleasure; 
And if sae dear its sorrows are. 

Enjoyment, what a treasure ! 

SHE 

I fear to try, I dare na try 

A passion sae ensnaring; 
For tight 's her heart and blythe 's her 
song 

That for nae man is caring. 



EPIGRAMS 

EXTEMPORE IN THE COURT 
OF SESSION 

Tune: KillUcrankU 

The oratorical duel thus cleverly thumb- 
nailed was between Inlay Campbell, Lord Ad- 
vocate (for Islay Campbell, see posf , p. 326, Note 
to The Earnest Cry and Prayer^ Stanza xiy. 
Line 2), and Henry Krskine, Dean of Faculty 
(for Enikine, see ib. Line 1), in a certain diyoroe 
case (1787), as to which see ante, p. 182, Prefa- 
tory Note to Passion'a Cry, 
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LORD ADVOCATE 

He olench'd his pamphlets in his fist, 

He quoted ana he hinted, 
Till in a deolamation-mist 

His argument, he tint it: 
Hesapkl for 't, he grapM for 't, 

He fand it was awa, man; 
But what his common sense came short, 

He ek^d out wi' law, man. 

MR. £RSKIN'E 

Collected, Harry stood awee. 

Then open'd out his arm, man; 
His lordship sat wi' ruefu' e'e, 

And ey'd the gathering storm, man; 
Like wind-driv'n hail it did assail. 

Or torrents owre a linn, man; 
The Bench sae wise lift up their eyes, 

Hauf-wanken'd wi' the din, man. 



AT ROSLIN INN 

Chambers states that Bums breakfasted at 
the inn after a ramble in the Pentlands with 
Alexander Nasmyth, the painter. He farther 
relates that the ramble was taken after trans- 
gressing ** the rules of sobriety " in Edinburgh, 
and sitting *' till an early hour in the morn- 
ing." Part of this on the authority of a gos- 
sip who " lived at Roslin at the time.*' 

My blessings on ye, honest wife ! 

I ne'er was here before; 
Ye We wealth o' gear for spoon and knife: 

Heart could not wish for more. 
Heav'n keep you clear o' sturt and strife, 

Till far ayont fourscore. 
And by the Lord o' death and life, 

I '11 ne'er gae by your door ! 



TO AN ARTIST 

Chambers states that Bums, entering a 
studio in Edinburji^h, found the occupant en- 
gaged on a Jacob's Dream ^ and wrote the lines 
on the back of a little sketch. 

Dear , I '11 gie ye some advice, 

You '11 tak it no uncivil: 
You shouldna paint at angels, man. 

But try and paint the Devil. 



To paint an angel 's kittle wark, 
Wi' Nick there 's little danger: 

You '11 easy draw a lang>-kent &fie, 
Bat no sae weel a stranger. 

B. B. 



THE BOOK-WORMS 

Said to have been written on a spkadidlj 
bound but worm-eaten Tolume of l^iaktipeait 
in a nobleman's library. 

Through and through th' inspire letm, 
Ye maggots, make your windings; 

But O, respect his lordship's taste, 
And spare the golden bmdings ! 



ON ELPHINSTONE'S TRANSU- 
TION OF MARTIAL 

James Elphinstone — bom 1721, died 18(4^ 
— published his egregious tranalatioii of Ml^ 
tUf's Epigranu in 1782. "A Mr. ElpUi- 
stone," wrote Bums to Clarinda, **liai ptm 
a translation of Martial, a famous Latm poet 
The poetry of Elphinstone can only equal Ui 
prose notes. I was sitting in a merchant t ikop 
of my acquaintance waiting aomebody; W 
put ^phinstone into my hand, and asked ay 
opinion of it. I begged leave to write it os » 
blank leaf, which I did." A facsimile of tW 
inscription — below £Ilphinstone*8 ** Rbjw^ 
Address to the Subeoriben"— was pabliilMd 
in The Burns Chronicle for 1804. The epifina 
was doubtless suggested by the old one wtiA 
served as a model for On Thanksgiving fr * 
National Victory (aBepost, p. 190). 

O THOU whom Poesy abhors. 
Whom Prose has turnM out of doors, 
Heard 'st thou y6n groan? — Proceed do 

further ! 
T was laurel'd Martial calling *' Murtber ! " 



ON JOHNSON'S OPINION OF 
HAMPDEN 

Inscribed on a copy of Johnson's Xi wi. I**' 
sented by Bums to Alexander Cnnningfc^ 
A comment on Johnson's remark : ^* ffisoM^ 
was the daughter of John Hampden of BaD?* 



ON SEEING THE ROYAL PALACE AT STIRLING IN RUINS 185 



<leo, in the same county, and sister to Hampden, 
the zecUot of rebeUion.^^ 

For shame ! 
Let Folly and Knavery 

Freedom oppose: 
'T is suicide, Genias, 
To mix with her foes. 



UNDER THE PORTRAIT OF 
MISS BURNS 

Ceabe, ye pmdes, yonr envious railing ! 

Lovely Bums has charms: confess ! 
True it is she had ae failing: 

Had ae woman ever less ? 



ON MISS AINSLIE IN CHURCH 



Ainalie was sister to Boms's friend, 
Robert Ainalie. Bums, on his Border Tonr, 
arrived at BerryweU, Berwickshire, the farm 
of Ainalie^s father, on 5th May, 1787. On the 
Sniiday, as related in his Journal, he accom- 
panied the family to church at Duns, and, 
being seated next Miss Ainslie, wrote the 
lines in her Bible, apropos of her search for a 
text against the impenitent denoted by the 
preaeher. In his Journal he sketches the 
yomig lady thus : " Her person a little embon- 
point, but handsome ; her face, particularly her 
eyes, full of sweetness and good humour ; she 
unites three qualities rarely to be found to- 
geUier : keen, solid penetration ; sly, witty ob- 
aenration and remark ; and the gentlest, most 
unaffected female modesty.'* 

Fair maid, you need not take the hint, 

Nor idle texts pursue; 
*T was gnilty sinners that he meant, 

Not angels such as you. 



AT INVERARAY 

Published in Stewart*8 Poems Ascribed to 
Robert Bums (1801), with the explanation 
that Bums found ** himself and his companion 
entirely neglected by the innkeeper, whose 
whole attention seemed to be occupied *^ by 
*' some company '^ on a visit to the Duke of 
ArgylL 



Whoe'er he be that sojourns here, 

I pity much his case. 
Unless he come to wait upon 

The Lord their God, "His Grace." 



II 



There 's naethin? here but Highland pride 
And Highland scab and hunger: 

If Providence has sent me here, 
T was surely in an anger. 



AT CARRON IRONWORKS 
Written on the window of the inn at Carron. 

We cam na here to view your warks 

In hopes to be mair wise, 
But only, lest we gang to Hell, 

It may be nae surprise. 

But when we tirl'd at your door 
Your porter donght na bear us: 

Sae may, should we to Hell*s yetts come, 
Your billie Satan sair us. 



ON SEEING THE ROYAL PALACE 
AT STIRLING IN RUINS 

Bums reached Stirling on the afternoon of 
the Sunday (26th August) which saw him 
** tirling '' at the door of Carron Ironworks. 
Visiting Harvieston on the Monday, he re- 
turned to Stirling that evening. Not improba- 
bly these lines were written after the jolly 
supper mentioned in his Journal. The inscrip- 
tion was published, with the intention of show- 
ing Bums up, in James MaxwelFs rh3rmed 
Animadversions on Some Poets and Poetasters 
(1788), and it appears in Cunningham (1834). 
As we learn from a letter to Clarinda, January, 
1788, Bums, on applying for a place in the 
Excise, was seyerely questioned about it. 

Here Stewarts once in glory reien'd. 
And laws for Scotland's weal ordain 'd; 
But now unrooFd their palace stands, 
Their sceptre fallen to other hands: 
FaUen indeed, and to the earth. 
Whence grovelling reptiles take their 
birth! 
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The injured Stewart line is gone, 

A race outlandish fills their throne: 

An idiot race, to honour lost — 

Who know them best despise them most. 



ADDITIONAL LINES AT STIR- 
LING 

PabUahed by Cnnninghain (1834)^ who states, 
but, as usual, without giving his authority, that 
Bums wrote the preceding inscription on the 
Monday morning, and, being remonstrated with 
by Nicol on his return from Harvieston, added 
this mock *' reproof to the author.* 



»» 



Rash mortal, and slanderous poet, thy 

name 
Shall no lons^er appear in the records of 

Fame! 
Dost not know that old Mansfield,' who 

writes like the Bible, 
Says, the more 't is a truth, Sir, the more 

'tisaUbel? 



REPLY TO THE THREAT OF A 
CENSORIOUS CRITIC 

With .^^p's lion. Burns says: — " Sore I 

feel 
Each other blow: but damn that ass's 

heel ! " 



A HIGHLAND WELCOME 

When Death's dark stream I ferry o'er 
(A time that surely shall come), 

In Heaven itself I '11 ask no more 
Than just a Highland welcome. 



AT WHIGHAM'S INN, SAN- 
QUHAR 

Envy, if thy jaundiced eye 
Through this window chance to spy, 
To thy sorrow thou shalt find 
All that 's generous, all that 's kind. 
Friendship, virtue, every grace. 
Dwelling in this happy place. 



VERSICLES ON SIGN-POSTS 



<(i 



The everlasting sarliness of a lion uA 
Saraoen*s head," ete. — llius does Bom fn- 
face lliem — ** or ihe ""**^ftT»g«"g blandnM of 
the landlord welooming a tnveller, od wbi 
sign-posts, wonld be no bad similes ^ the cos- 
stant affected fierceness of a Bn^, or tlM 
eternal simper of a Frenchman or a Addler." 



He looked 
Just as your sign-post Lions do, 
With aspect fierce and quite as htnnlai 
too. 



(patient stupidity) 

So heavy, passive to the tempest's shocks, 
Dull on the sign-post stands the stopid ox* 



His face with smile eternal drest 
Just like the landlord to his guest, 
High as they hang with creaking din 
To index out the Country Inn. 



A HEAD, pnre, sinless qoite of brain asd 

soul. 
The very imase of a barber's poll: 
Just shews a human face, and wears a wjgf 
And looks, when well friseur'd, amasingUg- 



ON MISS JEAN SCOTT 

O, HAD each Scot of ancient times 
Been, Jeanie Scott, as thou art, 

The bravest heart on English groond 
Had yielded like a covrard. 



ON CAPTAIN FRANCIS GROSE 

The Devil got notice that Grose *•• 

ardying. 
So whip ! at the summons, old Satan (^ 

flying; ^ 

But when he approach'd where poor ritf^ 

lay moaning, j 

And saw each bed-post with its bortBe' i 
a-g^roaning, J 
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I, confounded, cries Satan: — *' By 

him ere take such a damnable 
d!" 



ng appointed to an 
lXCIse division 

intment was made in Aug^ost, 1789. 

o anld wires' barrels, 

the day 

7 barm should stain my laurels ! 

it 11 ye say ? 

nn' things ca'd wives an' weans 

ore the rery hearts o' stanes. 



ON MISS DAVIES 

* 

■ Daries, see Prefatory Note to 
Thing, post, p. 236. 

y Grod made the gem so small, 
rhy so huge the granite ? 
God meant mai&ind should set 
higher value on it. 



BEAUTIFUL COUNTRY 
SEAT 

well of Cardoneas, see post, p. 197, 
{ote to On a Golloway Laird, 

they 're thine, those beauties all, 
y in our eye : 

1, thou eunuch, Cardoness, 
f»r8 to enjoy. 



rtE TYRANT WIFE 

) the man, the poorest wretch in 

t 

-f 

hing vassal to the tjrrant wife I 
no will but by her high permis- 



Who has not sixpence but in her posses- 
sion; 

Who must to her his dear friend's secret 
tell; 

Who dreads a curtain lecture worse than 
heUl 

Were such the wife had fallen to my 
part, 

I 'd break her spirit, or I 'd break her heart: 

I 'd charm her with the magic of a switch, 

I 'd kiss her maids, and kick the perverse 
bitch. 



t» 



AT BROWNHILL INN 

[A play upon the name of the landlord, 
honest Bacon " of To William Stewart, ante, 
p. 146.] 

At BrownhiU we always get dainty good 

cheer 
And plenty of bacon each day in the year; 
We 've a' thing that 's nice, and momy in 

season: 
But why always bacon? — come, tell me 

the reason ? 



THE TOADEATER 

Of Lordly acquaintance you boast. 
And the Dukes that you dined with 
yestreen; 

Yet an insect 's an insect at most, 
Tho' it crawl on the curl of a Qheen ! 



IN LAMINGTON KIRK 

The minister was Thomas BiitchelL He 
presented (1772) to Kinglawrie by the Earl of 
Rothes ; but, as the parishioners were unani- 
mously against him, it was arranged that he 
should exchange witii the original presentee to 
LamingtoD. He is described as *' an aooom- 
pliahed scholar." He died 12th March, 1811. 

As canld a wind as ever blew, 
A cauld kirk, and in 't but few, 
As cauld a minister 's ever spak — 
Ye 'se a' be het or I come back ! 
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THE KEEKIX GLASS 



Written extempore at I>akwi]ito&, aad 
handed by Burns tu Mim Miller, his landloid's 
daughter, on her infunuing him that one of the 
Lordii of Justiciary had ^t so drunk the night 
before that, coming into the drawing-room, he 
pointed at her, and asked her father : ** Wba *■ 
yon hoolet-faced thing i* the comer f " 

How danr ye cii' ine " Howlet-faoe," 
Ye blear-e'ed, wither'd spectre ? 

Ye only spied the keekin-glass. 
An' there ye saw your picture. 



AT THE GLOBE TAVERN, DUM- 

FRIES 



TiiK groy beard, old Wifidom, may boast of 
his treasures. 
Give nio with gsiy Folly to live ! 
I grant him liis oiilm-blooded, time-settled 
pleasures, 
But Folly has raptures to give. 



(I) 
I MrRDER hate by field or flood, 

Tlio* Glory's uame iiiav screen us. 
In wars at liame I '11 spend my blood 

Lifo-giving wars of Venus. 
Tlie deities that I adore 

Are Social Peace and Plenty: 
I 'ni better pleased to make one more 

Thau be the death of twenty. 

(n) 
I would not die like Socrates, 

For all the fuss of Plato; 
Nor would I with lieonidas. 

Nor yet would I with Cato; 
The zealots of the Church and State 

Shall ne'er my mortal foes be; 
But let me have bold Zimri's fate 

Within the arms of Cozbi. 



My bottle is a holy pool, 

That heals the wounds o' care an' dool, 



And plaawiTc u > watoa twtt- 
An je dziflik ity ye 11 ibd Urn oBt 

4 
Ik polities if thon woddVt nix 
And mean thjr fortwt be; 

this in mind: Be deif tfiU 
Let gnnt fblkt lieer imL Me. 



YE TRUE LOYAL NATIV 

TIm " Lojel NatiTM Clah " of DmA 
fonned in JamiaiT, 170&. It eddoi 
Kind's UxtiulAy OB 4tii Jut vi&afr 
• baU. Bom's Him wm B NflytiA 



*' Te Bom of Bedttloa, ^«» «v tOH9H%^ 
Let Bymo, Bonn, and 



With Craokon, the attonaj, 

Bend WIDlo, tfao BMi«v, to hdl wtta 



Ye true « Loyal Nativea," ittei^ 

song: 
In uproar and riot rejoioe the m^ 
From Envy and Hatred your co 

empt. 
But where is your shield from the 

Contempt ? 



ON COMMISSARY GOLl 
BRAINS 

Goldie was President of the Loji^ 

Lord, to account who does Tbi 
Or e*er dispute Thy pleasure 

Else why within so thick a wal 
Enclose so poor a treasure ? 



IN A LADY'S POCKET 

Grant me, indulgent Heaven, t 

live 
To see the miscreants feel the 

ffive I 
Deal Freedom's sacred treasure 

air, 
Till Slave and Despot be but t 

were I 



ON MISS FONTENELLE 



__ tlmnigli Galloira]'. with 
iha ImM week of July, ITDU. 
Va uul Gutcboiua tbs pur (pit 
and, cnming (o OatohoiiHg, 
>n g(>)ttl^; " uttBtly drnnk." 
I attoniptuv to get liia bouts 
to ^rviU. " Slurpy on ua." 
tow he <]ul fume and ra^ ! 

la, ud at lut hit cm one tliKt 
owed him the hoaae uf Oar- 
a ba; of \rigtan. Agaiml thv 
', with wbom be wa* offended. 
, Ut ul«eD, and regained a 

memh EaH of GaDowaj, batn 
', racoBeded l« Ih« peerage 24tb 
; *■* a r o p man atalive Niottiah 
lo nOO; Bupportsd Pitt, and 
■D a Lord of the BedohaiDber : 
u- of Oniat Bntain tlth Jniie, 
13th Noleiuber. 1^1. B«ing 
I and habit, he was a pmona 
m. who aatirised him in The 
talladi. Sev anlr. p. 166. 

hou in that mansion fair ? 
■ray, tmd find 
, (urty, duD^oo cave, 
» of uij mind. 



irt thou, Galloway: 
lU iJ) were bw«e. 
Stewarts were but fuoU, 
them a knave. 



THE SAME 

Ihj line, O GnllownT, 
J a far-famed «ir>' '. 
r-famed Ruman waj*. 



JAME, ON THE AV- 
IISG THREATENED 
NGEANCE 



ON THE LAIRD OF LAGGAN 

Wtittsu duiii^ the same tmlr u tha Epi- 
Knuiu prucvding. Having setUed Liiird Qal- 
luway. he aftarwardi, wrote Syme. " (uH on 
hunibUr game. There is one Moriiie whom he 
doei nol love. He hud a paaaiatf blow at hlm.'^ 
Morine hod bought the farm of Elliabiud. 

When Muriue, decuas'd, Ui thv Dirril went 

down, 
T was nothing would serve him but ijalAn's 

" Thv fiwl's bend," quoth Sntao, " that 

crowDshaU we^ruefi-r: 
I gtant thou 'rt as wicked, but uot quite no 



ON MARIA RIDDELL 

Inacribed on thi 
SroU Wha Hat. do 
Locker- LAm peon. , 

Lord Baehao'i vocifenilinf; in 
that 'Women miut alwaya be flattervd in«al; 
or net apoken to at all.' ' For Maria RiddfU 
■ee iintr, p, UK, Prrfator; Note to Impnmnilu 
on Mr,. RiHdilf, llirlidan. 

" PKAiec Woman stiJI," hi* lordship roars, 

" Deserr'd or not, no matter I " 
Bnt thee whom all mr soul adores. 

There Flatterr caniiot flatter I 
Maria, all my tbongbt and dream, 

luspires my rocw sheUr 
The mor» 1 pmise my lovelj theme. 

The more the truth I t«U. 



ON MISS FONTENELLE 

"If MiM Fontenelle." wniKi Bum*, "will 
accept this honeat oompllnirnt to her pcmonal 
channi, amiable nwnDen, and gnntl> hwut 
from ■ nun too pruud to Saltrr, tlutugb too 
poor to have hi* compUmant of anj' conae- 
qnence. it will HiaeereN oblifce bi*r ausnous 
friend and ithhi devoted bumble sen ant." 

Sweet naivete of feature. 
Simple, wild, encbanling elf. 
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Not to thee, but thanks to Nature 
Thou art acting but thyself. 

Wert thou awkward, stiff, affected, 
Spuming Nature, torturing art, 

Loves and Graces all rejected. 
Then indeed thou 'dst act a part. 



KIRK AND STATE EXCISEMEN 



*8 Anns, 



Written Gin a window in the 
Dumfries. 



Ye men of wit and wealth, why all this 
sneering 

'Gainst poor Excisemen ? Give the cause 
a hearing. 

What are your Landlord's rent-rolls 7 Tax- 
ing ledgers I 

What Premiers ? What ev'n Monarchs 7 
Mighty Gaugers ! 

Nay, what are Priests (those seeming godly 
wise-men) ? 

What are they, pray, but Spiritual Excise- 
men ! 



ON THANKSGIVING FOR A 
NATIONAL VICTORY 

The Tiotory was probably Howe's, ofP Ushant, 
let June, 1794. 

Ye hypocrites ! are these your pranks ? 
To murder men, and give God thanks ? 
Desist for shame ! Proceed no further: 
God won't accept your thanks for Mur- 
ther. 



PINNED TO MRS. WALTER RID- 
DELL'S CARRIAGE 

If you rattle along like your mistress's 
tongue, 
Your speed will out-rival the dart; 
But, a fly for your load, you '11 break down 
on the road, 
If your stuff be as rotten 's her heart. 



TO DR- MAXWELL 

ON MISS JESSY STAIG^S RECOVERY 



For Miss Stug, see PkvCatoiy Note to F«Mf 
Jessie (pott, p. 276). 

I>r. mUiam IfaamU, son of a noted Jaooibito, 
James Maxwell of Kiikoonoell, was bon is 
1760. He was educated at the Jesmts' CoO^ 
at Dinant, and afterwards stadied madidn 
at Paris. In 1702 he started a Loadonnk- 
scription for the Freneh Jaeobins, aad hi ■ 
the Rnglishnian said in Bnrke*a speeek (Sih 
December, 1792) to haTe ocdered Unee Ihos- 
sand daggers at Birmingham. As a KatioMi 
Guard he was present at the exeenfion of Low 
XYL, and is reported t6 hsTe d^ed Ins kssl- 
kerohief in the King's blood. Whm Bm 
wrote, he had just retomed to SeoUand mi 
started a piaotice in Dumfries. Bnasaadli 
became fast friends. He attendsd Bm 
duiii^ the last illnesa, when the dyiaf ■■ 
piesented him with his iHstols. Hi (UtdlM 



October, 1884. 

Maxwell, if merit here you crave, 

That merit I deny: 
You save fair Jessie from the gnnl" 

An Angel could not die I 



TO THE BEAUTIFUL MISS ELIZA 

J N 

ON HER PRINCIPLES OF LIBERTY AKD 

EQUALITY 

How, " Liberty I " Girl, can it be by thee 

nam'd ? 
" Equality," too ! Hussy, art not sahandj 
Free and Equal indeed, whUe mv^ 

thou enchainest. 
And over their hearts a proud Despot 10 

reignest. 



ON CHLORIS 

REQUESTING ME TO GIVE HER A SPWG 
OF BLOSSOMED THORN* 

From the white-blossom'd sloe mj ^ 
Chloris reijuested 
A sprig, her fair breast to adorn: 




(Q ! " I eiclaim'il, " I 
g that bosom a thorn 



id for tliH fint tuns, ^nt lu 

httarat 24lh October, HW. 
ir that tha CaledomMia bad 
I fat the but tartnigbl, Bonu 
h« atiTft provoked my ire the 

bont out M rollowa," 
am Ronuay MkuIb. the Kuontl 
aoamy, Earl of Dolhoiuie. Taa 
»r. ITTl. He Huoceeded to 

dvBth of lus uncle, Williaiu 
>. in 1787, ohuii hu wunied 
f ante ; Barred for some lime 
roona ; was ehoeen M. P. for 
I a mpportvr of Fox ; on Oth 
, wM r«M>d (o the Bridgh 
ra Pamanre : and died 19th 
a (with hii bone) in 
'a genvrotu 

eueit, oe was ardtiiit in 
ig, rnouh giren to ohetieper^ 
m, and not too eismplary in 
a: at the aanie lime Ibat he 
da deiwDdanta, and liberal in 
1 for tba pahiio welfare. He 
Jty of £M on Bama'a widow. 



I ^wan (wi 



hj phketon toireriog, 
en that phaeton 'g praii 
f a Thiers exhibition 
hia piUoTj 's raia'd. 



itw cnr'at my iuib«lief 

I and bis rod; 
sweet notes of grief 
with tears had tloVd. 



t.BINGTON'S LOOKS 

wr to Urs. Dnidop, refers to 
a lb* C«aMB*i)r Edition. 



character be™ '" — 
fries. He erptaiiu 
one who 'said "" ' 



That ther» is a falsehood in liis luu 

I lanst and will deuj': 
Tbey say their Mut«r ia a kiiave, 

AJid sure thej do not lie. 



ON ANDREW TURNER 

In Se'enteen Hunder 'n Forty-Nine 
The Deil gat stuff to tnak a swine. 

All' cooat it iu a comeF; 
But wilily he chung'd his plan. 
An' sliap d it something Wee a man, 

An ca'd it Andrew Turner. 



Iiueribed by Bums in the namfriesshin? toI- 
ame of »ir John ;>inclur'« Aa/iMiW Acnranl 
^ Scodand, in s footnote U. 
Persecution in Balniachie t 



The Solemn League and Coveniint 

Now brings a smile, now brings a t«ar. 

But sacred Freedom, too, was theirs; 
If tbou 'rt a slave, indulge thy sneer. 



TO JOHN SVME OF RYEDALE 

WITH A PRESKST OP A DOZEN OF CORTEH 

John Syme. son of a Writer to (he Sif^net in 
Edinboisii. wu bom in 1765. Be enured the 
anny in bis nineteenth year, bat after his 
father's death midrd on the litlja estate of 
liarnoiuliie. Kirkcudbrightshire. Constrained 
to sell by the failure of the Ayr Bank, he ob- 
tHUed the office of Distributor of Stampa in 
LVnmfriaa in 1791. Bums inhabited the floor 
immediately aboTe his nffi», and presently got 
to ragard bim sa bis " sapreme nonit n( criti- 
cal judtcatnra " in literary niattets. Syma's 
rather glowin^r description ot a )Huaaf^ be- 
tween him and Bums (when, being rabulwd 
for his eiewses, the Batd balf drew on him) 
was made the matter of a pieee ot Briticism by 
Walter Scott in a Mview of Cromek's RrUimt. 
In July. 1703, Born* aodSym* went touring in 
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Galloway, (see ante, pp. 188, 189, Prefatory 
Note to Againtt the Earl of Galloway, and I^ 
fatory Note to On the Laird of Ldggan), and 
after Biiin8*8 death Syme was iJezander 
Cunmngham's chief cooperator in the work of 
starting a subscription tor Ids friend's family 
and projecting the publication of his posthu- 
mous poems and letters. It is much to be 
re^^tted that he did not undertake the editor- 
ship, as at one time it was thouf^t he might, 
instead of Currie. He died 24th NoTember. 
1831. 

O, HAP the malt thy strength of mind, 
Or hops the flavour of thy wit, 

'T were drink for first of human kind — 
A gift that ev'n for Syme were fit. 

JnUtALBM TAVSBV, 

DuionuB. 



ON A GOBLET 

The goblet belong^ to Syme. 

There 's Death in the cup, so beware ! 

Nay, more — there is danger in teach- 
ing! 
But who can avoid the fell snare ? 

The man and his wine 's so bewitohing ! 



APOLOGY TO JOHN SYME 

Published in Currie with the explanation: 
*'0n refusing to dine with him, after having 
been promised the first of company and the 
first of cookery, 17th December, 1795." 

No more of your gueste, be they titled or 
not. 
And cookery the first in the nation: 
Who is proof to thy personal converse and 
wit 
Is proof to all other temptation. 



ON MR. JAMES GRACIE 

Gracie, thou art a man of worth, 
O, be thou Dean for ever ! 

May he be damn'd to Hell henceforth. 
Who f ante thy weight or measure ! 



AT FRIARS CARSE HERMITM 

To RiDDELL, much-Uunented man, 

This ivied cot .was dear: 
Wand'rer, dost value Tn^^^^blftgf wortl 

This ivied cot revere. 



FOR AN ALTAR OF INDEPEl 

DENCE 

AT KERROUGHTRIE, THE SEAT OP : 

HERON 

For Heron, see ante, p. 164, Prefatory I 
to Firtt Heron Election Ballad. 

Thou of an independent mind. 
With soul resolv'd, with soul resign'd. 
Prepared Power's proudest frown to ha 
Who wilt not be, nor have a slave. 
Virtue alone who dost revere, 
Thy own reproach alone dost fear: 
Approach this shrine, and worship here. 



VERSICLES TO JESSIE LEWA 

THE TOAST 

Inscribed on a crystal goblet presented 
Miss Lewars. 

Fill me with the rosy wine; 
Call a toast, a toast mvine; 
Give the Poet's darling flame; 
Lovely Jessie be her name: 
Then thou mayest freely boast 
Thou hast given a peerless toast 

THE MENAGERIE 

Written on the advertisement of a trateU 
show, which in May, 1706, was handed to Bo 
by Mr. Brown, Surgeon, in Jeasie^s ptesene* 



Talk not to me of savages 
From Afric's burning sun ! 

No savage e'er can rend my heart 
As, Jessie, thou hast done. 
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II 

lovely hand in mine 
1 faith to plight — 
> view the heavenly choir 
i so blest a sight. 

:SSIE'S ILLNESS 

what 's the charm on earth 
Death's dart aside ? 
ritv and worth, 
ie had not died ! 

ER RECOVERY 

seen since Nature's birth 
es of the sky ! 
3 seraph 's left on earth, 
e did not die. 



:^ MARRIAGE 

ley'd judge of human life, 
cher and the King, 
- " The man that get^ a wife 
I noble thing/' 
pricious are mankind, 
bing, now desirous ! 
I men, bow oft we find 
of things will tire us ! 



GRACES 
.^OET'S GRACE 

JEFORE MEAT 

10 kindly dost provide 
creature's want I 
le God of Nature wide 
by goodness lent. 
?ase Thee, heavenly Guide, 
;r worse be sent; 
fr granted or denied, 
ss us with content. 

AFTER MEAT 

whom we live and move, 
le the sea and shore. 



Thy goodness constantly we prove, 
And, e:ratefal, would adore; 

And, if it please Thee, Power above I 
Still grant us with such store 

The friend we trust, the fair we love. 
And we desire no more. 



AT THE GLOBE TAVERN 
BEFORE MEAT 

O Lord, when hunger pinches sore, 

Do Thou stand us in stead. 
And send us from Thy bounteous store 

A tup- or wether-head. 

AFTER MEAT 



Lord, [Thee] we thank, and Thee alone, 
For temporal eifts we little merit I 

At present we wul ask no more: 
Let William Hislop bring the spirit. 

2 

O Lord, since we have feasted thus, 

Which we so little merit, 
Let Mee now take the flesh away. 

And Jock bring in the spirit. 



O Lord, we do Thee humbly thank 

For that we little merit: 
Now Jean may tak the flesh away. 

And WiU bring in the spirit. 



EPITAPHS 

ON JAMES GRIEVE, LAIRD OF 
BOGHEAD, TARBOLTON 

The epitaph is a sort of reveml of that on 
Gayin Hamilton, ante, p. 55. 

Here lies Boghead amang the dead 

In hopes to get salvation; 
But if such as he in Heav'n may be. 

Then welcome — hail ! damnation. 
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ON WM. MUIR IN TARBOLTON 

MILL 

William Muir, described in the First Common 
Place Bock as ** my own friend and my father's 
friend," was bom in 1745. His mill at Tar- 
bolton is mentioned in Death and Dr. Hornbook 
{ante, p. 57, stanza y. line 2). Jean Armour, 
being expelled her father's home, found shelter 
for a time with the miller's wife (1787-8). 
Muir died in 1703 ; and Bums, recalling this 
piece of kindness, wrote to Gayin Hamilton 
that, hearing that Mrs. Muir was likely to be 
'^inyoWed in great difficulties" in regard to 
the settlements, he was ready to *' moye heayen 
and earth on her behalf," and woold under- 
take, through his friends in Edinbniffh, to get 
her the best legal assistance free of Siaige. 

An honest man here lies at rest, 
As e'er God with His imaee blest: 
The friend of man, the fnend of trath. 
The friend of age, and ffuide of youth: 
Few hearts like his — with virtue warm'd. 
Few heads with knowledge so inform'd: 
If there 's another world, he lives in bliss; 
If there is none, he made the best of this. 



ON JOHN RANKINE 

For Rankine, see Prefatory Note to Epistle 
to John Rankine, ante, p. 60. 

Ae day, as Death, that gruesome carl. 
Was driving to the tither warl' 
A mixtie-maxtie, motley squad 
And monie a g^lt-bespotted lad: 
Black gowns of each denomination. 
And thieves of every rank and station. 
From him that wears the star and garter 
To him that wintles in a halter: 
Asham'd himself to see the wretches, 
He mutters, glow'ring at the bitches: — 
" By God I '11 not be seen behint them, 
Nor 'mang the sp'ritual core present them. 
Without at least ae honest man 
To grace this damn'd infernal clan ! " 
By Adambill a glance he threw, 
*' Lord God ! " quoth he, " I have it now. 
There 's just the man I want, i' faith ! " 
And quickly stoppit Rankine's breath. 



ON TAM THE CHAPMAN 

As Tam the chapman on a day 
Wr Death f orgi^r'd by the wav, 
Weel pleas'd he greets a wight lo i 

mous, 
And Death was nae leas pleas'd wi' Tbomi 
YFha cheerfully lays down his pack. 
And there blaws np a heartv orack: 
His social, friendly, honest heart 
Sae tickled Death, they oonld na part; 
Sae, after viewing knives and garters, 
Death takes him hame to gie him qu; 

ters. 



ON HOLY WILLIE 

For William Fisher, see anU, p. 109, Pn 
tory Note to Bd^ Willie's Frayer. 



Here Holy Willie's sair worn clay 

Taks up its last abode; 
His saul has taen some other way — 

I fear, the left-hand road. 

II 

Stop ! there he is as sure 's a gun ! 

Poor, silly body, see him I 
Nae wonder he 's as black 's the gnu 

Observe wha 's standing wi' him ! 

Ill 

Your bmnstane Devilship, I see. 
Has got him there before ye I 

But hand your nine-tail-cat a wee. 
Till ance you 've heard my story. 

IV 

Your pity I will not implore. 

For pity ye have nane. 
Justice, alas 1 has gi'en him o'er, 

And mercy's day is gane. 



But hear me, Sir, Deil as ye are, 
Look something to your credit: 

A cuif like him wad stain your namK 
If it were kent ye did it I 



FOR WILLIAM NICOL 
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ON JOHN DOVE, INNKEEPER 
Bore was landloid of the Wliitef oord Arms, 



Hers lies Johnie Pigeon: 
What was his religion 

Whae'er desires to ken 
To some other warl' 
Mann follow t^ earl, 

For here Johnie Pigeon had nane ! 

II 

Strong ale was ablution; 
Snudl beer, persecution; 

A dram was memento mori; 
Bat a full flowing bowl 
Was the saying his soul, 

And port was celestial glory I 



OX A WAG IN MAUCHLINE 

TU wag was James Smith. See ante, p. 
^•« Prefatory Note to Epistle to James Smith. 



^^^tMJXT him, Mauchline husbands a'. 

He aften did assist ye; 
^f had ye staid hale weeks awa', 

^onr wives they ne'er had missed ye I 

II 

L^Manchline bairns, as on ye pass 
^o school in bands thegither, 
tr^ad ye lightly on his grass — 
Perhaps he was your father ! 



ON ROBERT FERGUSSON 

^ THE TOMBSTONE IN THE CANONGATE 
CHURCHYARD 

^^ the (Vth Febmary, 1787, Bnms applied 
,^He Kirk Managers of the Canongate parish, 
••iijhnTgh, for permission to " lay a nmall 
*•>•" orer the '* revered ashes'^ of Ferprus- 
''^ to ** remain an inalienable property to his 
^^Uiles fame ; * * and his request was unani- 
2^>^T granted on the 22d of the same month. 
*^ the mason whom Robert Bum, the archi- 
^ employed was so dilatory that the com- 



mission was not executed until Ausnist, 1780. 
To be quits with his architect, Bums did 
not pay the account (£5 10<.) until February, 
1792. On the 1 1th August, 1789, the f oUowii^ 
notice appeared in J%e Edinburgh Advertiser, 
and on tne 13th in The Evening Courant: 
'*The Ayrshire Bard, Mr. Bums, has at his 
own expense erected a monument or headstone 
in the Canongate Church, over the graye of 
Uie late Mr. Ferguason, with the Allowing 
inscription,'* etc. On the reyerse of the stone 
is the declaration : ** By special grant of the 
Managers to Robert Bums, who erected this 
stone, this Burial Place is to remain for ever 
sacred to the memory of Robert Fergusson/* 

HERB LIES ROBERT FERGUSSON 
BORN SEPT STH, 1751 
DIED OCT I6TH, 1774 

No sculptur'd Marble here, nor pompous 

No storied Urn nor animated Bust; 
This simple stone directs pale Scotia's way 
To pour her sorrow o'er the Poet's dust. 



ADDITIONAL STANZAS 



NOT INSCRIBED 



She mourns, sweet tuneful youth, thy 
hapless fate: 
Tho' all the powers 'of song thy fancy fir'd, 
Yet Luxury and Wealth lay by in State, 
And, thankless, starv'd what they so 
much admir'd. 

II 

This humble tribute with a tear he gives, 
A brother Bard — he can no more be- 
stow: 

But dear to fame thy Song immortal lives, 
A nobler monument than Art can show. 



FOR WILLIAM NICOL 

William Nicol was bom in 1744 at Dumbret- 
ton, in the parish of Annan. In early child- 
hood he lost his father; while still a mere 
youth opened a school in his mother^s house ; 
studied, at the University of Edinburgh, first 
theology and then medicine ; took up t«*aohinfC 
again ; and in 1774 was appointed a classical 
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masfeer in the High School of Edinbnrrh. 
Barns met him in that citT as a Crochallan 
Club man, and in the autumn took him 00 his 
Highland tour. His visit to Niool at Moffat in 
17814 U celebrated in O, H'iY/i> Brewtd a Peck 
o* Maut (pott^ p. 229). After Nicol bought the 
little property of Laggan. in Glencaim parish 
(1790), he and Bums met often in the holidays, 
Bums counting him his *' dearest friend ** after 
his own brother. In 1795 Nicol, harii^ as- 
saulted the Rector of the High School, resigned 
his mastership, and started on his own account ; 
but late hours and Honor had already under- 
mined his health, and he died 21st April, 1797. 

Ye mac^gots, feed on NicoPs brain, 
For few sic feasts yon 've gotten; 

And iix your claws in Nicol's heart, 
For deil a bit o't 's rotten. 



FOR MR. WILLIAM MICHIE 

RCIIOOI. MASTER OF TLKISH PARISH, FIFE- 
SHIRK 

IIkhk lie Willie Michie's banes: 

< ) Siitim, when ^e tak him, 
(fi(* him the Hcbulin o' your weans, 

For clover dcils be '11 mak them ! 



I'OK WILLIAM CRUICKSHANK, 

A. M. 

Willinni rniickHhank was appointed master 
Iff I ho (-anongate High School. Edinburgh, in 
\'iH); vfiw promoted to a classical maMtership 
111 I ho Kdinburgh High School in 1772; and 
iliml Hih March, 170."). His only daughter, 
JntitiY rniickshank, was a prime favourite with 
llin I'lint. S«*« Prefatory Note to To Misg 
( '• Mil i nhtink, antty p. 9o. 

Nnw ImnoHt William's gaen to Heaven, 
t will nil gin 't can mend him: 

riio fniiU he had in Latin lay, 
I'lif imiio in KngliHh kent them. 



i»N KOBKRT MUIR 

Htiliiiii Miiir, (mui of William Muir, who had 
ihu lililu tmUIti iif I«4Miuf(H>t, niMir Kilmarnock, 
Vkon bum hth Au|i;u«t, 17«^H, and became a wine 



merchant at KilmaiBoek. Hesafasciibed 
g^reat liberality to both t^ KilmaraodL nd 
the Edinbnrrii EditioiiB. mad lett«ts to Urn an 
included in Boms's Cmrt^pomdemce, He iaA 
of consumption 22d April, 178& 

*'Mnir, thy weaknenes were t^ abenstioM 
of human nature, but thr heart glowed vilk 
everything geaerooa, manly, and noble ; sal if 
ever emanations from the all-good Beisg ash 
mated a human form, it was tluM.'' (VL^) 

What man could esteem, or what wonai 
could love, • 

Was he who lies under this sod: 
If such Thon ref usest admission above, 

Then whom wilt Thoa favour. Good God? 



ON A LAP-DOG 

The lap-dog belonged to Mrs. Gocdos d 
Kenmore. lie little beast had died jut 
before Bums visited her during his GsDonj 
tour, and she was importunate that he slioiU 
write its epitaj^. 



In wood and ^-ild, ye warbling throng, 

Your heavy loss deplore: 
Now half extinct your powers of song— 

Sweet Echo is no more. 

II 

Te jarring, screeching things around, 
Scream your discordant joys: 

Now half your din of tuneless sound 
With Echo silent lies. 



MONODY 

ON A LADY FAMED FOR HER CAPRICE 

The lady was Maria Riddell (see ante, y- 1^ 
Prefatory Note to Impromptu on Mrs. Rtddai* 
Birtkdai). *'The subject of the foregoing." 
Bums wrote to Clarinda, *' is a woman of fu^* 
ion in this country, with whom at one period I 
was well acquainted. By some scandalous oob- 
duct to me, and two or three other gentlen*" 
here as well as ine. 8he steered ao far to tbe 
north of my good opinion, that I have nuide 
her the theme of several ill-natured thingB'' 
For a fairer statement of the case, see as aboT«. 
the Prefatory Note to Impromptu. 



ON A GALLOWAY LAIRD 
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r cold is that bosom which Folly once 

f&redl 
!ow pale is that cheek where the rouge 

lately glisten'd ! 
r silent that tongue which the echoes oft 

tired I 
!ow dull is that ear which to flatt'ry so 

listened ! 

II 

orrow and anguish their exit await, 
rom friendship and dearest affection 

remov'd, 
w doubly severer, Maria, thy fate ! 
hon diedst unwept, as thou livedst un- 

lov'd. 

Ill 

'es, Graces, and Virtues, I call not on 

you: 
to shy, grave, and distant, ye shed not a 

tear. 
: come, all ye offspring of Folly so true, 
Ind flowers let us cull for Mma's cold 

bier I 

IV 

11 search through the garden for each 

silly flower, 
Te 11 roam thro' the forest for each 

idle weed, 
chiefly the nettle, so typical, shower, 
or none e'er approach a her but rued 

the rash deed. 



'U sculpture the marble, we 11 measure 

the lay: 
[ere Vanity strums on her idiot lyre ! 
re keen Indignation shall dart on his 

prey, 
Hiich spuming Contempt shall redeem 

from his ire ! 

THE EPITAPH 

!e lies, now a prey to insulting neglect, 
(That onoe was a butterfly, gay in life's 

beam: 
at only of wisdom denied her respect, 
?aiit only of goodness denied her es- 



FOR MR. WALTER RIDDELL 

See antej p. 178, Prefatory Note to Inqtromptu 
on Mrs. RiddeUU Birthday. 

So vile was poor Wat, such a miscreant 
slave. 

That the worms ev'n damn'd him when laid 
in his grave. 

" In his scull there 's a famine," a starved 
reptile cries; 

" And his heart, it is poison," another re- 
plies. 



ON A NOTED COXCOMB 

CAPT. WM. RODDICK, OF CORBISTON 

Light lav the earth on BiUie's breast. 
His chicken heart 's so tender; 

But build a castle on his head — 
His scull will prop it under. 



ON CAPT. LASCELLES 

When Lascelles thought fit from this 

world to depart. 
Some friends warmly spoke of embalming 

his heart. 
A bystander whispers: — *' Pray don't make 

so much o t — 
The subject is poison, no reptile will touch 

it." 



ON A GALLOWAY LAIRD 

NOT QUITE SO WISE AS SOLOMON 

Dftrid Maxwell of CardoneM —described to 
Bfra. Dunlop as a " iitnpid, money-loring don- 
derpate/* and alluded to with great contempt 
in an Epigram (Me p. 187), and in the Utnm 
Election Ballads {q. v.), was created a baronet 
in 1804, and died in 182."). 

Bless Jesus Christ, O Cardoness, 
With grateful lifted eyes, 

Who tai^;ht that not the soul alone 
But IxMy too shall rise I 
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For had He said: — *' The soul alone 
Fiom death I will deliver," 

Alas 1 alas ! O Cardoness, 
Then hadst thou lain for ever I 



ON WM. GRAHAM OF MOSS- 
KNOWE 

"Stop thief 1" Dame Nature call 'd to 

Death, 
As Willie drew his latest breath: 
" How shall I make a fool again ? 
My choicest model thou hast taen." 



ON JOHN BUSHBY OF TINWALD 

DOWNS 

Buahby, the son of a spirit-dealer in Dum- 
fries, became a lawyer and afterwards a private 
banker in the same town. Business capacity 
and a good marriage enabled him to purchase 
Tinwald Downs. He is severely satirised in 
two of the Heron Election Ballads^ more par- 
ticularly John Bmhby^s Lamentation (ante^ p. 
106). 

Here lies John Bushby — honest man ! 
Cheat him, Devil — if you can ! 



ON A SUICIDE 

Cunningham says that Bums was seen to 
write the trash on a piece of paper^ and " thrust 
it with his fingers into the red mould of the 
g^ve." 

Here lies in earth a root of Hell 
Set by the Deil's ain dibble: 

This worthless body damn'd himsel 
To save the Lortl the trouble. 



ON A SWEARING COXCOMB 

Here cursing, swearing Burton lies, 
A buck, a beau, or " Dem my eyes ! " 
Who in his life did little good, 
And his last words were: — **Dem my 
blood ! " 



ON AN INNKEEPER NICKNAMED 
"THE MARQUIS" 

The inn was in a Drnnfritw elose. 

Herb lies a mock Muqiiia, whose titlei 

were shamm'd. 
If ever be rise, it will be to be damn'd. 



ON GRIZZEL GRIMME 

Mrs. Grizzel Toung was the widow of Hmmui 
Toung of Ldnoluden. Tlie ancient nnoaaiy of 
Ldnduden was converted into a eoQess \fS 
Archibald the Grim, Earl of Douglas. 

Here lyes with Dethe auld Grizzel GriffiM 

Lancluden's ugly witche. 
O Dethe, an' what a taste hast thoa 

Cann lye with siche a Intohe I 



FOR GABRIEL RICHARDSON 

Inscribed on a crystal g^Uet. Gsbml 
Richardson was the chief brewer of DomfriOi 
and Provost of the buigh in 1802^. He vii 
the father of Sir John Richardson, nstiusK>^ 
and traveller. 

Here brewer Gabriel's fire 's extinct, 

And empty all his barrels: 
He 's blest — if as he brew'd, he drink-' 

In upright, virtuous morals. 



ON THE AUTHOR 

"Wrote by Bums, while on his deathb» 
to John Rankine, Ayrshire, and forwarded t^ 
him immediately ^fter the Poet's dettl^ 
Stewart. 

He who of Rankine sang, lies stiff ^ 

deid. 
And a green, grassy hillock hides Dtf 

heid: 
Alas I alas ! a devilish change indeed ! 



FROM JOHNSON'S "MUSICAL MUSEUM - 



FROM JOHNSON'S "MUSICAL MUSEUM" AND 
THOMSON'S "SCOTTISH AIRS" 



- J of »ong» aeot 

I Siaticai MattuBt and 
1, Mid dulj aet fortli in 
1 he wnt which vera 
lued which he did not 
tbit lout Bection. 

the M<it,»m U 

a UtUr, wrincQ oa he wa« leaving 

of (be 4th lA±y. ITST. He tell« 

t b* leniheioiig ("never before 

r hi* publiaotion. luid tint hnd Ilia 

M be«D a lilde older, he would have 

'kTcmr of • " oorrespandcnce." Onl; 

Mitn mppeaxrA in Johiuon'i Fust 

M PnfHfl to which ia dated 2^d 

. Bad ii is pa«Me lo obiervo in de- 

r the growth of hia ooqiuuiilanDa 

nn hinuelf nor that of hia jnlereit 

with Johuwin 



m aeUl mangamentii 
iMt to Bdinbnrgh ii 



then 



ar* indieationa IbM he haa 
as a labour of love — to do 
the man and the book. On 
he iotorma Mr. Hoy, obuin- 
tba Duke of Gordon, that, to " the 
col- 







Sbin&er, the parson 
1 abflolntely cnued 
ia '* collecting old 
every infunuatdua reapecdng their 
m," etc. 1 fuid hi November he is 
Mt hii friutd Jamea Candliab to 
PoauMyV Ohait, words and mnaia," 
g tliat be has already ''coUeeted. 
Rowed, and stolen all the •on|:^" 
' ~ ~ ~n the beKiuiiioK ; and of 
to show that, even had 
Juhnson'i debt to hiiQ 



■ i* «rldoDce in plenty that he was 
I K*sat deal more than a mete coo- 
aried and unselfish, 
who could neither 
T even spell — wu 
OBt bimaiilf lo edit the JfiurNm ; 
„ VM helped by the elder Tytler. 
Burnt «a> virtually editor of the 
tk* aatsmn of 17^7 imtil hu health 
I), la proved (II by what ia left <>f 
" ' with JiihDHon; (21 by hia 

Hsalie MSS. (British Mii- 



aeum) : and (3) by certain draft-phuu of vol> 
nmes, lisla of songs, and oiber Mb. scrapa now 
in the library of Mr George Gray, Olaag""'. 
which we have been privilejCfid lo ooDsnlt for 
thin Edition.^ Thus, in November. 17^. h« 
tells Johngon that he has pfepaml a " flaming 
prpfaoe " fur vol. uL The tone of it is not 
exactly that of the Preface to voL ii. ; but 
Bums was a creatare of mnods, and he may 
very well have written both. U he did, he 
enda the earlier thus: " Ignorance and 
jndice tony perhaps affect to sneer at the ' 
plicity of the poetry or tniuio of suiue of thuae 

Eieeea, but their having been for agea the 
ivoarites of Nature's judges, the Conunau 
People, woe to the Kditor a euificivnt lest of 
their merit." The next ie lesa bumble and 
more cymual as regards the I'or I'apidi. ' 
this ia not," it runs, "one of those many Pub- 
lications which are hourly oahered into th« 
World merely to catch the eye of Paahion ia 
her frenzy of a day, the Editor has little to 
hope or tear from the herd of readers. Can- 
sciouxnesa of the weU-known merit of 
.Scottish Music, and the natural fimdnaai of a 
Scotchman for the produMioiia of his ii 
country, are at once the Editor's motive and 

Xlogy tor the Undertaking ; and where an] 
Jie Piece* in the CoUeetion may jMrhaps bi 
found wanting at the Critical Bar of the Flnt. 
he appeals to the honest prejudices of tha 
LasL*' Bnms's band is aUu plain in the Pre- 
face to vol. iv., which ends with this pro- 
noaneement : " To thoae who object that ihii 
Publication contains pieces of inferior or little 
value the Editor answers by rvfernng to hit 
plan. All oor songs cannot have equal merits 
Besides, as the world have (air) not yet agreed | 
on any unerring balance, any undispatMl stand- 
ard, in matten of Tsate, what lo one peiann 
yields no manner of pleasure, may to annlbar I 
be a high eDJoyment." He died hefote ih* | 
appearance of vol. v. (there wen iiia in . 

but the Preface thvirto contains an eat 

from H letter of hia: "Ton may pmhably I 
tliink that far some time paat 1 have Daglected I 






work: 






e haa thes< 



lain heavy on mo \ Pcnonal and domaalta I 
afflii-tion have alnicat entirely \ 
alacrity anrl life with which I uaed 
rnrnl Muh. of Scotia. In the meaai 
tinipili whet we have so well begBn." 

In the September of I19i he was Invitad by J 
< Tlist Ii. Il>t CentcDVT K> 
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George Thomson to contribute to his Scottiah 
Airty a more ambitious and — musically speak- 
ing — a more elaborate adventure than the 
l£ueum. He replied that, inasmuch as it 
would positiyely add to his enjoyment to com- 
ply widi the request, he would " enter into the 
undertaking wiUi all the smaU portion of the 
abilities" he had, "strained to the utmost 
exertion by the impulse of enthusiasm.'' ** As 
to remuneration," he added, "you may think 
my songs either above or below price ; for they 
shall absolutely be the one or the other. In 
the honest enthusiasm with which I embark in 
your undertaking, to talk of m<mey, wages, 
fee, hire, etc., would be downright sodomy of 
soul. A proof of each of the songs that I com- 
pose or amend I shall receive as a favour. In 
the rustic phrase of the season: ^Qod speed 
the work.' " Thomson returns his " warmest 
acknowledgment for the enthusiasm with 
which" Bums has "entered into our under- 
taking; " but as he says nothing of Bums's 
admirable generosity, it is reasonable to infer 
tibat the idiBa of payment would have been 
unwelcome to his mind. 

Even so, it is fair to add that the best of 
time had passed for Bums ere his connexion 
with Thomson began. Misfortunes, hardships, 
follies, excesses in fact and sentiment, success 
itself, so barren of lasting profit to him — all 
these had done some part of their work ; and 
already his way of life was falling into the sere 
and yellow leaf. Though few, the years had 
been full exceedingly ; and his inspiration was 
its old rapturous, irresistible self no longer. 
Moreover, he had to content Thomson as well 
as to satisfy himself ; and Thomson, a kind of 
poetaster, whose* taste in verse was merely 
academic, persuaded him to write more English 
than was good for him ; being in this matter 
wholly of his time, he could find nothing to 
*' fire his vocal rage " but the amatory " effu- 
sions" of one of the least l3rrical schools in 
letters ; and the consequences were disastrous 
to his art. The Thomson songs, indeed, some 
distinguished and delightful exceptions to the 
contrary, are not in his happier vein. They 
have not the fresh sweetness and the unflagging 
spirit of his Museum numbers. They are less 
distinctively Scots than these, for one thing; 
and for another, they are often vapid in senti- 
ment and artificial in effect. Now, his work 
for the Mitseum consisted largely in the adap- 
tation of old rhymes and folk-songs to modem 
vLseB. Some he arranged, some he condensed, 
some he enlarged, some he reconstructed and 
rewrote. Stray snatches, phrases, lines, thin 



echoes from a vamshed past — nothing came 
amiss to him, nor was there anything he eonU 
not turn to good account. His appreciatioo 
was instant and inevitable, his touch nnenntf. 
Under his hand a patchwoik <d catch-woitt 
became a livine song. He would take yon tvo 
fragments of different epochs, aeleet die httk 
from each, and treat the matter of hn ehoiet 
in such a style that it is hard to know wkan 
its components end and begin : so that notU^p 
is certam about his result except that hers ii s 
piece of art Or he would oaptore a wanderiif 
old refrain^ adiust it to his own eonditioBS,aad 
so renew its lyrical interest and ngnifisiBM 
that it seems to live its true life for the fint 
time on his lips. Here, in &ot, is his eUrf 
claim to perennial acceptance. He paaed tk 
f olk-flong of lus nation througk the nunt of Ui 
mind, and he reproduced it -stamped widi Ui 
image and lettered with his snpeneription: •• 
that for the world at laige it ezisis, and inD 

S> on existing, not as he found but as he left it 
ums's knowledge of the older minstrelsjvii 
unique ; he was saturate with its traditioB, «k 
was absolute master of its emotions and effNlit 
no such artist in folk-song as he (so in ote 
words Sir Walter said) has ever worksd is fik* 
erature. But a hundred forgotten singen vwt 
to the making of his achievement and himeU. 
He did not wholly originate those mastei^^pul- 
ities — of fresh and tidying simplicity, of rigoar 
and directness and happy andf hnmoroQi etti. 
which have come to be regarded as dirtinetiTe 
of his vene ; for all these things, togetbsr vitfc 
much of the thought, the romance, and tbe 
sentiment for which we read and lovs kin. 
were included in the estate which he inheiitt^ 
from his nameless forebears : and he so anau* 
lated them that what is actually those for- 
bears' legacy to him has come to be regai|M 
as his g^t to them. Those forebean aidiif. 
he stands forth as the sole great poet of tltf 
old Scota world ; and he thus is naticmal u do 
poet has ever been, and as no poet ever will or 
ever can be again. Thus, too, it is that, benp 
the "satirist and singer of a parish"— •fa*' 
which only the Common Bumsito could be 
crazy enough, or pigheaded enough, to dvny "" 
he is at the same time the least parocbial" 
the most broadly and genuinely human — 
among the lyrists of his race. 

[Many of the songs contributed to Jobnio* 
were afterward sent te Thomson, but in th' 
collection which follows, Johnson's Museum v 
practically tiie authority for all up to Wandfr- 
tng Willie. That and the rest are from Thom- 
son's Scottish Airs.] 



^^^^^^^■"^^H 


l^^^^^BONIE DUNDEE 301 1 


fG PEGGY 

tn of Robert Konnedy. of 
n. <ad nieoo of Mr. Oovin 
1 3d Noveiuber. 1716 ; fell 

BiuUt ■DDCUlllbcil M Csp- 

:%)loi»l, Andnir M'Duuol 
loiul " of th> Hcotid /frron 
>.lda)mlTtai bora hiiHB 
n. 1T04 ; rued <u> sotion 

1 diod in Febnury, ITI*.'>. 

n1 pManutx u well M mai^ 
Mitrthvr Udj: but in HW 
irt d>-cUred Kguiut faim rm 
IS CoDrt of ii<«Koa. having 
rot M« rejcanU thu luuriugH, 
ridBtorhudhydiiitheiuin 

L HIM KsniudT It GoTin 
■»« «u enolcMMl lo her in 
•Th.™ in th«» ver*« at- 
•knbihu of your portmiC 

tnd not n, iia-ii, o' Doon, 

t«M4>d by the kdy-< «..<mr, 

d" in Ediubnrgh "found 
[sinal th* fiwtidiuiii powera 

ne i«w« M h. »u turUd. 
rUJ o' BaUod,«t^r. and not 
^Iaf ijmn idno tentlu of thd 
tbioh It u u imiution) in 
tion, the wriur »ut >t to 
ppaar* u alternative wordi 
rm-Lii-lr. 

mnH our IwiiiMt \asn: 
M the ninniint;, 

th<- nwiiAiit beams 
uiinfc shower, 
lie ciyitnl Btrenrus, 

fr«*h*uing fluwvr. 

11 
Ml the plionioa bright — 
• gnKixi then. — 
limiring pi»pr"s sight, 
mpt to tute tli(>iD. 
a evening tnild, 


When feather'd pair* are courting, J 

And iittle liunbkins wanton wild, ^^^J 

In pla/fal bands disporting. ^^^^^| 

Were Fortune lovely Peggy's foe, ^^^| 

Of aiirly, savage Winter. ^^^H 
Detraction'tt eye no aim can gain "^^^^f 

Her wioniog powers to lessen, ^^^H 
And fretful Lovy grins in vain ^^^1 

Tbe poisuii'd tuoth to faateu. ^^^H 

Ye Pow'ni of llonont. Love, and Truthi 1 

From ev'ry ill defend ber 1 
Inspire the highly-favour'd youth J 

BeiiponiiTe in nach Ikmoui, ^^^H 

And bieis the dear paternal name ^^^H 

With many b fllinl blotsom I ^^^H 

BONIE DUNDEE ^^^| 

A fnwment of foth-baltad, «ith modifiaa- 1 

sent the draft of his nnrioo to t'lrKhorn with 
the following note : " Diab Ci.BiiH')Rfi. — Ynn 
will see by tbe above that I h»- addHl a 
■tania to B<mn<, ftlnrfw. If you think It will 

nock ? ■• 
" Billy blind body, 0. dinna ye see ? 
I gnt it frac a young, brisk sodger laddie 

dee. 
0, gin I saw tbe laddie that gae me 't 1 

Aft bu he doudi'd me up on hi* hnre: 
May Heaven protect mv bonie Seuli huldie. 
And eend bim hau>e to bis bahie and 
mel 

" Mv hle«.in's npo» thy sweet, «ee llpi^ 1 
\lj WeMin's upon thy bonie o'e brie t 

Thy smilre are sne like my blythe wdger 
Inddie, 
Thou 'h ay tbe dearer and dearer to toe 1 

M 
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But I '11 h^ a bow'r on yon bonie banks, 
Whare Tay rins wimplin by sae clear; 

And I '11 deed thee in Uie tartan sae fine, 
And mak thee a man like thy daddie 
dear." 



TO THE WEAVER'S GIN YE GO 

" The chorus of this song is old, the rest is 
mine. Here once for all let me apologise for 
many silly compositions of mine in this work. 
Many beautiful airs wanted words, and in the 
hurry of other avocations, if I could string a 
parcel of rhymes together, anything nearly 
tolerable, I was fain to let them pass. He 
must be an excellent poet indeed whose eyery 
performance is excellent.*' (R. B.) 

CHORUS 

To the weaver's gin ye go, fair maids, 

To the weaver's gin ye go, 
I rede you right, gang ne'er at night, 

To the weaver's g^n ye go. 



My heart was ance as blythe and free 
As simmer days were lang; 

But a bonie, westlin weaver lad 
Has gart me change my sang. 

II 

My mither sent me to the town. 

To warp a plaiden wab; 
But the weary, weary warpin o't 

Has gart me sigh and sab. 

Ill 

A bonie, westlin weaver lad 

Sat working at his loom ; 
He took my heart, as wi' a net, 

In every knot and thrum. 

IV 

I sat beside my warpin-wheel. 

And ay I ca'd it roun'; 
And every shot and every knock, 

My heart it gae a stoun. 



The moon was sinking in the west 
Wi' visage pale and wan. 

As my bonie, westlin weaver lad 
Convoy'd me thro' the glen. 



VI 

But what was said, or what was done 

Shame fa' me gin I tell; 
But O ! I fear the kintra soon 

Will ken as weel 's mysel ! 

CHORUS 

To the weaver's gin ye go, fair mai< 
To the weaver^ gin ye go, 

I rede you right, gang ne'er at nigli 
To the weaver's gin ye go. 



O, WHISTLE AN' I'LL COI 
TO YE, MY LAD 

The song has hitherto ' been held pure 1 
But he found his chorus in the Herd ms. 

** Whistle and I *11 cum to ye, my lad ! 
"^iniistle and I *11 cum to ye, my lad ! 
Gin father and mither and a* should ne o 
Whiatle and I 'U cum to ye, my lad ! " 

CHORUS 

O, whistle an' I '11 come to ye, my 1 
O, whistle an' I '11 come to ye, my 1 
Tho' father an' mother an' a' shoul 

mad, 
O, whistle an' I 'U come to ye, my 



But warily tent when ye come to cou 
And come nae unless the back-yett be 
Syne up the back-style, and let naebod 
And come as ye were na comin to me 
And come as ye were na comin to mi 

II 

At kirk, or at market, whene'er ye me 
Gang by me as tho' that ye car d na i 
But steal me a blink o' your bonie bla 
Yet look as ye were na lookin to me, 
Yet look as ye were na lookin to me 

III 

Ay vow and protest that ye care na f 
And whyles ye may lightly my beauty 
But court na anither tho' jokin ye be 
For fear that she wyle your fancy fn 
For fear that she wyle your fancy f ra 

CHORUS 

O, whistle an' I '11 come to ye, my 
O, whistle an' I '11 come to ye, my 

1 That ig, by previous editors. 
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^Iho' father an' mother an' a' should gae 

mad, 
O, whistle an' 1 11 come to ye, my lad I 



•M O'ER YOUNG TO MARRY 

YET 

^^ The chorus of this song is old ; the rest of 
t such as it is, is mine.'' (R. B.) 

CHORUS 

I 'm o'er young, I 'm o'er young, 
I 'm o'er young to marry yet I 

I 'm o'er young, "t wad be a sin 
To tak me frae my mammie yet. 



I AM my mammie's ae bairn, 
Wi' unco folk I weary, Sir, 

And lying in a man's bed, 
I 'm fley'd it make me eerie. Sir. 

II 

Hallowmass is come and gane. 
The nights are lang in winter. Sir, 

And you an' I in ae bed — 
In trowth, I dare na venture. Sir I 

III 

Fu' loud and shrill the frosty wind 
Blaws thro' the leafless timmer. Sir, 

But if ye come this gate again, 
1 11 aulder be gin sinuner. Sir. 



CHORUS 



I' 



m o'er young, I 'm o'er young, 
I 'm o'er young to marry yet I 
I 'm o'er young, 't wad be a sin 
To tak me nae my mammie yet. 



THE BIRKS OF ABERFELDIE 

^ I composed these stanzas standing under 
e Falls of Moness at or near Aberfeldy/' 

L B.) 

CHORUS 

Bonie lassie, will ye go. 
Will ye go, will ye go ? 
Bonie lassie, will ye go 

To the birks of Aberfeldie ? 



Now simmer blinks on flow'ry braes. 
And o'er the crystal streamlets plays. 
Come, let us spend the lightsome days 
In the birks of Aberfeldie 1 

II 

The little birdies blythely sing. 
While o'er their heads the hazels hing, 
Or lightly flit on wanton wing 
la the birks of Aberfeldie. 

Ill 

The braes ascend like lofty wa's. 
The foaming stream, deep-roaring, fa's 
O'er hun^ with fragrant-spreading shaws, 
The oirks of Aberfeldie. 

IV 

The hoary cliffs are crown'd wi' flowers, 
White o'er the linns the bumie pours, 
And, rising, weets wi' misty showers 
The birks of Aberfeldie. 



Let Fortune's gifts at random flee, 
They ne'er shall draw a wish frae me, 
Supremely blest wi' love and thee 
In the birks of Aberfeldie. 

CHORUS 

Bonie lassie, will ye go. 
Will ye go, will ye go ? 
Bonie lassie, will ye go 

To the birks of Aberfeldie ? 



MTHERSON'S FAREWELL 

" Mcpherson, a daring robber in the begin- 
ning of this century, was condemned to be 
hanged at the assizes of Inverness. He is said, 
when under sentence of death, to have com<i 
posed this tune, which he calls his own Lament 
or Farewell." (R. B.) 

The reputed son of a gfipsy, James MTher- 
son, a cateran of notable strength and prowess, 
> was apprehended for robbery by the Liaird of 
Braoo, at Keith Market ; and, bein^ haled be- 
fore the Sheriff of Banff on IstNovember, 
1700, was hanged at the Cross of Banff on the 
10th. The tradition that he played the Lament 
on his violin on the way to the tree, or at the 
foot of it, is absurd. It has> farther, been 
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pointed out that his legend may derive from an 
IriBh story : of a tune called m^Pherson, with 
which its composer is said to have played him- 
self to the gallows on the pipes. 

There is a set in Herd (1769), bnt it is 
i^Udnly a corruptiou of the old broadside — 
The Last Words of James MacHqiherson, Mur- 
derer — (which seems in part an imitation of 
Ccmtain Johnston's FareweU : he was hanged 
at Tyburn in 1690: in the Pepys Collection, 
V. 52^), and opens thus : — . 

** I spent my time iu riotinc, 
DeMuclied my health and itreiuith; 
I pillaged, plimdered, murdered. 
Bat DOW, alaa 1 at length 
I *m bronght to pnniahment condign; 
Pale death draws near to me: 
The end I ever did project, 
To hang upon a tree." 

The most notable lines, however, are the four 
last: — 

" Then wanUmly and rantingly 
I am resolved to die ; 
And with undaunted courage I 
ShaU mount this fatal tree : ** — 

which are the g^rm of Bums's refrain. But 
Bums, while preserving throughout Uie spirit 
of his original has expressed it in the noblest 
terms. 

CHORUS 

Sae rantingly, sae wantonly, 

Sae dauntingly gaed he. 
He play'd a spnng, and danc'd it round 

Below the gallows-tree. 



Farewell, ye dungeons dark and strong, 

The wretch's destinie ! 
M'Pherson's time will not be long 

On yonder gallows-tree. 

II 

O, what is death but parting breath ? 

On many a bloody plain 
I Ve dar'd his face, and in this place 

I scorn him yet again ! 

Ill 

Untie these bands from off my hands, 

And bring to me my sword. 
And there 's no a man in all Scotland 

But I '11 brave him at a word. 

IV 

I 've liv'd a life of sturt and strife; 
I die by treacherie: 



It boms my heart I moflt depart, 
And not avenged be. 



Now fetrewell light, thou smishine brigiity 

And all beneath the sky ! 
May coward shame distain his name, 

The wretch that dare not die I 

CHORUS 

Sae ranting!^, sae wantonly, 

Sae dauntmgly gaed he, 
He play'd a spring, and danc'd it loond 

Below the gallows-tree. 



MY HIGHLAND LASSIE, 

*^ This was a composition of mine in nnj 
early life, before I was Imown at all b tlii 
world. My ' Highland Lassie ' was a vini- 
hearted, charming young creaUne m wt 
blessed a man with generous love. Afttr i 
pretty long tract of uie most s^deot redpto- 
cal attachment we met by appointment <■ 
the second Sunday of May, in a setjoMtered 
spot by the Banks of Ayr, where we ipM^ 
the day in takingfarewell, before she sbonli 
embark for the West Highlands to smag* 
matters for our projected change of life. At 
the dose of the Autumn following she eroaed 
the sea to meet me at Greenock, where sl» 
had scarce landed when she was seised vHh 
a roaliguant fever, which hurried my dear{;nl 
to the grave in a few days, before I ooaM eTCS 
hear of her illness.*' (R. B.) 

The ''Highland Lassie" was Mary Cam^ 
bell, daughter of one Archibald Campbell,* 
Clyde sailor. The year of her birth is UBCtT- 
tain ; its place is not beyond dispute ; the dat« 
of her death is matter of debate ; its exact 
circumstances are not authenticated ; there s 
room for conjecture as to the place of her ho- 
ial ; little or no independent testimony ezuts tf 
to her person and character — unless she be 
identified with a certain Mary Campbell of in- 
different repute ; there is scarce materiel for 
the barest outlines of her biography. 

A part of My Highland Lassie, O is renuai*' 
cent of the chorus of Ramsay^s My Nannii 0, 
which traces back to a blackletter in the PepT* 
Collection [with the following chorus] : — 



" For Katy, Katy, Katy O, 
The lore I bear to K^y O : 
All the world shall never know 
The love I bear to Katy O.'* 



STRATHALLAN'S LAMENT 
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Bllad, Th€ Scotch Wooing of Willy 
, has the Hune ohoms, with '^Nanie '* 
," and with this one Bams was prob- 
sll aognainted as Ramsay himself. 
\mg, Highland Lassie, suggested to 
oe more than his title ; but it faintly 
The Highland Queen. 

CHORUS 

the glen sae bushy, O, 
the plain sae rashy, O, 
9 down wi' rieht guid will 
my Highland la^ie, O ! 



le dames, tho' ne'er sae fair, 
' be my Muse's care: 
is a' are empty show — 
y Highland lassie, O ! 

II 

on hills and vallies mine, 
e and yon gardens fine, 
I then the love should know 
Highland lassie, O ! 

Ill 

Fortune frowns on me, 
nn cross the raging sea ; 

my crimson currents flow 
ny Highland lassie, O. 

IV 

t>' foreign climes I rftnge, 
)r heart will never change ; 
Mom bums with honours glow, 
nl Highland lassie, O. 



11 dare the billows' roar, 
11 trace a distant shore, 
an wealth may lustre throw 
ly Highland lassie, O. 

VI 

ly heart, she has my hand, 

I troth and honour's band I 
mortal stroke shall lay me low, 
, my Highland lassie, O I 

CHORUS 

II the glen sae busby, O ! 
Q the plain sae rashy, O I 
r lands I now must go 
my Highland lassie, O. 



THO' CRUEL FATE 

Tho' cruel fate should bid us part 

Far as the pole and line. 
Her dear idea round my heart 

Should tenderlv entwine. 
Tho' mountains nse, and deserts howl, 

And oceans roar between, 
Tet dearef than my deathless soul 

I still would love my Jean. 



STAY, MY CHARMER 



Stat, my charmer, can yon leave me ? 

Cruel, cruel to deceive me 1 

Wellyou know how much you grieve me: 

Cfruel charmer, can you go ? 

Cruel charmer, can you go ? 

II 

By my love so ill-remiited, 
By the faith you fondly plighted, 
By the pangs of lovers slighted. 
Do no^ do not leave me so I 
Do not, do not leave me so I 



STRATHALLAN'S LAMENT 

** This air is the composition of the worthiest 
and best-hearted man living, Allan Masterton, 
schoolmaster in Edinburgh. Ab he and I were 
both sprouts of JacobitiBm we agreed to dedi- 
cate oar words and air to the canse. But to 
tell the matter of fact ; except when my pas- 
sions were heated by some accidental canse, 
my Jacobitism was merely by way of ' vive la 
haMeUe: *" (R B). 

The Strathallan of the Lament was James 
Dnimmond, — eldest son of William, 4th Vis- 
ooont Strathallan, killed at Cnlloden, 14th 
April, 1746, — who was included in the Act of 
Attainder, 4th June; and, after staying for 
some time in hiding, escaped to France, where 
he died, 27th Jane, 1765, at Sens in Cham- 
pagne. The titles were restored in 1824. 



Thickest night, surround my dwelling I 
Howling tempests, o'er me rave 1 

Turbid torrents wintry-swelling, 
Roaring by my lonely cave ! 
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Crystal streamlets gently flowing, 
Busy haunts of base mankind, 

Western breezes softly blowing. 
Suit not my distracted mind. 

II 

In the cause of Right engagM, 

Wrongs injurious to redress, 
Honour's war we strongly wag^, 

But the heavens deny'd success. 
Ruin's wheel has driven o'er us: 

Not a hope that dare attend, 
The wide world is all before us, 

But a world without a friend. 



MY HOGGIE 

'* Dr. Walker, who was minister io Moffat in 
1772, and is now (1791) Professor of Natural 
History in the University of Edinburgh, told 
the following anecdote concerning this air. He 
said that some gentlemen ridine a few years 
ago through Liddeadale, stopped at a hiunlet 
consisting of a few houses, caUed Moaspaul (in 
Ewesdale) ; when they were stmck with this 
tune, which an old woman, spinning on a rock 
at her door, was singing. All she could tell 
concerning it was, that she was taught it when 
a child, and It was called ^What will I do 
gin my Hoggie die ? *' No person, except a 
few females at Mosspanl, knew this fine old 
tune, which in all probability would have been 
lost had not one of the gentlemen who hap- 
pened to have a flute with him taken it down." 
(KB.) 



What will I do gin my hoggie die ? 

My joy, my pnde, my hoggie I 
My only beast, I had nae mae, 

And vow but I was vog^c ! 
The lee-lang night we watched the fauld. 

Me and my faithfu' doggie; 
We heard nocht but the roaring linn 

Amang the braes sae scroggie. 

II 

But the houlet cry'd frae the castle wa'. 

The blitter frae the boggie, 
The tod reply 'd upon the hill: 

I trembled for my hoggie. 
When day did daw, and cocks did craw, 

The morning it was foggie, 
An unco tyke lap o'er the dyke. 

And maist has kill'd my hoggie I 



JUMPIN JOHN 



CHORUS 



The lang lad they oa' Jrnnpin John 
BegnU'd the bonie Uaue ! 

The lanjp lad they oa' Jumpin John 
Beguu'd the booie lassie I 



Her daddie forbad, her minnie forbad; 

Forbidden she wadna be: 
She wadna trow't, the browst she brew'd 

Wad taste sae bitterlie ! 

II 

A cow and a caof , a yowe and a hanf, 
And thretty guid shillinB and three: 

A vera guidto<mer ! aootter-man'sdoebter, 
The lass with the bonie black e'e I 

CHORUS 

The lang lad they ca' Jompin John 
Beg^u*d the bonnie lassie I 

The lanj? lad they ca' Jumpin John 
BeguiI'd the bonie lassie ! 



UP IN THE MORNING EARLY 

'' The chorus of this song is old; the tro 
stanzas are mine.^' (R. B.) 

CHORUS 

Up in the momine 's no for me, 
Up in the mormng early ! 

When a* the hills are covered wi* 5D»w, 
I 'm sure it 's winter fairly ! 



Cauld blaws the wind frae east to west^ 

The drift is driving sairly, 
Sae loud and shrill 's I hear the blast "* 

I 'm sure it 's winter fairly ! 

II 

The birds sit chittering in the thorn, 
A' day they fare but sparely; 

And lang's the night frae e'en to mom- 
I 'm sure it 's winter fairly. 

CHORUS 

Up in the morning 's no for me, 
Up in the morning early ! 
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When a' the hills are corer'd wi' snaw, 
I 'm sure it 's winter fairly ! 



THE YOUNG HIGHLAND ROVER 

Intended to oommemorate his visit to Castle 
Gk>rdon in 1787, and made, seemingly, after 
the discovery that Castle Chrdon (ante, p. 121) 
did not fit the tnne Morag. To the same tune 
he iJso wrote, O, WcU ye wha that Lo'es Me 
(posf, p. 284). The '* rover " was prohahly the 
Young Chevalier. 

I 



Loud blaw the frosty breezes, 

The snaws the moantains cover. 
Like winter on me seizes, 

Since my young Highland rover 

Far wanders nations over. 
Where'er he go, where'er he stray, 

May Heaven be his warden ! 
Retam him safe to fair Strathspey 

And bonie Castle Grordon I 

II 

The trees, now naked groaning, 
Shall soon wi' leaves be hinging. 

The birdies, dowie moaning. 
Shall a' be blythelv singmg. 
And every flower be springing: 

Sae 1 11 rejoice the lee-la^ day, 
When (by his mighty Warden) 

My youth 's retum'd to fair Strathspey 
And bonie Castle Grordon. 



THE DUSTY MILLER 

Stenhonse says vaguely that the venes ^ are 
a fragment of the old ballad with a lew verbal 
alterations by Bums;" and Shaspe given a 
vexn<m of the "" original " witfaont aa jiag wh«rr« 
he got it. It differs co mparat ively fiuJe itntn 
the fra^pnent (Herd us.) vpoa wlueh Hmnm 
baaed his song : — 



** O, the Dosly 
DortywMkia 



, O. thm Dm^ 

»wtvwMMb 
IfotfrMtte 



O.tteDiMly 
He vfllipok 
O, the Daily WDcr. 



Est the dmttj matkn 
Aodhhdmttf 



t 



He will s|»end a shilling 

Or he win a groat. 
Dusty was the coat, 

Dusty was the colour, 
Dusty was the kiss 

That I gat frao tlie miller t 

II 

Hey the dusty miller 

And his dusty sack t 
Leeze me on the calling 

Fills the dusty peckT 
Fills the dusty peck, 

Brings the dusty sillor I 
I wad gie my coatie 

For the dusty miller 1 



I DREAM'D 1 LAY 

" These two stanzas I composed when I wns 
seventeen ; thev are among the oldest of my 
printed pieces. (K. B.) 



I dream'd I hiy where flowers wer« spring- 
injg 

Gaily m the sunny beam, 
List'ning to the wild birds singing, 

By a falling crystal stream; 
Straight the sky grew black and daring, 

Thro' the wwf£t the whirlwitMls ravD, 
Trees with aged anns were warring 

O'er the swelling, drtiinlie wav«. 

II 

Such was my life's Atstmiifnl imirning, 

Such ibtt pleasures I eitjoy'd ( 
But lang or norm html Usntjp^Otf nUtnt9\nf(f 

A* my fUmtsry bliss t\$ttiir*r^f*t\. 
Tht/ fiekUs Viffitttm has iUi4mit*il nm 

(Him prmnin*d tmtr, and ptfHtmn*4 \mi 

ni), 

Of mottUf a jify and htfpft ti^nnnvM irMr. 
I biMir * lM«rt slttdl imy^tfi tnm siilL 



di;n'can' UAVi:^(fU 

9 

V^A^^^to&S^^M^M^ 4S^H»^Mia^M tf^H^^A ABaam ^M^^^^# ^^ H^4to Sw^tfAViA 

/rli^fiWPWi^ mwwWWW^ affW%' IW^ fWwW^ w^ Wwy wWWvf^^ 

iMtfmfd* ^ 4i4 $9^A t^iHhm f// a-v/rw Hj al«v 
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same as that inserted in the MtueumJ" No 
doubt Stenhouse is right ; but Bums did but 
act according to his wont in signing ** Z/' for 
not only was his Duncan Davison soggested by 
a song with the same title and somethwff of the 
same motive preserred in 77ie Merry Jnissf — 
from which his first, second, and fonrth lines 
are lifted bodily — but it is, as regards his 
last stanza at least, a thing of shreds and 
patches; while the last huf of this said 
stanza, containing a very irreloTant moral, is 
merely "conveyed" from a fragment, here 
first printed, in the Herd MB. : — 

" I can drink and no be dnmk, 
I can fight Mid no be dain ; 



I can Idas a bonle laflB 
And ay be weloome back 



It 



There was a lass, they ca'd her Meg, 

And she held o'er the moors to spin; 
There was a lad that f oUow'd her, 

They ca'd him Duncan Dayison. 
The moor was dreigh, and Meg was skeigh, 

Her favour Duncan could na win; 
For wi' the rock she wad him knock, 

And ay she shook the temper-pin. 

II 

As o'er the moor they lightly f oor, 

A bum was clear, a glen was green; 
Upon the banks they eas'd their shanks, 

And ay she set the wheel between: 
But Duncan swoor a haly aith. 

That Meg should be a bride the mom; 
Then Meg took up her spinnin-graith. 

And ilang them a' out o'er the bum. 

Ill 

We will big a wee, wee house. 

And we will live like king and queen, 
Sae blythe and merry 's we will be. 

When ye set by the wheel at e'en I 
A man may drink, and no be drunk; 

A man may fight, and no be slain; 
A man may Kiss a bonie lass, 

And ay be welcome back again I 



THENIEL MENZIES' BONIE 

MARY 

CHORUS 

Theniel Menzies' bonie Mary, 
Theniel Menzies' bonie Mary, 



Charlie Grigor tint his plaidie, 
Kissin TMniel's booie Maiy 1 

I 

In oomin by the bri^ o' Dre, 
At Darlet we a blink did tany; 

As day was dawin in the sky. 
We drank a health to bonie Miiy. 

II 

Her een sae bright, her brow sae wbr 
Her half et locks as brown 's a beir 

And ay they dimpl't wi' a smik, 
The rosy cheeks o' bonie Mazy. 

ni 

We lap an' danc'd the lee-lang day, 
Till pipez^lads were wae and wesr] 

But Charlie gat the spring to pay, 
For kissin TheniePs bonie Mary. 

CHORUS 

Theniel Menzies' bonie Maxy, 
Theniel Menzies' bonie Maiy, 
Charlie Grigor tint his plaidie, 
Kissin Theniel's bonie Maiy I 



LADY ONLIE, HONEST LUCK 



CHORUS 



Lady Onlie, honest lucky, 

Brews guid ale at shore o' Bucky: 
I wish her sale for her guid ale. 

The best on a' the shore o' Bueky 1 



A' THE lads o' Thomiebank, 

When they gae to the shore o' Buckj 
They '11 step in an' tak a pint 

Wi' Lady Onlie, honest lucky. 

II 

Her house sae bien, her curch sae defto 
I wat she is a dainty chuckie 

And cheery blinks the ingle-^leede 
O' Ladie Onlie, honest lu^sj 1 

CHORUS 

Lady Onlie, honest lucky. 

Brews guid ale at shore o' Bucky: 

I wish her sale for her guid ale, 
The best on a' the shore o' Bocky 



DUNCAN GRAY 



INKS OF THE DEVON 

uses wra oompugeil on n cluuniing 
Charlotta Uaniilton. wbo U ouw 
JuiM M'Kittrick Adair, En|r., 

Iton of M^uchltne, vul va« bom 
» of Ajr, but was, at the lime I 
linas, raiding at UarvieBloD in 
Mbin, on the romautic banki uf 
nr Deron. I firat heard tliu nir 
' in lavemem, and uot the notes 
(or the work." iU.U.) 
lied Gavin Hamilton'* mother and 
M HarTiBaloD on Monday, tiTth 
1, and wrDt« to Hamilton on the 
Cbariotte I osnaot apeak in coro- 
t adinlttttion : ahe is not only beau- 
ffdy. Her form is el^^ant : her 
ngiiUr. but they have the imila of 
I tha settled romphweney of good- 
it degree ; and hei 



1 she h 



et'.''?,r 






wallh, ia equal lo Mias 
■t following Bums stopped at Har- 
■, and intnidnced that Dr. Adair 
laaulton mairiod, Itlth Noiember, 
b»d a widow in Om. On Ji ISep- 
!, Bnnis sent the first draft of his 
Uend, Hiss Chalmers: " 1 am do- 

fj Charlottfl 8 poetic compliment 
part of the tfuwun. if I conld 
llotiona Scotch air. You wiU see 
tat on a shred of paper enclosed." 
lU attempt " is a poor enough pei^ 
ken all ia siud — not mnch aliore 
ral : but it appearB to be pnre 
I tnna wa* a Uishlnnd air, entitled 
tfhin HU (Jrri. or Tht Prrtti/ Milk- 

Damilton may also have been the 
Bm wng Fairta Maid on Ihcan 
tpot.p-Sif^). For Gavin Unmil- 
f. 41, Prefatory Note to A Dtdi- 



nt the tMtnks of tlie dear wind' 

•n ■preading hushes and flow'n 

ning fair t 

liut flow't on the banks of the 






t bud on the braea of 
this sweet blasbing 
)rn, ns it bathes in the 



And gentle the fall of tho soft yetnai 
shower. 
That steals on the evening each leaf to 



0, spare the dear blossom, ye orient 
With uiull, hoary wing as ye usber the 

And far be thou distant, thou reptile that 

The verdure and pride of the gaiden or 

Let Bourbon exult in his gay gilded lUies, 
Aud England triumphant display her 
proud rose 1 
A fairer than either adorns the green v&l- 



liei. 

Where Devon, i 
ing flows. 



t Devon, meander* 



DUNCAN CRAY 



Wkakt fa' you, Doncan Gray I 

(Ha, ha, the ginlin o't I) 
Wae gae by you, Dnucan firay I 

(Ha, ha, the girdin o't !) 
When a' the lave me to their piny. 
Then I maun sit the lee-laiig day, 
And jeeg the cradle wi' my tae. 
And n for the girdin o't I 



Bonic was the Lammot mnon 

(Hs, ha, the girdin o't I) 
Glowrin a' the hills aboou 

(Ha, ha. the girdin o't I) 
The girdin brak, the beast earn down, 
I tint my cnrch and baith my sboon. 
And, Duncan, ye 're an unoo loun — 

Wae on the had girdin o't ! 

But Duncan, gin ve '11 keep vour aitli 

(Ha. ha, the girdin o't I), ' 
I "se bless you wi' my hindmost breath 

(Ha, ha, the ?irdin o't I). 
Duncan, gin ye II keep your aith, 
The beast arain can bear us baith, 
And auld Meu John will mend the skaith 

XnA clout the bad girdin o't. 
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THE PLOUGHMAN 

CHORUS 

Then up wi't a', my ploughman lad, 
And hey, my meny ploughman ! 

Of a' the trades that I do ken, 
Commend me to the ploughman I 



The ploughman, he 's a honie lad. 

His mind is ever true, jo ! 
His p^arters knit below his knee, 

His bonnet it is blue, jo. . 

II 

I hae been east, I hae been west, 
I hae been at St. Johnston ; 

The boniest sight that e'er I saw 
Was the ploughman laddie danoin. 

ni 

Snaw-white stockings on his legs 
And siller buckles glanoin, 

A guid blue bonnet on his head, 
And O, but he was handsome I 

IV 

Commend me to the barn-yard 

And the com mou, man I 
I never got my coggie fou 

Till I met wi' the ploughman. 

CHORUS 

Then up wi't a', my ploughman lad. 
And hey, my merry ploughman I 

Of a' the trades that I do ken, 
Commend me to the ploughman I 



LANDLADY, COUNT THE LAWIN 

Set to the tune, Hey Tutti Taitu " I have 
met the tradition oiiiYeraally over Scotland, 
and particularly in the neighbourhood of the 
scene, that this air was Robert Brace's march 
to Bannockbnm." (R. B.) He afterwards 
wrote Scots Wha Hae (post^ p. 285) to it. 

The present song is not an ori^nal, but a 
patchwork of assorted scraps, wim some few 
verbal changes. 

CHORUS 

Hey tutti, taiti, 
How tutti, taiti, 



He y tutti, taiti, 
Wha'afonnow? 



Laitdlabt, ooont the lawin, 

The day is near the dawin; 

Ye 're a' blind dnmk, boys, 

And I 'm but jolly fou. 

n 

Cog, an ye were ay fou. 
Cog, an ye were ay fou, 
I md sit and sine to you. 
If ye were ay fou ! 

ni 

Weel may ye a' be ! 
HI may ye never see I 
Grod bless the king 
And the oompanie 1 

CHORUS 

Hey tutti, taiti, 
How tutti, taiti. 
Hey tutti, taiti, 
Wha 's fou now ? 



RAVING WINDS AROUND H: 

BLOWING 

'* I composed these verses on Miss Isab 
Macleod of Rasa, allading to her feeliop 
the death of her sister, and the still d 
melancholy death of her sister's husband, 
late Earl of Loudoun, who shot himself 
of sheer heart-break at some mortification 
suffered owing to the deranged state of 
finances/* (R. B.) 

For Miss Isabella M'Leod see Prefa 
Note to Chi the Death of John M^Leod. I 
(ante, p. 90), and To Miss Isabella }tl 
(ante^ p. 137). 



Raying winds around her blowing, 
Yellow leaves the woodlands strowio 
By a river hoarsely roaring, 
Isabella stray'd deploring : — 
" Farewell hours that late did measun 
Sunshine days of joy and pleasure ! 
Hail, thou gloomy night of sorrow - 
Cheerless night that knows no i 
row ! 



BLYTHE WAS SHE 
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II 



Past too fondly wandering, 
lopeless Future pondering, 
rief my life-blood freezes, 
pair my fancy seizes, 
u soul of every blessing, 
Misery most distressing, 
ow would I resi^ thee, 
lark Oblivion jom thee ! " 



NG AND DREARY IS 
THE NIGHT 

I some such words in A oolleotion 
where, which I altered and en- 
o please you, and to suit your 
>f Caidd Kail, I have taken a 
across my room, and have ar- 
sr, as you will find on the other 

}.) 

CHORUS 

er lanely nights are lang, 
>, her dreams are eerie, 
ler widow'd heart is sair, 
3 absent f rae her dearie ! 



and dreary is the night, 
am frae my dearie ! 
ie frae e*en to mom, 
^ere ne'er sae weary. 

II 

ink on the lightsome days 
vi' thee, my dearie, 
rhat seas between us roar, 
i I be but eerie ? 

Ill 

ye move, ye heavy hours I 
ess day how dreary I 
(ae ye elinted by, 
was wr my dearie I 

CHORUS 

ler lanely nights are lang, 
), her dreams are eerie, 
her widow'd heart is sair, 
B absent frae her dearie ! 



MUSING ON THE ROARING 
OCEAN 

*^ I composed these verses out of oompliment 
to a Mrs. M*Lachlau, whose husband is an 
officer in the East Indiea." (R. B.) 

They are reminiscent of diveis Jaoobttisms. 



Musing on the roaring ocean. 
Which divides my love and me. 

Wearying heav'n in warm devotion 
For his weal where'er he be: 

II 

Hope and fear's alternate billow 
Yielding late to Nature's law, 

Whisperine spirits round my pillow, 
TaUc of him that 's far awa. 

Ill 

Ye whom sorrow never wounded, 
Ye who never shed a tear, 

Care-untroubled, joy-surrounded, 
Gaudy day to you is dear 1 

IV 

Gentle night, do thou befriend me I 
Downy sleep, the curtain draw I 

Spirits land, again attend me. 
Talk of him that 's far awa I 



BLYTHE WAS SHE 

" I composed these verses while I stayed at 
Ochtertyie with Sir William Murray. The 
lady, who was also at Ochtertyre at the saine 
time, was a well-known toast, Miss Euphemia 
Murray of lintrose, who was called, and verv 
justly, * the flower of Strathmore.' " (R. B.) 
She mairied Mr. Smjrthe of Methven, who be- 
came one of the judgira of the Court of Ses si on. 

CHORUS 

Blythe, blythe and merry was she, 
Blythe was she butt and ben, 

Blythe by the banks of Earn, 
And blythe in Glentnrit glen ! 



Bt Ouehtertyre grows the aik. 
On X arrow bamLS the birken shaw; 

But Phemie was a bonier lass 
Than braes o' Yarrow ever saw. 
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n 



Her looks were like a flow'r in May, 
Her smile was like a simmer mom. 

She trippM by the banks o' Earn 
As light 's a bird upon a thorn. 



Ill 



Her bonie face it was as meek 

As onie lamb upon a lea. 
The evening sun was ne'er sae sweet 

As was the blink o' Phemie's e'e. 



IV 



The Highland lulls I Ve wander'd wide, 
As o'er the Lawlands I hae been. 

But Phemie was the blythest'lass 
That ever trod the dewy green. 



CHORUS 



Blythe, blythe and merry was she, 
blythe was she butt and ben, 

Blythe by the banks of Earn, 
And blythe in Glenturit Glen 1 



TO DAUNTON ME 

CHOItUS 

To daunton me, to daunton me, 

An auld man shall never daunton me 1 



The blude-red rose at Tule may blaw, 
The simmer lilies bloom in snaw, 
The frost may freeze the deepest sea, 
But an auld man shall never daunton me. 

II 

To daunton me, and me sae voimg, 
Wi' his fause heart and flatt'riuff tongue: 
That is the thing you ne'er shall see. 
For an auld man shall never daunton me. 

Ill 

For a' his meal and a' his maut. 
For a' his fresh beef and his saut. 
For a' his gold and white monie. 
An auld man shall never daunton me. 

IV 

His gear may buy him kye and yowes; 
His gear may buy him glens and knowes; 



But ine he shall not bay nor fee, 

For an auld man shall nerer daiintftn me. 



He hirples twa-fiuild as be dow, 

Wi' his teethless gab and his anld beld 

pow, 
And the zain rains down £rae his nd 

blear'd e'e — 
That aold man shall never dannton me 1 

CHORUS 

To daunton me, to dannton mey 

An auld man shall never daunton me ! 



O'ER THE WATER TO CHARLIE 

The ''venes," Stenhonse eaji, were "n- 
vised and improved by Bums ; '' and, he wMt, 
*' a more complete version of this soi^ maj be 
seen in Hogg's Jacobite Beliquea " (tte). *" Iuit 
veirions of this song '* — thus Biidian in • boIb 
in Hogg and Motherwell, Pkrt Y. (18S4)- 
'*have appeared in print. There Is cm ii 
Hogg's Jacobite Selicsj and one in the Aadtiili 
Bcutads and Songs of the North of Sctda»i, 
from which latter copy I infer that the ongiBal 
had been written anterior to the days of Fnnee 
Charles, commonly called the I^tender, u^ 
the time of Charles the Seeond^s restontioo.^ 
But "HoKg^s set is merely Ayrshire Bard fit 
Ettrick Shepherd, and it were hard to say iiov 
much Peter Bnchan's, ** taken down bimn- 
citation/* is indebted to Peter Bnchan— espe- 
cially as internal evidence shows that, ai be 
S'ves it, it did not all exist before his own 
lys. No printed copy of any snch ballad an- 
terior to the Bums is quoted by Buchan. Ner 
do we know more than three. 



CHORUS 

We '11 o'er the water, we 'U o'er the seSi 
We '11 o'er the water to Charlie I 

Come weal, come woe, we 11 eatber and ph 
And live and die wi' Charue ! 



Come boat me o'er, come row me o'er, 
Come boat me o*er to Charlie I 

I '11 gie John Ross another bawbee 
To boat me o'er to Charlie. 

II 

I lo-e weel my Charlie's name, 
Tho' some there be abhor him; 



RATTLIN, ROARIN WILLIE 
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But O, to see Aold Nick g^un hame, 
And Charlie's faes before him I 



in 



I swear and vow by moon and stars 
And sun that shines so early, 

If I had twenty thousand lives, 
I 'd die as aft for Charlie I 



CHORUS 



We II o'er the water, we 11 o'er the sea, 

We 11 o'er the water to Charlie ! 
Come weal, come woe, we '11 gather and 

go, 
And live and die wi' Charlie I 



A ROSE-BUD, BY MY EARLY 

WALK 



u 



This aoug I composed on Miss Jenny 
Cmickshank, only child to my worthy friend 
Mr. Wm. Crnickshank, of the High School, 
Edinburgh. The air is by David Sillar, quou" 
dam merchant, and now Bchoohnaster in Inrine. 
He 18 the * Davie ' to whom I address my 
printed poetical epistle in the measure of The 
Cherry and the Sloe." (R. B.) 

See Prefatory Note to To Miis Cmickshank 
(ante, p. 95.) 



A R06S-BUD, b^ my early walk 
Adown a com-moloeM bawk, 
Sae gently bent its thorny stalk, 

All on a dewy morning. 
Ere twice the shades o' dawn are fled. 
In a' its crimson glory spread 
And drooping rich the oewy head. 

It scents the early morning. 

II 

Within the bush her covert nest 
A little linnet fondly prest, 
The dew sat chilly on her breast, 

Sae early in the morning. 
She soon shall see her tender brood. 
The pride, the pleasure o' the wood, 
Amang the fresh green leaves bedewed, 

Awake the early morning. 

ni 

So thou, dear bird, young Jeany fair. 
On trembling string or vocal air 
Shall sweetly pay the tender care 



That tents thy early morning ! 
So thou, sweet rose-bud, young and gay, 
Shalt beauteous blaze upon the day. 
And bless the parent's evening ray 

That watch'd thy early mormng f 



AND I'LL KISS THEE YET 

CHORUS 

And I '11 kiss thee yet, yet. 
And I '11 kiss thee o'er again. 

And I '11 kiss thee yet, yet. 
My bonie Peggy Alison. 



When in my arms, wi' a' thy charms, 
I clasp my countless treasure, O, 

I seek nae mair o' Heav'n to share 
Than sic a moment's pleasure, O I 

II 

And by thy een sae bonie blue 
I swear I 'm thine for ever, O I 

And on thy lips I seal my vow, 
And break it shall I never, O 1 

CHORUS 

And 1 11 kiss thee yet, yet. 
And 1 11 kiss thee o'er again. 

And 1 11 kiss thee yet, yet. 
My bonie Peggy Alison. 



RATTLIN, ROARIN WILLIE 

*' The last stanza of tlus song is mine ; it 
was composed out of compliment to one of the 
worthiest fellows in the world, William Dnn- 
bsTf Esq., Writer to the Signet. Edinbnrgh, and 
Colonel of the Crochallan Corps, a club of wits 
who took that title at the time of raising the 
fencible regiments." (R. B.) 

Danbar, who became Inspector-General of 
Stamp Duties in Scotland, died 18th Febmary, 
1807. He presented Bums in 1787 with a copy 
of Spenser, and is often alluded to or addressed 
in terms of warm regard. 



O, RATTUK, roarin Willie, 
O, he held to the fair. 

An' for to sell his fiddle 
And buy some other ware; 
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But parting wi' his fiddle, 
The saut tear hlin't his e'e — 

And, rattlin, roarin Willie, 
Ye 're welcome hame to me I 

u 

*^ O Willie, oome sell your fiddle, 

O, sell your fiddle sae fine ! 
O Willie, come sell your fiddle 

And hay a pint o' wine I " 
<< If I should sell my fiddle. 

The warld would think I was mad; 
For monie a rantin day 

My fiddle and I hae had." 

Ill 

As I cam hy Crochallan, 

I cannily keekit ben, 
Rattlin, roarin Willie 

Was sitting at yon boord-en': 
Sittinff at yon boord-en'. 

And amanp^ goid companie I 
Rattlin, roarm Willie, 

Ye 're welcome hame to me. 



WHERE, BRAVING ANGRY WIN- 
TER'S STORMS 

The heroine was Margaret, daughter of John 
Chalmers of Fingland, and a consin of Char- 
lotte Hamilton, her particular friend. Bums 
met her in Edinburgh during his first Tisit, and 
also in October, 1 7^, at Handeston. She mar- 
ried in 1788 Mr. Lewis Hay, of Forbes and 
Co.^8 Bank ; and died in 1848. Thomas Camp- 
bell affirmed that, according to Mrs. Hay, 
Bums had asked her in marriage; but this 
scarce accords with the tone of his letters to 
her. Still, he had a particular regard for the 
lady, and she always called out the best in 
him. His compliments in yerse — or rather 
his proposal to publish them — somewhat 
alarmed her: her main objection being, pre- 
sumably, not to the sonfl^ in the text, but to 
My Peggy^i Face, My Feggy^s Form (potty p. 
263). '* They are neither of them," he wrote 
to her, 6th November, 1787, "so particular as 
to point you out to tiie world at large ; and 
the circle of your acquaintance will allow all I 
have said.*' 



Where, braving angry winter's storms. 

The lofty Ochils nse, 
Far in their shade my Peggy's charms 

First blest my wondering eyes: 



As one who by some savmge stmm 

A lonelv eem snrveysy 
Astonish'd cumbly, marks it beam 

With art's moat poliah'd Uue. 

n 

Blest be the wild, seqnester'd ^ide^ 

And blest the day and hoor. 
Where Peggy's ekums 1 first mmj 

When first I felt their pow'r! 
The tyrant Death with gnm control 

May seize my fleeting breath, 
But tearing Peggy from my sool 

Mnst be a stronger death. 



O TIBBIE, I HAE SEEN THE D 

** TbaB soog I composed about tiie a^i 
serenteen." (EL B.) 



Mrs. Begg states that the heroine 
Isabella Stoenaon, or StSTenaon, the hra 
daughter of Little Hill, which marehed y 
Loehlie. The song itself beazs no small ici 
blanoe to a song (probably older) called 
Saucy Lass with the Beard. 



CHORUS 



O Tibbie, I hae seen the day, 
Te wadna been sae shy I 

For laik o' gear ye lightly me. 
But, trowth, I care na by. 



Testreen I met yon on the moor, 
Ye spak na, but gaed by like stoare ! 
Ye geek at me because I 'm poor— 
But fient a hair care 1 1 

II 

When comln hame on Sunday last, 
Upon the road as I cam past, 
Ye snufft an' gae your head a cast^ 
But, trowth, I care't na by I 

III 

I doubt na, lass, but ye may think, 
Because ye hae the name o clink, 
That ye can please me at a wink, 
Whene'er ye like to try. 

IV 

But sorrow tak him that 's sae mean, 
Altho' his pouch o' coin were clean, 
Wha follows onie saucy quean, 
That looks sae proud and high ! 



THE WINTER IT IS PAST 



2«S 



lad were e'er sae smart, 
le want the yellow dirt, 
at your head anither airt, 
jiBwer him fu' dry. 



VI 



e hae the name o' gear, 
sten to him like a brier, 
"dly he for sense or lear 
tter than the kye. 



vn 



»bie, lass, tak my advice: 
ddie*s gear maks you sae nice, 
1 a ane wad spier your price, 
ye as poor as I. 



VIII 



ves a lass beside yon park, 
er hae her in her sark 
u wi' a' your thousand mark, 
^ars you look sae high. 



CHORUS 



bie, I hae seen the day, 
wadna been sae shy I 
Ik o' gear ye lightly me, 
, trowth, I care na by. 



IDA, MISTRESS OF MY 
SOUL 

: wftB written when Bnms was about 
linbnrgh. *' I am sick of writing 
bosom is not strongly interested, 
hat yon think of the following, 
bosom was perhaps a little inter- 
. B. to Mrs. Dunlop.) , 



>A, mistress of my soul, 
ieasnr*d time is run f 
tch beneath the dreary pole 
rks his latest sun. 

II 

dark cave of frozen night 
poor SyWander hie, 
I of thee, his life and light, 
in of all his joy ? 



Ill 



We part — but, by these precious drops 

That fill thy lovely e^res, 
No other light shall gmde my steps 

Till thy bright beuns arise I 



IV 



She, the fair sun of all her sex, 
Has blest my glorious day; 

And shall a glimmering plainet fix 
My worship to its ray ? 



THE WINTER IT IS PAST 

This song is largely and generously adapted 
from a song called The (jianragh of Kilaare, 
Only stanza u, is wholly his own. 



The winter it is past, and the simmer 
comes at last. 
And the small birds sing on ev'ry tree: 
The hearts of these are glad, but mine is 
very sad. 
For my love is parted from me. 

II 

The rose upon the brier by the waters run- 
ning clear 
May have charms for the linnet or the 
bee: 
Their little loves are blest, and their little 
hearts at rest, 
But my lover is parted from me. 

in 

My love Ib like the sun in the firmament 
does run — 
Forever is constant and true; 
But his is like the moon, that wanders up 
and down. 
And every month it is new. 

IV 

All you that are in love, and cannot it 
remove, 
I pity the pains you endure. 
For experience miJces me know that your 
hearts are full of woe, 
A woe that no mortal can cure. 
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I LOVE MY LOVE IN SECRET 



Sfcenhouse affirms that the old scMtf 
"slightly altered by Boras, beoanse it was 
nubher inadmissible in its anginal state ; " but 
apparently he spoke by guesswork. There is 
no doubt that Burns got his original— here ^ 
printed for the first time — m the Herd 
MS.: — 

** My Ssndy O, my Sandy O, 
My bonie. bonie Sandy 1 
Tho' the lore tlist I owe, 
To thee I dare nae ahow, 
Yet I love my lore in eecret, 
My8an<0eO. 

**ib Sandy gled to me a ring 
waaa* beeet wi* diamonda flna ; 
But I sied to him a far batter thing : 
I ^ed to him my heart to keep 
in pledge of hie ring." 

It will be seen that all he did was to add a 
stanza to the original set, or what was left 
of it 

CHORUS 

My Sandy O, my Sandy O, 
My bonie, bonie Sandy O I 
Tho' the love that I owe 
To thee I dare na show, 
Tet I love my love in secret, 
My Sandy O I 



My Sandy gied to me a ring 
Was a' beset wi' diamonds fine; 
But I gied him a far better thing, 
I gied my heart in pledge o' his ring. 



II 



My Sandy brak a piece o' gowd, 
While down his cheeks the saut 

row'd; 
He took a hauf , and gied it to me. 
And 1 11 keep it till uie hour I die. 

CHORUS 

My Sandy O, my Sandy O, 
My bonie, bonie Sandy O I 
Tho' the love that I owe 
To thee I dare na show, 
Tet I love my love in secret, 
My Sandy O 1 

^ That ia, in the Centenary Edition. 



tears 



SWEET TIBBIE DUNBAR 

Oy WILT thou go wi' me, sweet H 

Donbar? 
O, ^t thoa go wi' me, sweet Ti 

Donbar? 
Wilt thou ride on a horse, or be dnn 

a oar, 
Or walk by my side, O Bweet Tibbie I 

bar? 

II 

I care na thy daddie, his lands and 

money; 
I care na thy kin, sae high and sae krd 
But say that thou It hae me for hette 

wanr, 
And oome in thy ooatie, sweet Tibbie I 

bar. 



HIGHLAND HARRY 

** The chonu I picked up from an old wa 
in Dunblane. The reet of the song is mi 
(R. B.) 

CHORUS 

O, for him back again I 

O, for him back again I 

I wad gie a' Knockhaspie's land 

For Highland Harry liack again. 



My Harry was a gallant gay, 
Fu' stately straide he on the plaiHt 

But now he 's banish'd far away: 
1 11 never see him back again. 

II 

When a' the lave gae to their bed, 
I wander dowie up the glen, 

I set me down, and greet my fill, 
And ay I wish him back again. 

Ill 

O, were some villains hangit high, 
And ilka body had their ain. 

Then I might see the joyfu' sight. 
My Highkoid Harry back again ! 

CHORUS 

O, for him back again I 
O, for him back again I 
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id jg:ie a' Knockhaspie's land, 
Highland Harry back again. 



AILOR FELL THRO' THE 
BED 

fcir is the march of the Corporation of 
The second and fourth stanzas are 
LB.) 

I 

>r fell thro' the bed, thimble an* a', 
r fell thro' the bed, thimble an' a' ; 
kets were thin, and the sheets they 
ire sma' — 
•r fell thro' the bed, thimble an' a' I 

II 

>y bit lassie, she dreaded nae ill, 
>y bit lassie, she dreaded nae ill; 
her was cauld, and the lassie lay 
U: 

ght that a tailor coold do her nae 
! 

Ill 

le groat again, cannie young man I 

le groat again, cannie young man I 

it is short, and the night it is 

est siller that ever I wan ! 

IV 

somebody weary wi' lying her 
oe, 

somebody weary wi' lying her 

le I 

some that are dowie, I trow wad 

fain 
e bit tailor come skippin again. 



AY WAUKIN, O 

CHORUS 

Ay waukin, O, 

Waukin still and weary : 
Sleep I can get nane 

For thinking on my dearie. 



The water rins owre the heugh, 
And I long for my true lover. 



II 



When I sleep I dream. 
When I wauk I 'm eerie, 

Sleep I can get nane 

For thinkin on my dearie. 



Ill 



Lanely night comes on, 

A' the lave are sleepin, 
I think on my bonie lad. 

And I bleer my een wi' greetin. 



CHORUS 



Ay wauldn, O, 

Waukin still and weary: 
Sleep I can ^t nane 

For thinkmg on my 



miER 's a pleasant time: 
Flowers of every colour, 



BEWARE O' BONIE ANN 

"I oomposed this song out of compliment 
to Miss Ann Bfasterton, the daughter of my 
friend, Allan Masterton, the author of the air 
Strathailan's Lament ; and two or three oUiers 
inthiswork.*MR.B.) 

The lady married Dr. Derbydiire, physieiaa, 
of Bath and London, and died in August, 1834^ 



Te gallants bright, I rede you right, 

Beware o' bonie Ann ! 
Her comely face sae fu' o' grace. 

Your heart she will trepan. 

n 

Her een sae bright like stars by night, 

Her akin is like the swan. 
Sae jimply lao'd her genty waist 

That sweetly ye might span. 

m 

Tonth, Grace, and Love attendant move, 
And Pleasure leads the van : 

In a' their charms, and conquering arma, 
They wait on bonie Ann. 

IV 

The captive bands may chain the hands, 
But Love enslaves the man : 

Te gallants braw, 1 rede you a', 
Cbware o' bonie Ann I 
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LADDIE, LIE NEAR ME 



CHORUS 



Near me, near me, 
Laddie, He near me ! 
Lang hae I lain my lane — 
Laddie, lie near me ! 



Lano hae we parted been. 

Laddie, my dearie; 
Now we are met again — • 

Laddie, lie near me I 

II 

A' that I hae endur'd. 

Laddie, my dearie. 
Here in thy arms is cur'd ~- 

Laddie, lie near me I 

CHORUS 

Near me, near me. 
Laddie, lie near me ! 
Lang hae I lain my lane — 
Laddie, lie near me! 



THE GARD'NER WrHIS PAIDLE 

" The title of the song only is old ; the rest is 
mine." (R. B.) 



When rosy May comes in wi' flowers 
To deck her g^y, green-spreading bowers. 
Then busy, busy are his hours, 

The gard'ner wi' his paidle. 

II 

The crystal waters gently fa', 
The merry birds are lovers a', 
The scented breezes round him blaw — 
The gard'ner wi' his paidle. 

Ill 

When purple morning starts the hare 
To steal upon her early fare, 
Then thro the dew he maun repair — 
The gard'ner wi' his paidle. 

IV 

When Day, expiring in the west, 
The curtain draws o' Nature's rest. 



He flies to her arms he lo'es best, 

The gard'ner wi' his paidle. 



ON A BANK OF FLOWERS 

The original was written hj Theobald, let 
by GalliATd, and matg by Ur. Park in 2V 
Lady's Triuwph: — 

** On a Bank of Flowan 
In a toanmer*! day, 
Inritinff aDdundnit, 
In her bloom of youth teight Odb lay 
With lore and daep oopreak. 
When a yonthf ol awam with adoiiaa cyn 
WiahM he dared the fair maid aoxne, 

WithafkhihL 
Bat fearM approachmg spiea.** 

Bums rather bungles his inspiration, and ee^ 
tainly diverta his motive to a more liberal mo- 
dnsion. Both original and derinttiTe beki^ 
to a type of pastoral in high faTOor after tbi 
Restoration, good ezainples being Diyda'i 
Cfdoe found Amynttu Lying and Beaeotft < 
MyrlU Shade, Older and leas larded, Um arti- 
ficial and immodest, are As at Noon Ihkm 
Rested (long attributed to Raleui^h) and that 
charming ditty. The Matchless Maid^ in t^ 
Second Westminster Drollery (1672). 



On a bank of flowers in a summer dsj) 

For summer lightly drest. 
The youthful, blooming NeUy lay 

With love and sleep opprest; 
When Willie, wand'nng thro* the wood, 
Who for her favour oft had sned — 
He gaz'd, he wish'd, 
He lear'd, he blush'd. 
And trembled where he stood. 

II 

Her closed eyes, like weapons sheath'd, 

Were seaPd in soft repose; 
Her lips, still as she fragrant breath'd, 

It richer dyed the rose: 
The springing lilies, sweetly prest, 
Wild-wanton kiss'd her rival breast: 
He gaz'd, he wish'd. 
He fear'd, he blush'd, 
His bosom ill at rest. 

Ill 

Her robes, light-waving in the hreet^ 
Her tender limbs embrace; 

Her lovely form, her native ease, 
All hannony and grace. 
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Tamaltuotis tides his pulses roll, 
A fslteruqg, ardent kiss he stole: 

He gaz'd, he wish'd, 

He fear'cl, he blush'd, 
And sigh'd his very soul. 

IV 

As flies the partridge from the brake 

On fear-inspirM wings, 
So Nelly, starting, half -awake, 

Away affright^ springs. 
But Willie follow'd — as he should: 
He overtook her in the wood; 
He yoVd, he praj'd. 
He found the maid 
Forgiving all, and good. 



THE DAY RETURNS 
Tune ; Seventh of November 

" I oomposed this soDg out of compliment to 
■e of the happiest and worthiest cooples in 
i^ worid: Robert Riddell, Ew^. of Gflenrid- 
Ml, and his lady. At their fireside I have en- 
jojedmore pleasant evenings than at all the 
Vmiet of fashionable people in this country 
}Qt together ; and to their idndness and hoepi- 
^ty I am indebted for many of the happiest 
MNDs of my life.** (R. B.) 

For Captain RiddeU, see ante^ p. 142, Prefa- 
ory Note to Impromptu to Captain Ridddl. 
[V long was sent to him in a letter (onpub- 
idied) dated Tuesday evening (t. e. 9th Sep- 
^mber, 1788) : " As I was busy behind my 
VYost fcdks thii forenoon, and musing on a 
roper theme for your Seventh of Nox^mber^ 
mM of the conversation before me accident- 
^ suggested a suspicion that this said Sev- 
^ of November is a matrimonial anniver- 
^ with a oertain very worthy neighbour of 
ine. I have seen very few who owe so much 
* a wedding-day as Mn. RiddeU and you ; and 
17 imagination took the hint accordingly, as 
^n vill see on the next page.** 



Hi: day returns, my bosom bums, 

The blissful day we twa did meet ! 
^o' winter wild in tempest toiPd, 

Ne'er summer sun was half sae sweet. 
-wi a' the pride that loads the tide, 

And crosses o'er the sultry line, 
^^^^ kingly robes, than crowns and globes, 

Heav*n gave me more — it made thee 
mine 1 



n 

While day and night can bring delight, 

Or Nature aught of pleasure give, 
While joys above my mind can move, 

For thee, and thee alone, I live I 
When that grim foe of Life below 

Comes in Detween to make us part, 
The iron hand that breaks our band, 

It breaks my bliss, it breaks my heart I 



MY LOVE, SHE'S BUT A LASSIE 

YET 

CHORUS 

My lore, she 's but a lassie yet, 
My love, she 's but a lassie yet I 
We '11 let her stand a year or twa, 
She 11 no be half sae saucy yet ! 



I RUE the day I songht her, O I 
I rue the day I sought her, O ! 
Wha gets her need na say he 's woo'd. 
But he may say he has bought her, O. 

II 

Come draw a drap o' the best o't yet, 
Come draw a drap o' the best o't yet ! 
Gae seek for pleasure whare jre will. 
But here I never missed it yet 

m 

We 're a' dry wi* drinkin o't. 
We 're a' dry wi' drinkin o't I 
The minister kiss't the fiddler's wife — 
He could na preach for thinkin o't I 

CHORUS 

My love, she 's but a lassie yet, 
My love, she 's but a lassie yet f 
We '11 let her stand a year or twa. 
She *11 no be half sae saucy yet ! 



JAMIE, COME TRY ME 

CHORUS 

Jamie, come try me, 
Jamie, come try me I 
If thou would win my love, 
Jamie, come try me I 
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If thou should ask my loy^, 
Could I deny thee ? 

If thou would win my love, 
Jamie, come try me ! 



II 



If thou should kiss me, love, 
Wha could espy thee ? 

If thou wad be my love, 
Jamie, come try me ! 



CHORUS 



Jamie, come try me, 
Jamie, come try me I 
If thou would win my love, 
Jamie, come try me I 



THE SILVER TASSIE 

''This air is Oswald's; the first half 
stanza: — 

" * Go fetch to me a pint o* wine, 
And fill it in a dlyer taaaie, 
That I may drink before I go 
A aerrice to my bonie lawie : * " — 

is old ; the rest is mine.'' (R. B.) Neverthe- 
less, on 17th I>ecemher, 1788, he wrote to 
Mis. Dnnlop thus : ** Now I am on my hohhy 
horse, I cannot help inserting two odier old 
stanzas which please me mightily." 



GrO, fetch to roe a pint o' wine. 

And fill it in a silver tassie. 
That I may drink before I go 

A servige to my bonie lassie I 
The boat rocks at the pier o' Leith, 

Fu' loud the wind blaws frae the Ferry, 
The ship rides by the Berwick-Law, 

And I maun leave my bonie Mary. 

II 

The trumpets sound, the banners fly, 

The glittering spears are ranked ready. 
The shouts o' war are heard afar, 

The battle closes deep and bloody. 
It 's not the roar o' sea or shore 

Wad mak me langer wish to tarry. 
Nor shouts o' war that 's heard afar: 

It 's leaving thee, my bonie Mary I 



THE LAZY MIST 



The lazy mist hangs from the brow of the 

Concealing the ooune of the dutk windisf 

rill. 
How languid the scenes, late so sprigfatlji 

appear. 
As Antamn to Winter t««gii. th. i-k 

year I 

II 

The forests are leafless, the meadows ire 

brown. 
And all the gay foppery of snnuner is 

flown. 
Apart let me wander, apart let me mme, 
How quick Time is flymg, how keen Fite 

pursues I 

in 

How long I have liv'd, bat how moeh lif'l 

in vain I 
How little of life's scanty span may n- 

main I 
What aspects old Time in his progress has 

worn I 
What ties cruel Fate in my bosom has 

torn I 

IV 

How foolish, or worse, till our sununit is 

gain'd ! 
And downward, how weakened, how dark- 

en'd, how pain'd ! 
Life is not worth having with all it ctn 

g^ve: 
For sometliing beyond it poor man, sorev 

must live. 



THE CAPTAIN'S LADY 

CHORUS 

O, mount and go. 

Mount and make you ready ! 
O, mount and go. 

And be the Captain's Lady ! 



When the drums do beat. 
And the cannons ratUe, 



n/ 
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ya sbalt sit in state, 

Knd see thy love in battle; 



II 



len the vanquished foe 
mes for peace and quiet, 
the shaaes we 11 ^ 
Vnd in love enjoy it. 



CHORUS 



), mount and go, ' 

Mount and make yon ready f 

), mount and go, 
And be the Captain's Lady ! 



OF A' THE AIRTS 

«ir is by Marshall ; the song I oom- 
t of compliment to Mrs. Boms. N, B, 
nring the honeymoon.*' (R. B.) The 
IS no doubt written shortly after his 
n Kllisland, while his wife was yet in 



le airts the wind can blaw 

rly like the west, 

re the bonie lassie lives, 

assie I lo'e best. 

rild woods grow, and rivers row, 

monie a hill between, 

r and night my fancy's flight 

er wi' my Jean. 

II 

jr in the dewy flowers — 

her sweet and fair. 

Her in the tunef u' birds — 

r her charm the air. 

I not a bonie flower that springs 

Mmtain, shaw, or green, 

B not a bonie bird that sings, 

ninds me o' my Jean. 



:L, an THE KING COME 



CHORUS 

Carl, an the King come, 
Carl, an the King come. 



Thou shalt dance, and I will sing, 
Carl, an the King come I 



An somebodie were come again, 
Then somebodie maun cross the main. 
And every man shall hae his ain, 
Carl, an the King come I 

II 

I trow we swappM for the worse: 
We gae tiie boot and better horse. 
And that we 11 tell them at the Cross, 
Carl, an the King come ! 

Ill 

Coggie, an the King come, 
Coffffie, an the King come, 
1 11 be fou, and thou 'se be toom, 
Coggie, an the King come ! 

CHORUS 

Carl, an the King come, 
Carl, an the King come. 
Thou shalt dance, and I will sing, 
Carl, an the King come I 



WHISTLE O'ER THE LAVE OT 

The repeat is borrowed from the old s(^, 
Whistle OV the Lave O't. [The fiddler of 2Ke 
Jolly Beggars models his solo upon the same 
ditty (see ante^ p- 106).] 



First when Maggie was my care, 
Heav'n, I thought, was in her air; 
Now we 're married, spier nae mair. 

But — whistle o'er the lave o*t I 
Meg was meek, and Meg was mild. 
Sweet and harmless as a child: 
Wiser men than me 's beguiled — 

Whistle o'er the lave o't ! 

II 

How we live, my Meg and me. 
How we love, and how we gree, 
I care na by how few may see — 

Whistle o'er the lave o't f 
Wha I wish were maggots' meat, 
Dish'd up in her windings-sheet, 
I could write (but Meg wad see 't) - 

Whistle o^er the lave o't I 
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O, WERE I ON PARNASSUS HILL 



O, WERB I on Parnassus hill, 
Or had o' Helicon my fill. 
That I might oatoh poetic skill 

To sing how dear I love thee I 
But Nith maun be my Muses' well, 
My Muse maun be thy bonie sel', 
On Corsincon I '11 glowr and spell, 

And write how dear I love thee. 

II 

Then come, sweet Muse, inspire my lay 1 
For a' the lee-lang simmer's day 
I couldna sing, I couldna say 

How much, how dear I lore thee. 
I see thee dancing o'er the green. 
Thy waist sae jimp, thy limbs sae clean. 
Thy tempting lips, thy roguish een — 

By Heaven and Earth I love thee I 

III 

By night, by day, a-field, at hame, 
The thoughts o' thee my breast inflame, 
And ay I muse and sing thy name — 

I only live to love thee. 
Tho' I were doom'd to wander on, 
Beyond the sea, beyond the sun, 
Till my last weary sand was run, 

TUl then — and then — I 'd love thee ! 



THE CAPTIVE RIBBAND 



Myra, the captive ribband 's mine I 
'T was all my faithful love could g^ain. 

And would you ask me to resign 
The sole reward that crowns my pain ? 

II 

Gro, bid the hero, who has run 

Thro' fields of death to gather fame — 
Go, bid him lay his laurels down. 

And all liis well-eam'd praise disclaim I 

III 

The ribband shall its freedom lose — 
Lose all the bliss it had with you I — 

And share the fate I would impose 
On thee, wert thou my captive too. 



IV 



It shall upon m^ boeom liye. 
Or clasp me m a dose emfaraoe; 

And at its fortune if yon gxieTe, 
Retrieve its dooniy and talce its plaeSi 



THERE 'S A YOUTH IN THIS CITY 

" The air is claimed by Neil Gow, who alb 
it Ids Lament for his brother. The fint half 
stanza of the song is old ; the vaet is nuas.'* 
(R.B.) 

Bums was never above vamping from hii 



self; and the present piece is stroogly rsnuaaf- 
oent of TJie Belle$ ofiiawMim (ante, p. 171). 



There 'b a youth in this city, it were a 
great pity 
That he from our lasses should wuder 



». 



awa , 

For he's bonie and braw, weel-&Tor'd 
witha', 
An' his hair has a natural buckle an' •'. 

II 

His coat is the hue o' his bonnet sae bloe, 
His fecket is white as the new-drives 
snaw, 
His hose they are blae, and his shoon like 
the slae. 
And his clear siller buckles, they danle 
us a'. 

Ill 

For beauty and fortune the laddie 's been 
courtin: 
Weel - featur'd, weel - tocher'd, wcel- 
mounted, an' braw. 
But chiefly the siller that gars him gang 
till her — 
The penny 's the jewel that beautifies •' 1 

IV 

There 's Meg wi' the mailen, that fain wtd 
a haen him, 
And Susie, wha's daddie was laird of 
the Ha', 
There 's lang-tocher'd Nancy maist fetters 
his fancy; 
But the laddie's dear sel he loes dearest 
of a'. 
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MY HEART'S IN THE HIGHLANDS 

*'The first half stanza of this song is old; 
the rest is mine.** (R. B.) 

Bonis apparently refers to the first half 
stanza of the ohoms. Sharpe quotes ** from a 
stall oopy " The Strong Walls of Derrifj one 
stanza in which is almost identical wiUi the 
Bums ohoms. 

CHORUS 

My heart 's in the Highlands, my heart 

is not here, 
My heart's in the Highlands archasing 

the deer, 
A-cbasing the wild deer and following 

the roe — 
My heart 's in the Highlands, wherever 

Igol 

I 

Farbwbll to the Highlands, farewell to 

the North, 
Hie birthplace of valour, the country of 

worth! 
Wherever I wander, wherever I rove, 
The hills of the Highlands for ever I love. 

u 

Farewell to the mountains high cover'd 

with snow, 
Farewell to ihe straths and green valleys 

below. 
Farewell to the forests and wild-haoging 

woods. 
Farewell to the torrents and loud-pooring 

floods ! 

CHORUS 

My heart 's in the Highlands, my heart 

is not here. 
My heart's in the Highlands archasing 

the deer, 
A-ehasing the wild deer and following 

the roe — 
My heart 's in the Highlands, wherever 

Igo! 



JOHN ANDERSON MY JO 



John Anderson my jo, J<rfm, 
When we were first acqnent. 



Your locks were like the raven. 
Your bonie brow was brent; 

But now your brow is held, John, 
Your locks are like the snaw. 

But blessings on your frosty pow, 
John Anderson my jo I 

II 

John Anderson my jo, John, 

We clamb the hill thegither, 
And monie a cantie day, John, 

We 've had wi' ane anither; 
Now we maun totter down, John, 

And hand in hand we 11 go, 
And sleep thegither at the foot, 

John Anderson my jo ! 



AWA', WHIGS, AW A' 

CHORUS 

Awa', Whiffs, awa' ! 

Awa', Wmgs, awa' I 
Ye 're but a pack o' traitor louns. 

Ye '11 do nae gnid at a'. 



Our thrissles flourish'd fresh and fair. 
And bonie bloom'd our roses; 

But Whigs cam like a frost in June, 
An' withered a' our posies. 

II 

Our ancient crown 's fa'n in the dust — 
Deil blin' them wi' the stoure o't, 

An' write their names in his black beuk, 
Wha gae the Whigs the power o't I 

III 

Our sad decay in church and state 

SnrmuMes my descriving. 
The Whigs cam o'er us for a curse. 

And we hae done wi' thriving. 

IV 

Grim Vengeance lang has taen a nap. 
But we may see him waukin — 

Gnde help the day when Royal heads 
Are hunted like a mankin ! 

CHORUS 

Awa', Wl^igs, awa' I 

Awa', Whigs, awa' ! 
Ye 're but a pack o' traitor louns, 

Ye 11 do nae gnid at a'. 



J*. 
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CA' THE YOWES TO THE 
KNOWES 

**This beantifiil waog m in the true old 
iwoteh uute, yet I do not know that other the 
nir or words were in print befcwe.'* (B. B.) 

In lending n new Ternon (pott, p. 292) to 
Thomeon in September, 171^ he wrote : ** I mm 
flattered at yoor adopting Co* the Yowm to ike 
Knowes, as it was owing to me that ever it saw 
the li^ht. About eeTen years ago, I was well 
acqnainted with a worthy little fellow, a Mr. 
Cluiie [ReT. John Onnie, minister of Ewes. 
DomfriesBhire, aathor of / Loe Na a Laddie 
but Ame], who sang it charmingly ; and, at my 
request, Mr. Clarl^ took it down from his sing- 
ing. When I gave it to JohnMn I added some 
stanras to the scn^ and mended others; but 
still it will not do for yoa.** Sienhonse gires 
the old words, presnmably those taken down 
from Clnnie^ff singing. It can scaree be af- 
firmed that Bams has improred them. The 
two last stanzas are his ; his two first are ex- 
panded from C]anie*8 first ; while his two 
middles, where they differ from Clnnie, differ 
for the worse. 

CHORLS 

Ca' the yowes to the knowes, 
Ca' them where the heather grows, 
Ca' them where the bumie rowes, 
My bonie dearie I 



As I gaed down the water-side, 
There I met my shepherd lad: 
He row'd me sweetly in his plaid. 
And he ca'd me his dearie. 

II 

" Will ye gang down the water-side. 
And sec the waves sae sweetly p^lide 
Beneath the hazels spreading wide ? 
The moon it shines fu' clearly." 

Ill 

** T was bred up in nae sic school, 
My shepherd lad, to play the fool, 
An' a' the day to sit m dool, 
An' naebody to see me." 

IV 

<* Yc sail get gowns and ribbons meet, 
Cauf-li'athor shoon upon your feet. 
And ill my arms thou 'It lie and sleep, 
An' ye sail bo my dearie." 



*< II y« 11 hot itaiid to what vbVb nii 
I 'ae gang wi' yon, my ■hepa aid hd, 
And ye may row me in yonr plaid. 
And I aaU be your djCMffie. 

VI 

** WhSle waters wimple to the aea. 
While day Uinks m the lift aae hie, 
Till clay-eanld death sail blin'mye'e, 
Ye sail be my dearie.** 

CHORUS 

Ca' the yowes to the knowet, 
Ca* them where the heather growi, 
Ca' them where the bomie rowes, 
My bcmie dearie 1 



O, MERRY HAE I BEEN 

** Ramsay, as usual, has modernised tUi 
song. The original, which I learned on tk 
spot, from the did hostess in the prinoipsl hn 
there, is : — 



4 4t 



, lend me jroar braw bemp-heckle, 

Vsme.** 



Axkd 1 *1] lend yoa my thrippUn 
'* My heckle is broken, it camia be gotten, 
And we *11 gae dance the Bob o* Dumtalane.'* 
Twa gaed to the wood, to the wood, to the wood, 

Twa gaed to the wood — three came hame; 
An it be na weel bobfait, weel bobbit, weel bobbit, 
And it be na weel bobbit we *11 bob it again.' 

I insert this song to introduce the foUovins 
anecdote, which I have heard well authenti- 
cated. In the evening of the day of the btttk 
of Dunblane (Sheriffmuir) when the aeti(a 
was over, a Scots officer in Argyle's anny ob- 
served to his Grace that he was afraid dv 
rebels would g^ve out to the worid that thej 
had gotten Qie victory. * Weel, wed,' u- 
swered his Grace, alluding to the foff^poiBg 
ballad, * if they think it nae weel bobbit, we D 
bob it again.' " (R. B.) 



O, MERRY hae I been teethin a heckle. 

An' merry hae I been shapin a spoon ! 
O, merry hae I been clontin a kettle, 

An' kissin my Katie when a' was done ! 
O, a' the lang day I ca' at my hammer, 

An' a' the lang day I whistle an' sing ! 
O, a' the lang night I cuddle my kimmer, 

An' a' the lang night as happy 's a king I 
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II 

Bitter in dool, I lickit my winnins 

O' marrying Bess, to gie her a slave. 
Blest be the hour she cool'd in her linens, 

And blythe be the bird that sings on her 
grave ! 
Come to my arms, my Katie, my Katie, 

An' come to my arms, and kiss me 
again ! 
Drocken or sober, here 's to thee, Katie, 

And blest be the day I did it again ! 



A MOTHER'S LAMENT 

** The words were composed to commemorate 
the much lamented and preraature death of 
James Ferguson, Esq., «mnior, of Craigdar- 
roch." (R.B.) 

In a letter to Mrs. Danlop (27th September, 
1788) Bnnis states that he made them on a 
twenty-fliz mile ride from Nithsdale to Manch- 
line. The copy sent her is entitled Mrs, Fer- 
gusMn of Cratgdarroch's Lamentation for the 
Death of her Son. Tonng FergussoD died 5th 
NoTember, 1787, j^t after completing his 
nrnversity course. The only son of Mrs. Stew- 
art of Afton died 5th December, 1787, and 
Bums inscribed the song in the Afton Lodge 
Book, which he presented to the bereaved 
mother, his title this time being A Mother^s 
Lament ftfr the Loss of Her Only Son, 



Fate gave the word — the arrow sped, 

And piero'd my darling's heart, 
And with him all the joys are fled 

Life can to me impart. 
Bj cruel hands the sapling drops, 

In dnst dlshonor'd laid: 
So fell the pride of all my hopes, 

My age's future shade. 

n 

The mother linnet in the brake 

Bewails her ravish'd youne^: 
So I for my lost darling's sake 

Lament the live-day long. 
Death, oft I 've fear'd thy fatal blow ! 

Now fond I bare my breast I 
O, do thou kindly lay me low. 

With him I love at rest t 






THE WHITE COCKADE 



CHORUS 

O, he 's a ranting, roving lad ! 
He is a brisk an'^a bonie lad ! 
Betide what may, I will be wed. 
And follow the boy wi' the White Cock- 
ade I 



Mt love was bom in Aberdeen, 
The boniest lad that e'er was seen; 
But now he makes our hearts f u' sad — 
He takes the field wi' his White Cockade. 

II 

I '11 sell my rock, my reel, my tow, 
My guid gray mare and hawkit cow, 
To buy mysel a tartan plaid. 
To foUow the boy wi' the White Cockade. 

CHORUS 

O, he 's a ranting^, roving lad ! 
He is a brisk an a bonie lad ! 
Betide what may, I will be wed. 
And follow the boy wi' the White Cock- 
ade ! 



THE BRAES O' BALLOCHMYLE 

** I composed the verses on the amiable and 
excellent family of Whitefoord's leaving Bal- 
lochmyle, when Sir John's misfortunes had 
obliged him to sell the estate." (R. B.) See 
Frenitory Note to Lines Sent to Sir John 
Whitefoord, Bart, (ante, p. 88). 



The Catrine woods were yellow seen, 

The flowers decay'd on Catrine lea; 
Nae lav'rock sang on hillock green. 

But nature sicken'd on the e'e; 
Thro' faded g^ves Maria sang, 

Hersel in beauty's bloom the while. 
And aye the wild-wood echoes rang: — 

" Fareweel the braes o' Ballochmyle ! 

II 

" Low in yonr wintry beds, ye flowers, 
Again ye '11 flourish fresh and fair; 

Ye birdies, dumb in with'ring bowers, 
Again ye '11 charm the vocal air; 
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But here, alas I for me nae mair 
Shall birdie charm, or floweret smile: 

Fareweel the bonie banks of Ayr I 
Fareweel ! fareweel sweet Ballochmyle ! " 



THE RANTIN DOG, THE DADDIE 

O'T 

** I oompoaed this Bong pretty early in life, 
and sent it to a yonng girl, a very particular 
aoqaaintance of mine, who was at the time 
under a cloud.'* (R. B.) 

The '* young g^l** may have been either 
Elixabeth Paton (see A Poet*s Welcome, an/e, 
p. 1 13) or Jean Armour. It matters not which. 



O, WHA my babie-clouts will buy ? 
O, wha will tent me when I cry ? 
Wha will kiss me where I lie ? — 
The rantin dog, the daddie o't I 

II 

O, wha will own he did the faut ? 
O, wha will buy the groanin maut ? 
O, wha will tell me how to ca't ? — 
The rantin dog, the daddie o't ! 

Ill 

When I mount the creepie-chair, 
Wha will sit beside me there ? 
Gie me Rob, I '11 seek nae mair — 
The rantin dog, the daddie o't I 

IV 

Wha will crack to me my lane ? 
Wha will mak me fidg^n fain ? 
Wha wiH kiss me o'er again ? — 
The rantin dog, the daddie o't ! 



THOU LINGERING STAR 

Enclosing this very famous lament — h>*po- 
chondriacal and remorseful, yet riddled with 
adjectives, specifically araatorious, yet wofully 
lacking in gennine inspiration — in a letter to 
Mrs. Danlop. Sth November, l7^^i^ Bums de- 
scribed it as *' made the other day." He also 
asked her opinion of it, as he was too much 
interested in the subject to be ^* a critic in the 
composition." For Slary Canipbell see ante, p. 
2(>4, Prefatory Note to My Highland Lassie, 
O, and Notes, p. 343. 1*0 Mrs. Dunlop on 



13th December, Bums, groaning " nnder tiw 
miseries of a diseased nerrons system," refen 
with longing to a future life : *^ There shoaU 
I, with speechless agony of rapture, vaii 
welcome my lost, my erer dear Mary, imm 
bosom was fraught with truth, hooonr, no- 
stanoy, and Iots : — 

" My Mary, daar departed ahade/* etc. 

Currie states that a copy found amoif 
Bums*s pi^rs was headed To Marg ta Heam; 
but only seeing is believing. 



Thou lingering star with less'ning ray, 

That lov'st to Rreet the early mom. 
Awn thou usherst in the day 

Aly Mary from my soul was torn. 
O Mtay, dear departed shade ! 

Where is thy place of blissf al rest ? 
See'st thou thy loTer lowly laid ? 

Hear'st thou the groans that rend his 
breast? 

II 

That sacred hour can I forset, 

Can I forget the hallow'a grove. 
Where, by the winding Ayr, we met 

To live one day of partug love ? 
Eternity cannot efface 

Those records dear of transports past, 
Thy imap^ at our last embrace — 

Ah I little thought we 't was our last ! 

Ill 

Ayr, gurgling, kiss'd his pebbled shore, 

O'erhung with wild woods thickeniag 
green; 
The fragrant birch and hawthorn hoar 

'Twin d amorous round the raptnrd 
scene ; 
The flowers sprang wanton to be prest, 

The birds sang love on every spray. 
Till too, too soon, the glowing west 

Proclaimed the speed of wingM day 

IV 

Still o'er these scenes my mem'ry wakes, 

And fondly broods with miser-care. 
Time but th' impression stronger makes, 

As streams their channels deeper wear. 
O Mary, dear departed shade ! 

Where is thy place of blissful rest ? 
See'st thou thy lover lowly laid ? 

Hear'st thou the groans that rend bis 
breast? 
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** Bj yon bumndey ipn jre mmim ken, 
III a wee honae wi' mj minnie t ** 

in 

But I foor up the glen at e'en 

To see my bonie lassie, 
And lang before the grey morn earn 

She was na hanf sae saooy. 



But monie bade the world gnid-night: 
Say, pell and mell, wi' muskets' kuell 
How Tories fell, and Whigs to Hell 
Flew off in frighted baims, man ! " 



YOUNG JOCKIE WAS THE 
BLYTHEST LAD 



Young Jockie was the blythest lad, 

In a' our town or here awa: 
Fu' blythe he whistled at the gaud, 

Fu' lightly danc'd he in the ha'. 

II 

He roos'd my een sae bonie blue, 
He roos'd my waist sae genty sma'; 

An' ay my heart cam to my mou', 
When ne'er a body heard or saw. 

ni 

MyJockie toils upon the plain 

Thro' wind and weet, thro' frost and 
snaw; 
And o'er the lea I leuk fu' fain, 

When Jockie's owsen hameward ca'. 

IV 

• An' ay the night comes round again. 
When in his arms he taks me a', 
An' ay he vows he '11 be my ain 
As lang 's he has a breath to draw. 



A WAUKRIFE MINNIE 

*' I picked up the old so^ and tune from a 
oountry girl in N'itbsdale. i never met with it 
elsewhere in Scotland." (R. B.) 

The vamp — if vamp it be, and we have no- 
where found an original — is in Bums's happi- 
est and most " folkuh *' vein. 



" Whare are you gaun, my bonie lass ? 

Whare are you g^un, my hinnie ? " 
She answer'd me right saucilie : — 

** An errand for my minnie I " 

II 

•* O, whare live ye, my bonie lass ? 
O, whare live ye, my hinnie ? " 



IV 



O, weary fa' the waukrife cock, 
And Uie foumart lay his crawin ! 

He wauken'd the auld wife frae her sleep 
A wee blink or the dawin. 



An ang^ wife I wat she raise. 
And o er the bed she brought her, 

And wi' a meikle hazel-runf 
She made her a weel-payVl dochter. 

VI 

" O, f aie-thee-weel, my bonie lass ! 

O, fare-thee-weel, my hinnie ! 
Thou art a gay and a bonie lass, 

But thou has a waukrife minnie !^ 



THO^ WOMEN'S MINDS 

" The song is mine, all except the dxirv- 
(R. B.) 

A new set of the Bard's song in 7^< J^^k 
Beggars (ante, p. 100). [The venes «r 
clearly suggested by an old Scots song begn 
ning, 

" Put butter In my Donald*! broM," 

and having a similar refrain. See also the Ml 
Is Therefor Honest Poverty^ post, p. 29i.] 

CHORUS 

For a' that, an' a' that. 

And twice as meikle 's a* that, 

The bonie lass that I loe best, 
She '11 be my ain for a' that t 



Tho' women's minds like winter winds 
May shift, and turn, an' a* that. 

The noblest breast adores them niaist" 
A consequence, I draw that. 

n 

Great love I bear to a' the fair. 
Their humble slave, an' a' that; 



V 



KILLIECRANKIfi 
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Bat lordly will, I hold it still 
A mortal sin to thraw that. 



Ill 



In rajpture sweet this hour we meet, 

Wr matoal loye an' a' that. 
But for how lang the flie may stang, 

Let inclination law that ! 

IV 

Their tricks an' craft hae put me daft, 
They 've taen me in an' a' that, 

Bot clear yoor decks, and here 's: — " The 
Sex I" 
I like the jads for a' that I 

CHORUS 

For a' that, an' a' that. 
And twice as meikle 's a' that, 

The bonie lass that I loe best. 
She 11 be my ain for a' that ! 



Willie brewed a peck o' maut 

**The air is Masterton^s; the song mine. 
The ooeanoD of it was this : Mr. Wm. Nicol, 
^ the High School^ Edinboigh, dnring the 
^tttomn Taeation being at Moffat, honeet Allan 
(who was at that time on a visit to Dalswinton) 
^ttd I went to pay Niool a visit. We had such 
^ jojona meetmg that Mr. Masterton and I 
Agreed, each in our own way, that we should 
«^brate the bnsineaB." (R. B.) 

The meeting took plaoe in the autumn of 
1789. The song — a little masterpiece of 
drunken fancy — is included in 'Aiomson. 
For William Niool see antej p. 195, Prefatory 
Note to EpitiHlOi Far William Nicol. Allan 
^fastertoB was appointed writing-master to 
Edinburgh High School 10th October, 1789. 
Qe died m 1799. 

CHORUS 

We are na fou, we 're na^ that fou. 
But just a drappie in our e'e I 

The cook may craw, the day may daw, 
And ay we 11 taste the barley-bree ! 



0, Willie brew'd a peck o' maut. 
And Rob and Allan cam to see. 

Three blyther hearts that lee-Ian? night 
Te wad na found in Christendie. 



II 



Here are we met three merry boys. 
Three merry boys I trow are we; 

And monie a night we 've merry been. 
And monie mae we hope to be I 



III 



It is the moon, I ken her horn, 
That 's blinkin in the lift sae hie: 

She shines sae bright to wyle us hame. 
But, by my sooth, she 11 wait a wee I 



IV 



Wha first shall rise to gane awa, 
A cuckold, coward loun is he I 

Wha first beside his chair shall fa'. 
He is the King amang us three I 



CHORUS 



We are na fou, we 're nae that fou. 
But just a drappie in our e'e I 

The cock may craw, the day may daw, 
And ay we '11 taste the barley-bree ! 



KILLIECRANKIE 

*' The battle of Killiecrankie was the last 
stand made by the clans for James after his 
abdication. Here the grallant Lord Dundee 
fell in the moment of victory, and with him 
fell the hopes of the party. General M^Kay, 
when he found the Hiehlanden did not pnraue 
his flying army, said : Dundee must be Killed, 
or he never would have overlooked this advan- 
tage/ A great stone marks the place where 
Dundee feU." (R. B.) But the fact is that 
Dundee got his hurt further up the hill than 
the ** great stone." The battle was fought on 
17th July, 1689. 

CHORUS 

An ye had been whare I hae been, 

Ye wad na been sae cantie, O f (Amv/« 

An ye had seen what I hae seen 
On the braes o' Killiecrankie, O ! 



'* Whare hae ye been sae braw, lad ? 

Whare hae ye been sae brankie, O ? ^ ^ 
Whare hae ye been sae braw, lad ? 
Cam ye by Killiecrankie, O ? " 



r 
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** I imi^t at iMid, I fanght at sea, 
Ai banM I f aught my auntie, 0; 
B«rt \ met the Devil and Dundee 
iJu the hraes o' Killieorankie, O J 



III 



** Tb« Uuld Pitour fell in a fnrr, mV 
All' Clavert gat a olankie, O, 
(>r 1 had fed an Athole gled 
On the braes o' Killieerankie, O I " 



^. 



0^' 



CHORUS 



All ve had been whaxe I hae been. 
Ye wad na been sae cantie, O ! 

Alt ye had eeen what I hae seen 
Ou the braee o' Killieorankie, O ! 



IHK ULUE-EYED LASSIE 

Kiu»liiiiiHl lu a Wtt«r to Mn. Donlop, 2d Oo- 
l4il»t>i-, iVHH: " How do yon like the following 
Mumi dt««iigiM>d for and composed by a friend 
\*t iuUms Mild whioh he hasolmstened The Blue- 
H.\i.^i /.iMJitr." The friend was Captain Robert 

Middull 

TliM " hi lie-eyed lassie " was Jean, daughter 
\%t iiu« Hmv. Andrew JefiFrey, of Lochmahen. 
him iiiHii'ied a Mr. Renwick, of New York, 
and dlml In (K^Miher, 1850. 



\ (4 Villi a waefu' tfate yestreen, 

\ iiai^ I U^r I'll dearly rue: 
I uut mv tinath (rae twa sweet een, 

I'wH lovoly een o' bonie blue I 
'I i\44 not hVr gulden ringlets bright, 

lliti h|ui Uke roses wat wi' dew, 
Ml I hitHNing Ihuhuu lily-white: 

U wiMi \wv i'en sae bonie blue. 

n 

t>lu. UlkM. -ho smird, my heart she wyl'd, 
^ilii. wUiiviuM lUY soul I wist na how; 

\iii( .i\ ilii^ «U>uiul, the deadly wound, 
(•4UU l:i«io hor een sae bonie blue. 

hui "apiivit tit speak, and spare to 

ill 

tyUv. '\l .iiUiiiu lUteu to my vow: 

kiii«Mi(t| .,Uit vi'lfuiMs I *11 la^ my dead 

'i" Lt.i tvvH i^vu iae borne blue. 



THE BANKS OF NITH 



Thb Thames flows proudly to the sea, 
Where royal cities stately stand; 

fint sweeter flows the Nith to me. 
Where Cummins anoe had hish commani 
When shall I see that honord land, 

That winding stream I loye so dear ? 
Must wayward Fortune's adverse hand 

For ever — ever keep me here ? 

II 

How lovely, Nith, thy fruitful vales, 

Where bounding hawthorns gaily Uoom, 
And sweetly spreM thy sloping dales, 

Where lambkins wanton thro' the broom! 

Tho' wandring now must be my doom 
Far from thy bonie banks and braes. 

May there my latest hours consume 
Amang my friends of early days t 



TAM GLEN 



My heart is a-breaking, dear tittie. 
Some counsel unto me come len'. 

To anger them a' is a pity. 

But what will I do wi' Tam Glen? 

II 

I 'm thinking, wi' sic a braw fellow 
In poortith I might mak a fen'. 

What care I in riches to wallow, 
If I mauna marry Tam Glen ? 

Ill 

There 's Lowrie the laird o' Dumeller: 
" Guid day to you," brute I he comes be0 

He brags and he blaws o' his siller, 
But when will he dance like Tam Glen 

IV 

My minnie does constantly deave me. 
And bids me beware o' young men. 

They flatter, she says, to deceive me — 
But wha can think sae o' Tam Glen ? 



My daddie says, gin I '11 forsake him, 
He 'd g^e me guid hunder marks ten. 
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But if it 's ordain'd I maun take bim, 
O, wha will I get bnt Tarn Glen ? 



VI 



Testreen at the valentines' dealing, 
My heart to my mou ^ed a sten, 

For thrice I drew ane without failinj^, 
And thrice it was written " Tarn Glen ! " 



VII 



The last Halloween I was waukin 
My droukit sark-sleeve, as ye ken — 

His likeness came up the house staukin, 
And the very grey breeks o' Tarn Glen ! 



VIII 



Come, counsel, dear tittie, don't tarry ! 

1 11 gie ye my bonie black hen, 
Gifje will advise me to marry 

The lad I lo'e dearly, Tam Glen. 



CRAIGIEBURN WOOD 



«( 



It 18 remarkable of this aiTf that it is the 
eoa&ae of that country where the greata^t part 
of our lowland music (so far as from the title, 
words, etc., we can looalixa it) has been com- 
posed. From Craigiebum, near Moffat, until 
one reaches the West Highlands, we have 
scarcely one slow air of antiquity. The song 
was composed on a passion which a Mr. Gilles- 
pie, a particnlar friend of mine, had for a Miss 
Lorimer, afterwards a Mrs. Whepdale. The 
young lady was bom in Craigiebum Wood. 
The chorus is part of an old foolish ballad.*' 
(R. B.) For Jean Lorimer see pott, p. 289. 

CHORUS 

Beyond thee, dearie, beyond thee, dearie, 
And O, to be lying beyond thee ! 

O, sweetly, soundly, weel may he sleep 
That 's laid in the bed beyond thee I 



Sweet closes the ev'nine on Craigiebum 
Wood 
And blythely awaukens the morrow; 
Bnt the pride o' the spring on the Craigie- 
bum Wood 
Can yield me naught but sorrow. 

II 

I see the spreading leaves and flowers, 
I hear the wild birds singiiig; 



But pleasure they hae nane for me, 
While care my heart is wringing. 



Ill 



I can na tell, I maun na tell, 
I daur na for your anger; 

But secret love will break my heart. 
If I conceal it langer. 



IV 



I see thee gracefu', straight, and tall, 
I see thee sweet and bonie; 

But O, what will my torment be. 
If thou refuse thy Jobnie t 



To see thee in another's arms 

In love to lie and languish, 
'T wad be my dead, that will be seen — 

My heart wad burst wi' anguish I 

VI 

But, Jeanie, say thou wilt be mine, 
Say thou lo'es nane before me. 

And a' my days o' life to come 
1 11 gratefully adore thee. 

CHORUS 

Beyond thee, dearie, beyond thee, dearie, 
And O, to be Iving beyond thee ! 

O, sweetly, soundly, weel may he sleep 
That 's laid in the bed beyond thee I 



FRAE THE FRIENDS AND LAND 

I LOVE 

" I added the four last lines by way of nv- 
ing a turn to the theme of the poem, such as 
itM." (E.B.) 



Frae the friends and land I love 

Driv'n by Fortune's felly spite, 
Frae my best belov'd I rove, 

Never mair to taste delight ! 
Never matr maun hope to %nd 

Ease frae toil, relief frae care. 
When remembrance wracks the mind. 

Pleasures but nnveil despair, 

II 

Brightest climes shall mirk appear, 
Desert ilka blooming shore, 
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Till the Fates, nae mair severe, 
Friendship, love, and peace restore; 

Till Revenge wi' lanrell d head 
Bring oar hanish'd hame again, 

And ilk loyal, bonie lad 

Cross the seas, and win his ain I 



O JOHN, COME KISS ME NOW 

Altered and expanded from a fragment in 
Herd (1769) : — 

" John, oome IdM me now, now, now I 
O John, come Idn me now I 
John; come klae me hy end by, 
And make nM meir ado 1 

** Some will ooort and compUment 
And make a great ado. 
Some will make of ihdr snidman, 
And eae wOl I of yon." 

CHORUS 

O John, oome kiss me now, now, now I 
O John, my love, oome kiss me now I 

O John, come kiss me by and by. 
For weel ye ken the way to woo ! 



O, SOME will court and compliment, 
And ither some will kiss and daut; 

But I will mak o' my euidman, 
My ain guidman — it is nae fant I 

n 

O, some will court and Compliment, 
And ither some will prie their mon', 

And some will haose in ither's arms. 
And that 's the way I like to do I 

CHORUS 

O John, come kiss me now, now, now ! 
O John, my love, come kiss me now I 

O John, come kiss me by and by. 
For weel ye ken the way to woo ! 



COCK UP YOUR BEAVER 



When first my brave Johnie lad came to 

this town, 
He had a blue bonnet that wanted the 

crown, 



Bat now he has gotten a hat and afot- 

ther — 
Hey, brave Johnie lad, oook up your bo- 

ver I 

n 

Coek np your beftver, and ooek it fi' 

sprnshl 
We 'U over the border and gie tlieoi i 

bmah: 
There 's somebody there we 11 teaoh better 

havionr — 
Hey, brave Johnie lad, cock up yonrbei- 

ver I 



MY TOCHER'S THE JEWEL 



O, MKiKTiW thinks my lave o' mv beantyi 
And meikle thinks my lave o' mj kis; 

Bat little thinks my lave I ken Inrawlie 
My tocher 's the jewel has charmi ^ 
him. 

It 's a' for the apple he 11 nourish the tree, 

It 's a' for the hiney he 11 cherish the bee! 
My laddie 's sae meikle in luve wi' tbe 
siller. 

He canna hae Inve to spare for me ! 

II 

Tour proffer o' luve 's an airle-penny, 

My tocher 's the bargain ye wad baj; 
But an ye be crafty, I am cunnin, 
Sae ye with anither your fortune o^J 
try. 
Te 're like to the timmer o' yon rottea 
wood, 
Te 're like to the bark o' yon rotten tree: 
Te 11 slip frae me like a knotless threidt 
An' ye '11 crack ye 're credit wi' mair tfx 
me! 



GUIDWIFE, COUNT THE LAW^^ 



" The chomB of this is part of an oM 
one stanza of which I reooUect : — 



* K^ery day my wife teUt me 
That ale and hraody will ruin me ; 
Bat if gude liquor be my dead, 
ThiB shall be written on my bead ~ 
Landlady, oooni the lawin/ " 






WHAT CAN A YOUNG LASSIE 
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CHORUS 

Then, guidwife, count the lawin, 
The lawin, the lawin ! 

Then, guidwife, count the lawin, 

And bring a cogg^e mair ! 

I 

Ganb is the day, and mirk 's the nieht. 
But we 11 ne'er stray for faut o' light. 
For ale and brandy 's stars and moon. 
And blude-red wine 's the risin sun. 

II 

There 's wealth and ease for gentlemen. 
And semple folk maun fecht and fen'; 
But here we 're a' in ae accord, 
For ilka man that 's drunk 's a lord. 

Ill 

My coggie is a haly pool. 
That heals the wounds o' care and dool. 
And Pleasure is a wanton trout: 
An ye drink it a', ye '11 find him out ! 

CHORUS 

Then, guidwife, count the lawin. 
The lawin, the lawin f 

Then, guidwife, count the lawin, 

And bring a coggie mair I 



THERE 'LL NEVER BE PEACE 
TILL JAMIE COMES HAME 

Bums enclosed a copy (" a song of my late 
oomposition *') to Alexander Cnnningham, 11 th 
Karob, 1791 : ** Ton must know a beaatifnl 
Jacobite air— 2%«re'^ Never be Peace till 
Jamie Comes Hame, When political combus- 
tion ceases to be the object of Princes and Pa- 
triots it then, yon know, becomes the lawful 
prey of Historians and Poets." No doubt there 
was an old Jacobite song with this title ; but 
the air and the title were all that Bums knew, 
and no authentic copy of the thing itself is 
known to surriye. 



Bt yon castle wa' at the close of the day, 
I heard a man sing, tho' his head it was 

grey, 
And as he was singing, the tears doon 

came: — 
** There 'U never be peace till Jamie comes 

hame! 



II 

"The Church is in ruins, the State is in 

jars. 
Delusions, oppressions, and murderous 

wars. 
We dare na weel say 't, but we ken wha 's 

to blame — 
There '11 never be peace till Jamie comes 

hame ! 

Ill 

«My seven braw sons for Jamie drew 

sword, 
But now I greet round their green beds in 

the yerd; 
It brak the sweet heart o' my faithfu' auld 

dame — 
There 11 never be peace till Jamie comes 

hame I 

IV 

** Now life is a burden that bows me down. 
Sin I tint my bairns, and he tint his crown; 
But till my last moments my words are the 

same — 
There '11 never be peace till Jamie comes 

hame!" 



WHAT CAN A YOUNG LASSIE 



What can a young lassie, 
What shall a young lassie,- 
What can a young lassie 

Do wi' an auld man ? 
Bad luck on the penny 
That tempted my minnie 
To sell her puir Jenny 

For siller an' Ian' ! 

II 

He 's always compleenin 
Frae momin to eenin; 
He boasts and he hirples 

The weary dav lang; 
He 's doylt and he 's dozin; 
His blude it is frozen — 
O, dreary 's the night 

Wi' a crazy aula man ! 

Ill 

He hums and he hankers. 
He frets and he cankers. 
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I never can please him 

Do a' that I can. 
He 'a peevish an' jealous 
Of a' the young fellows — 
O, dool on the dav 

I met wi' an auld man I 

IV 

My anld auntie Katie 
Upon me taks pity, 
I ll do my endeavour 

To follow her plan: 
1 11 cross him an' wrack him 
Until I heartbreak him, 
And then his auld brass 

Will buy me a new pan. 



THE BONIE LAD THAT'S FAll 

AWA 

It is supposed to refer to old Armour's ez- 
tmsion of ms daughter in ti^e winter of 1788. 



O, HOW can I be blythe and glad, 
Or how can I gang brisk and braw, 

When the bonie LeuI that I lo'e best 
Is o'er the hills and far awa ? 

II 

It 's no the f rostv winter wind, 
It 's no the driving drift and snaw; 

But ay the tear comes in my e'e 
To think on him that 's far awa. 

Ill 

My father pat me f rae his door. 
My friends they hae disown'd me a'; 

But 1 hae ane will tak my part — 
The bonie lad that 's far awa. 

IV 

A pair o' glooves he bought to me, 
And silken snoods he gae me twa, 

And I will wear them for his sake. 
The bonie lad that 's far awa. 



O, weary Winter soon will pass, 

And Spring will cle^d the birken shaw, 

And my sweet babie will be bom. 
And he '11 be hame that 's far awa I 



I DO CONFESS THOU ART SA 

FAIR 

^ This song is altered from a ^oem bj \ 
Bobert Aytim, piivste seeretaiy to Haiy i 
Anne, Queens ol Scotland. Hie poem ii to 
found in Watson's Coileotiom o/SeoU Poems, \ 
earliest collection published in Scodiai 
think that I have miproved the simplicHj 
the sentimentB by ffivimr them a Sco^ dra 
(R. B.) 



I DO confess thou art sae fair, 

I wad been o'er the lugs in lave, 
Had I na found the slightest prayer 

That lips could speiJc thy heart w 
muve. 
I do confess thee sweet, but find 

Thou art so thriftless o' thy sweetly 
Thy favours are the silly wind 

That kisses Uka thing it mee 



meets. 



II 



See yonder rosebud rich in dew, 

Amang its native briers sae coy, 
How sune it tines its scent and hue, 

When pn'd and worn a common toy ! 
Sic fate ere lang shall thee betide, 

Tho' thou may gaily bloom awhile, 
And sune thou shalt be thrown aside. 

Like onie common weed, an' vile. 



SENSIBILITY HOW CHARMU 



Sensibility how charming. 

Thou, my friend, can'st truly tell ! 

But Distress with horrors arming 
Thou alas I hast known too well ! 

II 

Fairest flower, behold the lily 
Blooming in the suuny ray: 

Let the bk^t sweep o'er the valley. 
See it prostrate m the clay. 

Ill 

Hear the woodlark charm the forest 
Telling o'er his little joys; 

But alas ! a prey the surest 
To each pirate of the skies I 



IT IS NA, JEAN, THY BONIE FACE 
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IV 



Dearly bought the hidden treasure 
Finer feeunn can bestow: 

Chords that vibrate sweetest pleasure 
Thrill the deepest notes of woe. 



YON WILD MOSSY MOUNTAINS 

'* The song alludes to a part of my priyate 
history which is of no conseqnenoe to the 
world to know/' (R. B.) 

In July, 1793, he reoommended it to Thom- 
son as suitable to the air of There *U Never be 
Peace till Jamie Comes Home, if he objected 
to the Jacobite sentiments of that song. It is 
held by some to refer to Mary Campbell ; but 
Bums occasionally visited a peasant-girl near 
Covington, Lanarkshire. 



Ton wild mossy mountains sae lofty and 

wide, 
That nurse in their bosom the youth o' the 

Clyde, 
Where the grouse lead their coveys thro' 

the heather to feed. 
And the shepherd tents his flock as he 

pipes on his reed. 

n 

Not Cowrie's rich valley nor Forth's sunny 

shores 
To me hae the charms o' yon wild, mossy 

moors; 
For there, by a lanely, sequesterM stream, 
Besides a sweet lassie, my thought and my 

dream. 

Ill 

Amang thae wild mountains shall still be 

my path, 
Ilk stream (naming down its ain green, 

narrow strath; 
For there wi' my lassie the lang day I rove, 
While o'er ns unheeded flie the swift hours 

o* love, 

IV 

She is not the fairest, altho' she is fair; 
O' nice education but sma' is her share; 
Her parentage humble as humble can be; 
But I lo'e the dear lassie because she lo'es 
me. 



To Beauty what man but maun yield him 

a prize, 
In her armour of glances, and blushes, and 

sighs? 
And when Wit and Refinement hae polish'd 

her darts. 
They dazzle our ecu, as they flie to our 

hearts. 

VI 

But kindness, sweet kindness, in the fond- 
sparkling e'e 

Has lustre outshining the diamond to me. 

And the heart beatmg love as I 'm clasp'd 
in her arms, 

O, these are my lassie's all -conquering 
charms ! 



I HAE BEEN AT CROOKIEDEN 



I HAE been at Crookieden — * 

My bonie laddie, Highland laddie 1 
Viewing Willie and his men — 

My bonie laddie. Highland laddie f 
There our foes that burnt and slew — 

My bonie laddie. Highland laddie ! 
There at last thev gat their due — 

My bonie laddie. Highland laddie I 

II 

Satan sits in his black neuk — 

My bonie laddie. Highland laddie I 
Breaking sticks to roast the Duke — 

My bonie laddie. Highland laddie ! 
The bloody monster gae a yell — 

My bonie laddie, Highland laddie I 
And loud the langh gaed round a' Hell 

My bonie laddie. Highland laddie I 



IT IS NA, JEAN, THY BONIE FACE 



It is na, Jean, thy bonie face 
Nor shape that I admire, 

Altho' thy beauty and thy grace 
Might weel awank desire. 
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Something in ilka part o' thee 
To praise, to love, I find; 

But, dear as is thy form to me. 
Still dearer is thy mind. 

n 

Nae mair ungen'roos wish I haa. 

Nor stronger in my breast. 
Than, if I canna mak thee sae. 

At least to see thee blest: 
Content am I, if Heaven shall giro 

But happiness to thee, 
And, as wi thee I wish to liTe, 

For thee I 'd bear to dee. 



MY EPPIE MACNAB 



O, SAW ye my dearie, my Ep^ie Maonab ? 
O, saw ye my dearie, my Eppie Macnab ? 
^ She's down in the yan^ she's kissin 

the laird, 
She winna come hame to her ain Jock 

RabI" 

II 

O, come thy ways to me, my Eppie Mac- 
nab 1 

O, come thy ways to me, my Eppie Mac- 
nab I 
Whatever thou has done, be it late, be it 
soon. 

Thou 's welcome again to thy ain Jock Rab. 

m 

What says she, my dearie, my Eppie Mao- 
nab? 

What says she, my dearie, my Eppie Mac- 
nab? 
*' She lets thee to wit that she has thee 
forgot, 

And for ever disowns thee, her ain Jock 
Rab." 

IV 

• 

O, had I ne*er seen thee, my Eppie Mao- 
nab I 

O, had I ne'er seen thee, my Eppie Mao- 
nab 1 
As lieht as the air and as fause as thou 's 
niir, 

Thou 's broken the heart o' thy ain Jock 
Rabl 



WHA IS THAT AT MY BOWER 

DOOR 

T^nthout tur^ manner of doubt, Biins*i ori- 
ginal was WMo But /, quatk FitUay, "» nev 
aong,mnoh in request, song with its own pNixr 
tune." 

1 

•* Wha is that at my bower door ?" 

<< O, wha is it but Findlay I " 
*< Then gae your gate, ye 'se nae be bere." 

** Indeed maun 1 1 " quo' Findlay. 
** What mak ye, sae like a thief ? '^ 

** O, come and see ! " quo' Findlaj. 
** Before the mom ye 11 work mischief ?" 

** Indeed will 1 1 ^ quo' Findlay. 

II 

'' Gif I rise and let you in " — 

** Let me in I " quo' Findlay — 
** Te 11 keep me wauken wi' your din?" 

** Indeed will 1 1 " quo' Findlay. 
** In my bower if ye should stay "— 

** Let me stay ! '' quo' Findlay — 
" I fear ye 11 bide till break o' day ? " 

« Indeed wiU 1 1 " quo' Findlay. 

Ill 

" Here this night if ye remain " — 

« 1 11 remain ! " quo' Findlay — 
" I dread ye 11 learn the gate again? " 

« Indeed will 1 1 " quo' Findlay. 
" What may pass within this bower " 

r" Let it pass ! " quo* Findlay !) 
" xe maun conceal till your last hour"-' 

" Indeed will I ! " quo' Findlay. 



BONIE WEE THING 

^ Composed on my little idol — ' the ehtfio* 
ing lovely Davies.' " (R. B.) 

Miss Debora Davies, daughter of Dr. Dstk^ 
of Tenby, Pembrokeshire, and a relstire w 
Gaptam Riddell, vas jUted by one Csp^ 
Delany, and died of a decline. See further. 
ante, p. 187, Epigram On Miss Davits, »^^ 
song Lovely Davits, past, p. 237. 

CHORUS 

Bonie wee thing, cannie wee thin^* 
Lovely wee thing, wert thou wxofi 

I wad wear thee in my bosom 
Lest my jewel it should tine. 



LOVELY DAVIES 
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WiBHFUixT I look and languish 
In that honie face o' thine, 

And my heart it stounds wi' anguish^ 
Lest my wee thing be na mine. 



II 



Wit and Grace and Love and Beauty 

In ae constellation shine ! 
To adore thee is my duty, 

Goddess o' this soul o' mine I 



CHORUS 



Bonie wee thin?, cannie wee thine, 
Lovely wee £ing, wert thou nunc, 

I wad wear thee in my bosom 
Lest my jewel it should tine. 



THE TITHER MORN 



The tither mom, when I forlorn 

Aneath an aik sat moaning, 
I did na trow I 'd see my jo 

Beside me g^n the gloaming. 
But he sae trig lap o'er the rig, 

And dawtingly did cheer me. 
When I, what reck, did least expeok 

To see my lad sae near me I 

II 

His bonnet he a thought ajee 
Cock'd spmsh when first he clasp'd 
me; 
And I, I wat, wi' f ainness grat, 
While in his grips he press'd me. 
** DeU tak the war 1^' I late and air 
Hae wish'd since Jock departed; 
But now as glad I 'm wi' my lad 
As short syne broken-hearted. 

ni 

Fn' aft at e'en, wi' dancmg keen. 

When a' were blythe and merry, 
I car'd na by, sae sad was I 

In absence o' my deary. 
But praise be blest I my mind 's at rest, 

I 'm happy wi' my Johnie I 
At kirk and fair. I 'se ay be there, 

And be as canty 's ome. 



AE FOND KISS 

The germ of Ae Fond Kiss is found in The 
Parting Kiss, by Robert Dodaley (1703-1764), 
which was set by Oswald : — 

" One fond kin before we iMut, 
Drop ft Tear and Ud adieu; 
Tbo' we aeTer, my fond Heart 
nil we meet ahall pant for you/' etc. 

It finishes with a repeat of the two first lines. 



Ae fond kiss, and then we sever ! 
Ae farewell, and then forever 1 
Deep in heart- wrung tears 1 11 pledge thee. 
Warring sighs and ^oans 1 11 wage thee. 
Who shall say that Fortune grieves him, 
While the star of hope she leaves him ? 
Me, nae cheerfu' twinkle lights me, 
Dark despair around benights me. 

II 

1 11 ne'er blame my partial fancy: 
Naething could resist my Nancy t 
But to see her was to love her. 
Love but her, and love for ever. 
Had we never lov'd sae kindly. 
Had we never lov'd sae blindly, 
Never met — or never parted — 
We had ne'er been broken-hearted. 

Ill 

Fare-the-weel, thou first and fairest f 
Fare-the-weel, thou best and dearest ! 
Thine be ilka joy and treasure, 
Peace, Enjoyment, Love and Pleasure f 
Ae fond kiss, and then we sever ! 
Ae farewell, alas, for ever I 
Deep in heart-wrung tears 1 11 pledge thee, 
Warring n^is and groans 1 11 wage thee. 



LOVELY DAVIES 

For Miati Davies, Me ante, p. 236, Prefatory 
Note to B<mU Wee Thing, 



O, HOW shall I, nnskilfn', try 

The Poet's oecnpation ? 
The tonefn' Powers, in hi^^py bonri 

That whisper inspiratioiiy 
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£yen they maun daie an effort mair 
Than aught they ever gave us, 

£re they rehearse in equal verse 
The charms o' lovely Dayies. 

n 

Each eye, it cheers, when she appears, 

Like Fhcebus in the morning, 
When past the shower, and every flower 

The garden is adorning ! 
As the wretch looks o'er Siberia's shore, 

When wintez^bound the wave is, 
Sae droops our heart, when we maun 
part 

Frae charming, lovely Davies. 

Ill 

Her smile 's a gift frae ^boon the lift 

That maks us mair than princes. 
A sceptred hand, a king's command, 

Is in her darting glances. 
The man in arms ^nunst female charms. 

Even he her willmg slave is: 
He hugs his chain, and owns the reign 

Of conquering lovely Davies. 

IV 

My Muse to dream of such a theme 

Her feeble powers surrenders; 
The eagle's gaze alone surveys 

The sun's meridian splendours. 
I wad in vain essay the strain — 

The deed too darins^ brave is I 
1 11 drap the lyre, and, mute, admire 

The charms o' lovely Davies. 



There sat a bottle in a bole 
Beyont the ingle low; 

And aj she took the titber souk 
To dronk the stonzie tow. 



m 



Quoth I: — ** For shame, ye dirfy diiiie» 
Gae n»in your tap o' tow 1 " 

She took the rock, and wi' a knock 
She brake it o'er my pow. 



IV 



At last her feet — I sang to see t!— 
Gaed foremost o'er the knowe. 

And or I wad anither jad, 
1 11 wallop in a tow. 



THE WEARY FUND O' TOW 



CHORUS 

The weary pund, the weary pund, 
The weary pund o* tow ! 

I think my wife will end her life 
Before she spin her tow. 



I BOUGHT my wife a stane o' Hnt 
As euid as e'er did grow, 

And a^ that she has made o' that 
Is ae puir pund o' tow. 



CHORUS 



The weary pund, the weary pnnd, 
The weary jpund o' tow I 

I think my wife will end ber life 
Before she spin ber tow. 



I HAE A WIFE O' MY AIN 
Made a few days after his marria^ 



I HAE a wife o' my ain, 
1 11 partake wi' naebody: 

I '11 take cuckold frae nane, 
I '11 gie cuckold to naebody. 

II 

I hae a penny to spend. 
There — thanks to naebody I 

I hae naething to lend, 
I '11 borrow frae naebody. 

Ill 

I am naebody's lord, 
1 11 be slave to naebody. 

I hae a guid braid sword, 
1 11 tfJc dunts frae naebody. 

IV 

I '11 be merry and free, 
1 11 be sad for naebody. 

Naebody cares for me, 
I care for naebody. 



O, KENMURE 'S ON AND 'AW A, WILLIE 
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WHEN SHE CAM BEN, SHE 
BOBBED 



O, WHEN she cam ben, she bobb^ fu' 
law! 

O, when she cam ben, she bobbM fu' 
law ! 
And when she cam' ben, she kisf'd Cock- 
pen, 

And syne she deny'd she did it at a' I 

II 

And was na Cockpen right saucy witha' ? 
And was na Cockpen right saucy witha', 
In leaving the dochter o' a lord, 
^d kissin a collier lassie an' a' ? 

Ill 

O, never look down, my lassie, at a' I 
O, never look down, my lassie, at a' ! 
Thy lips are as sweet, and thy figure com- 
plete. 
As the finest dame in castle or ha'. 

IV 

** Tho' thou hast nae silk, and holland sae 

sma', 
Tho' thon hast nae silk, and holland sae 

sma', 
Thy coat and thy sark are thy ain handy- 

wark. 
And Lady Jean was never sae braw." 



O, FOR ANE-AND-TWENTY, 

TAM 

CHORUS 

An' O, for ane-and-twentv, Tam ! 

And hey, sweet ane-and-twenty, Tam ! 
1 11 leam my kin a rattlin sang 

An I saw ane-and-twenty, Tam.. 



TvasY snool me sair, and hand me down, 
And gar me look like bluntie, Tam; 

But tnree short years will soon wheel 
roun' — 
And then comes ane-and-twenty, Tam 1 

II 

A ^eib o' Ian', a claut o' gear 
Was left me by my auntie, Tam. 



At kith or kin I needna spier, 
An I saw ane-and-twenty, Tam. 



Ill 



They 11 hae me wed a wealthy coof , 
Tho' I mysel hae plenty, Tam; 

But hear'st thou, laddie — there 's my loof : 
I 'm thine at ane-and-twenty, Tam ! 



CHORUS 



An' O, for ane-and-twenty, Tam I 

And hey, sweet ane-and-twenty, Tam I 

I 'U leam my kin a rattlin saxuz 
An I saw ane-and-twenty, l^m. 



O, KENMURE 'S ON AND AWA, 

WILLIE 

William Gordon, sixth Viscount Kenmore, 
took up the Jacobite cause in 1715, — mainly 
through the penuaBion of his wife, Mary, 
danehter of Robert Dalyell, sixth Earl of Cam- 
wal£, — and got Mar^s comminion to command 
the forces in the south. After divers ineffec- 
tive moves be passed into England, and, being 
taken prisoner at Preston on 14th November, 
was beneaded on Towerhill on 24th February, 
1716. 



O, Kenmure 'b on and awa, Willie, 

O, Kenmure 's on and awa ! 
An' Kenmure 's lord 's the bravest lord 

That ever Galloway saw I 

II 

Success to Kenmure's band, Willie, 

Success to Kenmure's band I 
There 's no a heart that fears a Whig 

That rides by Kenmure's hand. 

Ill 

Here 's Kenmure's health in wine, Willie, 
Here 's Kenmure's health in wine I 

There ne'er was a coward o' Kenmure's 
blude. 
Nor yet o' Grordon's line. 

IV 

O, Kenmure's lads are men, Willie, 

O, Kenmure's lads are men I 
Their hearts and swords are metal true. 

And that their faes shall ken. 
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They 11 liye or die wi' fame^ Willie, 
Tney 11 live or die wi' fame ! 

But soon wi' sounding yiotorie 
May Kenmnre's lora oome liame I 

VI 

Here 's him that 's far awa, Willie, 
Here 's him that 's fax awa I 

And here 's the flower that I lo'e best* 
The rose that 's like the snaw I 



O, LEEZE ME ON MY SPINNIN- 

WHEEL 

One of the best and the most Bnmsian of 
Biiro8*8 Tamps, this charming song' was no 
donbt sngvestedby The LovingLan and Spin' 
nin^whuTm Ramsay's Tea-TabU Mucdkuuf, 
which Ramsay most have imitated from an old 
blackletter broadside (Pepys Collection), ^ The 
Bonny Scott and the Yidaing LasSf to an excel- 
lent new Tune : " — 

" As I aate %t vxj qdnnlng-wheel 
A bonny lad there pendd by, 
I keen*d him roond. uid I lik*d him weel, 
Cteud faith he had a booy eye : 
My heart new panting *gan to feel, 
But still I tnmed my spnning-wheel," etc 



O, LEEZE me on my spinnin-wheel ! 
And leeze me on my rock and reel, 
Frae tap to tae that deeds me bien, 
And haps me flel and warm at e'en ! 
1 11 set me down, and sing and spin, 
While laigh descends the summer sun. 
Blest wi' content, and milk and meal — 
O, leeze me on my spinnin-wheel ! 

II 

On ilka hand the bumies trot. 
And meet below my theekit cot. 
The scented birk and hawthorn white 
Across the pool their arms unite. 
Alike to screen the birdie's nest 
And little fishes' caller rest. 
The sun blinks kindly in the biel. 
Where blythe I turn my spinnin-wheel. 

in 

On lofty aiks the cushats wail, 
And Echo cons the doolfu' tale. 



The lintwhites in the haiel bnes, 
Delighted, zival itlier'a lays. 
The eraik aman^ the daTer hay, 
llie paitriek idurrin o'er the Isj^, 
The swallow jinldn roond my shiel, 
Amiise me at my spinnin-wlieeL 

IV 

Wi' sma to sell and less to bay, 
Aboon distress, below envj^, 
O, wha wad leave this hnmUe state 
For a' the pride of a' the great ? 
Amid their flaring, idle toys, 
Amid their cumbrous, dinsome joji» 
Can they the peace and pleasue nel 
Of Bessy at her spinnin-wheel ? 



MY COLLIER LADDIE 



*' I do not know a Uyther old 
this." (R.B.) 



'' O, WHARE live ye, my bonie lass, 
And tell me how they ca' ye ? " 

" My name," she says, ** is Mistress Jeu 
And I follow the collier laddie." 

II 

" O, see you not yon hills and dales 
The sun shines on sae brawlie ? 

They a' are mine, and they shall be tlun> 
6m ye '11 leave your eoUier laddie I 

III 

" An' ye shall gang in gay attire, 

Weel buskit up sae gaudy. 
And ane to wait on every hand, 

Gin ye '11 leave your collier laddie ! " 

IV 

" Tho' ye had a' the sun shines on, 
And the earth conceals sae lowly, 

I wad turn my back on you and it a'l 
And embrace my collier laddie. 



" I can win my five pennies in a day, 
An' spend it at night fu' brawlie, 

And make my bed in the collier's neuk 
And lie down wi' my collier laddie. 



IN SIMMER, WHEN THE HAY WAS MAWN 



VI 

br loove is the bargain for me, 
{•nee cot-bouse should baud n 
' warld before roe lo win 

ir fn' ro; collier laddie 1 " 



>ALE'S WELCOME HAME 

fhiifnd Hucwell Conxtable (1735- 
^la nrTiTing child of WiUiom Lord 
kn of WiUiuD, lUtli Esrl of NithB- 
I «■« KuMnced U> decopitatiDD on 
•tUi Febrou;, ITIU. for tin shue in 
L but etCHped the night before the 
rShe DUUTtcd Willinm H>tcK«">.t"» 
it EveringbAine, and began nbnild- 
b tsnuly niBDiion, TeireagliH. or 
"irkoudbrightahi™, in msB. Bpum 
r the Btb of " ' ri'w /'i bagaltllt," 
latly mattar of ipurt. 
Hb December, 1780, 
Her put it, plays ^' hiEb Jacobite 
LT old oiimiudgeon Ladj Wini- 

■ ^lorioui, the c«uw of 

" aad that Un fonfathene, like 

" bsodH with rniu for 

le came of their King 



hie Maxwells and their powers 

toning o'er the border; 

wll gao big Terreaglea' towers, 

H declare Terrengles fair, 
Esit abode the; ehoom it: 
t no a heart in a' the laod 
I tighter at the news o't I 



B may diiinppear, 
__ y tempests gather, 
kj bonr may »iion be near 
liagi lis pleasant weather; 
f nigbt c>' care and grief 
» a joyfu' morrow; 
K day has bmngfat relief — 
H onr night o' sorrow ! 



ly simmer, when the bay was roawii 
And com wav'd green in ilka Hold, 

While oluvei blooms white o'er the ley, 
And roses bUw in ilka bJcld, 
Blytbe Bessie in the milking ahiel 

t>aya: — "I 'II be wed, coroe o't what will I ' 
Out sjmke a dame in wrinkled i-ild; — 

" O' guid advisement comes nae ill. 



"It's ye hae wooers mouie aue. 

And lassie, ye 're but yoiing, ye ken t 
Then wait a wee, and eauuie wale 

A routhie butt, a routhie ben. 

There Jobnie o' the Buskie^leo, 
Fu' is bis bam, fu' is his byre. 

Tok this frae me, my bonie hen: 
It's plenty beets the luver's fire 1 " 



" For Johnie o' the Buskie-Glen 

I diuoa care a single flie: 
He lo'es sae weel his craps and kye. 

He has nae love to spare for roe. 

But blytbe 'a the blink o' Robie's e' 
And weel 1 wat he lo'es me dear; 

Ae blink o' him I wad na gie 
For Buakie-Glen and a' his gear." 



■' O Uiougbtless lassie, life '» a faught I 

The canniest gate, the strife is sair. 
But ay fn'-han't is feahtin best: 

A bimgry care 'a an unoo ear*. 

Bnt some will spend, and some will apar^ 
An' wilfa' folk mann hae their will. 

Syne as ye brew, my mmden fair. 
Keep mind that ye mann drink the yill I " 



"O, gear will buy me rigs o' land, 

;Vud gear will buy me sheep and kye I 

But the tender heart o' leesome Iooto 
The gowd and siller canna bay I 
We may be poor, Robie and 1 ; 

Light is the bnrden luve lays on; 

Content and loovc brings peace and joy: 

What mair bae Queens upon a throne 7 ' 
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FAIR ELIZA 

Two copies in Biinis*8 hand are in the Hastie 
Collection. In the earlier the lady's name is 
Robina. According to Stenhonse, she was " a 

Olady to whom Mr. Hunter, a £riend of 
urns, was much attached." Hunter died 
shortly after going to Jamaica. The Tersea 
appear, howeyer, to ha^e been written on some 
lady suggested by Johnson: ''So much for 
your Robina — how do you like the Tersea ? I 
assure you I have taskea my muse to the top 
of her pexf orming. However, tiie soitt^ will 
not sin^ to your tune in Maodonald's ColMction 
of Highland Airs, which is much admired in 
this country; I intended the rerses to be sung 
to that air. It is in page 17th and No. 112. 
There is another air in me same cdUeotion, an 
Argyleshire Air, which, with a trifling alter- 
ation, will do charmingly.** (R. B. to John- 
son.) 
Johnson set the words to both these tunes. 



TuRX again, thou fair Eliza I 

Ae kind blink before we part ! 
Rew on thy despairine loyer — 

Canst thou break his faithfu' heart ? 
Turn again, thou fair Eliza ! 

If to love thy heart denies, 
For pity hide the cruel sentence 

Under friendship's kind disguise I 



II 



Thee, dear maid, hae I offended ? 

The offence is loving thee. 
Canst thou wreck his peace for ever, 

Wha for thine wad gladly die ? 
While the life beats in my bosom, 

Thou shalt mix in ilka throe. 
Turn again, thou lovely maiden, 

Ae sweet smile on me bestow ! 



Ill 



Not the bee upon the blossom 

In the pride o' sinny noon. 
Not the little sporting fairy 

All beneath the simmer moon. 
Not the Poet in the moment 

Fancy lightens in his e'e, 
Kens the pleasure, feels the rapture. 

That thy presence g^es to me. 



YE JACOBITES BY NAME 



Ys Jacobites by name, 

Grive an ear, give an ear ! 
Ye Jacobites by name, 

Giye an ear ! 
Ye Jacobites by name, 
Your f antes 1 4rill proclaim. 
Your doctrines I maun blame — 

Yon shall hear ! 

II 

What b Right, and what is Witii{ 

By the law, by the law ? 
What is Right, and what is Wnnj 

By the law ? 
What is Right, and what is Wruj 
A short sword and a lang, 
A weak arm and a Strang 

For to draw I 

III 

What makes heroic strife 

Famed afar, famed afar ? 
What makes heroic strife 

Famed afar ? 
What makes heroic strife ? 
To whet th' assassin's knife. 
Or hunt a Parent's life 

Wi' bluidy war I 

IV 

Then let your schemes alone, 

In the State, in the State ! 

Then let your schemes alone, 

In the State I 
Then let your schemes alone, 
Adore the rising sun. 
And leave a man undone 
To his fate ! 



THE POSIE 



(( 



The Posie in the Mugeum is my ooid| 
tion ; the air was taken down from 
Bums*8 voice. It is well known in the 
country ;but the old words are trash." (B 
to Thomson, 10th October, 1704.) *' ItspP 
evident to me that Oswald composed his R 
Castle on the modulation of this air. . . • 
old verses to which it was sung, when I 



sy 



THE BANKS O' DOON 



^43 



stes from a eonntry girrs voioe, had 
rit. The following is a ipecimen : — 

ft pratty Hftjt uid ft milkin ahe went, 
rwl roay ohealu, ftnd her ooftl-blftok hftir; 
ftd met ft younf nuui comln o*er the bent, 
louble mad ftdiew to the teir lUy/ etc 

>r four other stanzas." (R. B.) 



ill yenture in where it daor na 

1 be seen I 

rill yeuture in, where wisdom 

9 hath been 1 

doun yon river rove amang the 

d sae green, 

.' to pu* a posie to my ain dear 

II 

rose I will pu', the firstling o' 
year, 

pu* the pink, the emblem o' my 
r, 

the pink o' womankind, and 
>ms without a peer — 
i* to be a posie to my ain dear 

III 

he budding rose when Phcebus 

ps in view, 

ike a baimiy kiss o' her sweet, 

ie mou. 

inth 's for constancy wi' its un- 

Qg^fl^ blue — 

.' to be a posie to my ain dear 

IV 

is pure, and the lily it is fair, 
r lovely bosom I *11 place the lily 

's for simplicity and unaffected 

k' to be a posie to my ain dear 



bom I will pu', wi' its locks o' 

T gray, 

:e an ag^ man, it stands at 

ik o' day; 

ongster's nest within the bush I 

na tak away — 

a' to be a posie to my ain dear 



VI 

The woodbine I will pu' when the e'ening 

star is near. 
And the diamond draps o' dew shaU be 

her een sae clear I 
The yiolet 's for modesty, which weel she 

fa's to wear — 
And a' to be a posie to my ain dear 

May! 

VII 

1 11 tie the posie round wi' the silken band 

o' luve. 
And 1 11 place it in her breast, and 1 11 

swear by a' above. 
That to mv latest draught o' life the band 

shall ne'er remove. 
And this will be a posie to my ain 

dear May I 



THE BANKS O' DOON 

" An Aynhire legend/' according to Allan 
Conning^m, ** says the heroine of this affect- 
ing song was Pegg Kennedy of Daljarroch;'* 
and Chambers also supposed the ballad to be an 
allegory of the same unhappy love-tale." See 
avit^ p. 201, Prefatory Note to Ytmng Ptggy^ 
but even if the '* love-tale " were then known, 
it was not then ** unhappy." 

For other sets, Sweet are the Banks and Ye 
Flowery Batdcs, see post, pp. 300, 310. 



Te banks and braes o' bonie Doon, 

How can ye bloom sae fresh and fiiir ? 
How can ye chant, ye little birds. 

And I sae weary fu' o' care I 
Thou 11 break my heart, thou warbline bird, 

That wantons thro' the flowering thorn I 
Thou minds me o' departed joys, 

Departed never to return. 

II 

Aft hae I roy'd by bonie Doon 

To see the rose and woodbine twine, 
And ilka bird sang o' its luve, 

And fondly sae did [ o' mine. 
Wi' lightsome heart I pu'd a rose, 

Fu' sweet upon its thorny tree I 
And my fause Inver staw my rose — 

But ah f he left the thorn wi' me. 
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WILLIE WASTLE 

The heroine is said to ha^e been the vile of 
a farmer who lived near Klliwiand. A oottege 
in Peeblesshire, which stood where a muirland 
bum, the Logan Water, joins the Tweed, was 
known by the name of linknmdoddie, but 
probably it was so named after Boms wrote 
his sonff. The earliest authenticated appear- 
ance of Willie Wastle in rhyme is in Cook- 
bnm*s (Governor of Dnnae Castle) reply to 
Colonel Fenwiok : — 

** I, Willie WMtto, 
Am in my CMtle ; 
All ths doms in ths towne 
Shan not cmgb me down*.** 

This same rhyme was, and is, nsed in tiie 
mimic warfare of Scottish children; but 
whether they were the inspirers of Cookbrnn, 
or he of them, it is impossible to aiBxm. 



WiLUE Wastle dwalt on Tweed, 

The spot they ca'd it Linkumdoddie. 
Willie was a wabster guid 

Could stown a clue wi' onie bodie. 
He had a wife was dour and din, 

O, Tiukler Maidgie was her mither I 
Sic a wife as Willie had, 

I wad na g^e a button for her. 

n 

She has an e'e (she has but ane), 

The eat has twa the very colonr, 
Five rusty teeth, forbye a stump, 

A clapper-tongue wad deave a miller ; 
A whiskin beard about her mou. 

Her nose and chin they threaten ither: 
Sic a wife as Willie had, 

I wad na gie a button for her. 

Ill 

She 's bow-hough'd, she 's hem-ehin'd, 

Ae limpin leg a hand-breed shorter; 
She 's twisted neht, she 's twisted left, 

To balance fair in ilka Quarter; 
She has a hump upon her oreast. 

The twin o' that upon her shouther: 
Sic a wife as Willie had, 

I wad na gie a button for her. 

IV 

Auld baudrans by the ingle sits, 
An' wi' her loof her face a-washin; 



But Willie's wffe is nae mat trig, 

de wi* a ni 



She dights lier jRimiie 
Her wmlie nieyes fike midden-eneli. 

Her face wad frle tbe Logan Water: 
Sie a wife as WlUie had, 

I wad na gie a button lor her. 



LADY MARY ANN 

Bums got the senn oif his eo^g feoin a fnf* 
ment in £e Herd MB. ^'Lady MiirTAn'*aid 
«<Yonng Ghariie Codttane'^ are Im €fWB,« 
the iMt three stamaB of the ballad. 



O, Ladt Biaiy Ann looks o'er the Cutle 



She saw three bonie boys playing at the W, 
The yoongeet he was tne flower sniif 

them a' — 
My bonie laddie's yoong, bat he'i 

growin yet ! 

II 

« O father, O father, an ye think it fit, 
We 11 send him a year to the college jet; 
We 11 sew a green ribbon roond about he 

hat, 
And that will let them ken he's to 

marry yet I " 

III 

Lady Mary Ann was a flower in the dev, 
Sweet was its smell and bonie was its Ium, 
And the longer it blossom'd the sweeter it 

S-ew, 
e lily in the bad will be bonier yet. 

IV 

Toung Charlie Cochran was the sprout of 

an aik; 
Bonie and bloomin and straneht wai ^ 

make; 
The sun took delieht to shine for its u^* 
And it will be the brag o' the foreetyet 

V 

The simmer is gane when the leaTCi ^J 

were g^reen. 
And the days are awa that we hae seen; 
But far better days I trost will oome aC^ 
For my bonie laddie 's yoong, bat v > 

growin yet. 



KELLYBURN BRAES 
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SUCH A PARCEL OF ROGUES 
IN A NATION 



Farbweel to a' our Scottish fame, 

Faieweel our ancient glory I 
Fareweel ey'n to the Scottish name 

Sae famed in martial story 1 
Now Sark rins over Solway sands, 

An' Tweed rins to the ocean. 
To mark where England's province 
stands — 

Such a parcel of rogues in a nation ! 

II 

What force or guile could not snhdue 

Thro' many warlike ages 
Is wroueht now by a coward few 

For hireling traitor's wases. 
The English steel we could disdain. 

Secure in valour's station; 
But English gold has been our bane — 

Such a parcel of rogues in a nation I 

III 

O, would, or I had seen the day 

That Treason thus could sell us. 
My auld grey head had lien in clay 

Wi' Bruce and loyal Wallace I 
But pith and power, till my last hour 

I '11 mak this declaration: — 
*^We're bought and sold for English 
gold"- 

Such a parcel of rogues in a nation ! 



KELLYBURN BRAES 

The Kelly bum (t. «. brook) forms the north- 
em boundary of Aynhiref and the ballad has 
no connexion with Nithsdale or Ghdloway. 



There lived a carl in Kellybum Braes 
(Hey and the rue grows bonie wi' 
thvme !), 
And he had a wife was the plague o' his 
days 
(And the thyme it is wither'd, and rue 
is in prime t). 



II 



Ae day as the carl gaed up the lang glen 
(Hey and the rue grows bonie wi' 
thyme !), 
He met wi' the Devil, says: — *< How do 
you fen?" 
(Ana the thyme it is wither'd, and rue is 
in prime I). 

Ill 

« I 've got a bad wife, sir, that 's a' my com- 
plaint 
(Hey and the rue g^ws bonie wi' 
thyme !), 
For, saving vour presence, to her ye 're a 
saint. _ 
(And the thyme it is vdther'd, and rue is 
in prime I). 

lY 

''It's neither your stot nor your staig I 
shall crave 
(Hey and the rue grows bonnie wi' 
thyme !), 
But gie me your wife, man, for her I must 
have^' 
(And the thyme it is wither'd, and rue is 
in prime I). 



** welcome most kindly t " the blythe carl 
said 
(Hey and the rue grows bonie wi' 
thyme I), 
** But if ye can match her ye 're waur than 
ye'reca'd" 
(Ana the thyme it is vdther'd, and rue b 
in prime !). 

VI 

The Devil has got the auld wife on his 
back 
(Hey and the rue grows bonie wi' 
thyme !), 
And like a poor pedlar he's carried his 
pack 
(And the thyme it is wither'd, and rue is 
in prime 1). 

VII 

He 's carried her hame to his ain hallan- 
door 
(Hey and the rue grows bonie wi' 
thyme I), 
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Syne bade her gae in for a bitch and a 
whore 
(And the thyme it is withered, and me is 
in prime !). 

VIII 

Then straight he makes fifty, the pick o' 
his band 
(Hey and the rue grows bonie m' 
thyme \\ 
Turn out on ner guard, in the clap o* a 
hand 
(And the thyme it is wither'd, and me is 
in prime I). 

IX 

The CMKn gaed thro' them like onie wud 
bear 
(Hey and the rue grows bonie wi' 
thyme I): 
Whae'er she ^t hands on cam near her 
nae mair 
(And the thyme it is mther'd, and me is 
in prime I). 



A reekit wee deevil looks over the wa 
(Hey and the rue grows bonie wi' 
thyme !): — 
" O help, maister, help, or she '11 ruin us 

(And the thyme it is withered, and me 
is in prime 1). 

XI 

The Devil he swore by the edge o' his 
knife 
(Hey and the rue g^ws bonie wi' 
thyme 1), 
He pitied the man that was tied to a wife 
(And the thyme it is withered, and me is 
in prime !). 

XII 

The Devil he swore by the kirk and the bell 
(Hey and the rue grows bonie wi' 
thyme !), 
He was not in wedlock, thank HeaVn, but 
inHeU 
(And the thyme it is wither'd, and rue is 
in prime 1). 

XIII 

Then Satan has travell'd again wi' his pack 
(Hey and the me grows bonie wi' 
thyme !), 



And to her aold husband he 's cazxied ber 
back 
(And the thyme it is wither'd^ and ne k 
in prime I). 

XIV 

'* I hae been a Devil the feok o* my life 
(Hey and the me growB bode iT 
thyme !), 
Bat ne'er was in Hell tOl I met wi' i 
wife" 
(And the thyme it is wither'd^ and me ii 
in prime I). 



THE SLAVE'S LAMENT 



It was in sweet Senegal 
That mv foes did me enthral 

For tne lands of Virginia, -ginia, ! 
Tom from that lovelv shore, 
And must never see it more, 

And alas t I am weary, weary, ! 

II 

All on that charmine coast 
Is no bitter snow and frost. 

Like the lands of Virginia, -ginia, ! 
There streams for ever flow. 
And the flowers for ever blow, 

And alas ! I am weary, weary, 1 

III 

The burden I must bear. 
While the cruel scourge I fear, 

In the lands of Virginia, -ginia, ! 
And I think on friends most dear 
With the bitter, bitter tear, 

And alas ! I am weary, weary, ! 



THE SONG OF DEATH 



Farewell, thou fair day, thou green e»x^^ 
and ye skies, 
Now g^y with the broad setting euo • 
Farewell, loves and friendships, ye ^^ 
tender ties — 
Our race of existence is run t 



V 



BONIE BELL 
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o grim King of Terrors I thoa Life's 

gloomy foe. 
Go, frighten the coward and slave I 
teach them to tremble, fell tyrant, but 

know, 
No terrors hast thoa to the brave I 

II 

»a strik'st the dull peasant — he sinks 

in the dark, 
Nor saves e'en the wreck of a name I 
«i strik'st the young hero — a glorious 

mark. 
He faUs in the blaze of his fame I 
he field of proud honour, our swords in 

our hands. 
Our king and our country to save, 
lie victory shines on Life s last ebbing 

sands, 
O, who would not die with the brave ? 



SWEET AFTON 

low OtntlVj Sweet Afton was sent to Mrs. 
ik^, 5th FebnuuT, 1789, and in the enolos- 
letter Boms ezpucitly decUures that it was 
;ten for Johnson's Musical Museum, as a 
•mpUment *' to the ** small river Afton that 
m into Nith, near New Cumnock, which 

tome charming wild romantic scenery on 
banks,** etc. It seems certain, therefore, 
t the name Mary was introduced euphonia 
(id, or at least that the heroine — if heroine 
t% were — was another than Mary Camp- 
1. Also, the song was clearly suggested by 

of DaTid Qairiok*8, to the Avon, which 
us saw in ^ Select Collection of English 
9* (London, 1763). 



>w gently, sweet Afton, among thy 

green braes I 
w gently, 1 11 sing thee a song in thy 

praise ! 
Mary's asleep by thy murmuring 

stream — 
IT gently, sweet Afton, disturb not her 

dream I 

II 

•a stock dove whose echo resounds thro' 

the glen, 
wild whistling blackbirds in yon thorny 

den. 



Thou green-crested lapwing, thy screaming 

forbear — 
I charge you, disturb not my slumbering 

fiiir! 



Ill 



How lofty, sweet Afton, thy neighbouring 



oity, 
hills. 



Far mark'd with the courses of clear, wind- 
ing rills ! 

There daily I wander, as noon rises high. 
My flocks and my Mary's sweet cot in my 
eye. 

IV 

How pleasant thy banks and green vallies 

below. 
Where wild in the woodlands the primroses 

blow 
There oft, as mild Ev'ning weeps over the 

lea, 
The sweet-scented birk shades my Mary 

and me. 



Thy crystal stream, Afton, how lovely it 

glides. 
And winds by the cot where my Mary 

resides ! ' 

How wanton thy waters her snowy feet 

lave. 
As, gathering sweet flowerets, she stems thy 

clear wave ! 

VI 

Flow gently, sweet Afton, among thy green 

braes I 
Flow gently, sweet river, the theme of my 

lays I 
My Mary 's asleep by thy murmuring 

stream — 
Flow gently, sweet Afton, disturb not her 

dream ! 



BONIE BELL 



The smiling Spring comes in rejoicing. 
And surly Winter grimly flies. 

Now crystal clear are the falling waters, 
And-bonie blue are the sunny 
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Fresh o'er the mountains breaks forth the 
morning, 

The ey'ning gilds the ocean's swell: 
All creatures joy in the sun's returning, 

And I rejoice in my bonie Bell. 

II 

The flowery Spring leads sunny summer, 

The yellow Autumn presses near; 
Then in his turn comes gloomy Winter, 

Till smiling Spring ac^ain appear. 
Thus seasons dancing, life advancing. 

Old Time and Nature their changes tell; 
But never rannn^, still unchanging, 

I adore my borne Bell. 



THE GALLANT WEAVER 

Supposed by some to refer to Axmour's visit 
to Pauley in the spring of 1786, [after the 

Quarrel, and to an nnauthentioated story of a 
irtation with a weaver named Wilson. The 
flong To the Weaver's Gin Ye Go {anU, p. 202) 
is also referred to the same episode, but with 
little gfround.] The Cart flows past Paisley. 
A song, The Lass of Cartside^ which we have 
found in an old Dumfries chap, may or may 
no£ have sug^gested this one to Bums : — 

** Where Cart gentlv glides thro* the Tale, 
And nature^ in beau^ arrayed, 
Perftunes the sweet whispering gsle, 
That wantons in every green uiade,** etc 

[As published in Thomson (voL i.), the song 
is of a g^allant sailor,] 



Where Cart rins rowin to the sea 
By monie a flower and spreading tree. 
There lives a lad, the lad for me — 

He is a gallant weaver! 
O, I had wooers aught or nine. 
They gied me rings and ribbons fine, 
And I was fear*d my heart wad tine. 

And I gied it to the weaver. 

II 

My daddie sign'd my tocher-band 
To gie the lad that has the land; 
But to my heart I '11 add my hand. 

And give it to the weaver. 
While birds rejoice in leafy bowers, 
While bees delight in opening flowers. 
While com grows green in sunmier showers, 

I love my gallant weaver. 



HEY, CA' THRO' 



CHORUS 



Hey, ca' thro', oa' thzo', 
For we hae mickle ado I 
Hey, oa' thro', ca' thzo'. 
For we hae nuokle ado I 



Up wi' the earls of Dysart 
And the lads o' Buokliaven, 

And the kimmers o' Largo 
And the lasses o' Leven I 

n 

We hae tales to tell, 

And we hae sangs to sing; 
We hae pennies to spend. 

And we hae pints to bring. 

m 

We 11 live a' our days. 
And them that oomes behin'i 

Let them do the like. 

And spend the gear they win I 

CHORUS 

Hey, ca' thro', ca' thro', 
For we hae mickle ado I 
Hey, ca' thro', ca' thro', 
For we hae mickle ado I 



O, CAN YE LABOUR LEA 

The first stanza and the ehoms are well-ii 
word for word from the Merry Musts i 
which, however, may have been retoncbed 
Bums. The rest appears to be his own ;t]io( 
in one of his letters he describes his stsm 
as a favourite song ** o' his mither*a'* 

CHORUS 

O, can ye labour lea, young man, 

O, oan ye labour lea ? 
Gae back the gate ye came again ' 

Ye 'se never scorn me ! 



I fee'd a man at Martinmas 
Wi' airle-pennies three; 

But a' the f ant I had to lum 
He cauldna labour lea. 



THE DEIL 'S AWA WI' TH' EXCISEMAN 
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II 



kppin 't gold in Febarwar, 

' kissin's sweet in May; 

rhat signifies a yoong man's love, 

't dinna last for ay Y 



III 



«in is the key o' love 
' clappin is the lock; 
lakin of 's the best thing 
it e'er a young thing got I 



CHORUS 



can ye labour lea, young man, 
), can ye labour lea ? 
} back the gate ye came again 
fe 'se never scorn me ! 



DEUK'S DANG O'ER MY 
DADDIE 

I 

ms fi;at out wi' an nnoo shout: — 

deuk 's dane o'er my daddie, O ! " 

en-marcare, quo' the feirrie auld 

rife, 

was but a paidlin body, O ! 

les out, and he paidles in, 

e paidles late and early, O I 

en lang years I hae lien by his side, 

e is but a f usionless carlie, O ! " 

II 

d your tongue, my feirrie auld wife, 
id your tongue, now Nansie, O ! 
n the day,-and sae hae ye, 
id na been sae donsie, O. 
n the day ye butter'd my brose, 
uddl'd me late and early, O; 
na-do 's come o'er me now, 
ch, I find it sairly, O ! " 



E'S FAIR AND FAUSE 

neral allosion lb to the girl who jilted 
)f Ctumingham (see anto^jp. 95, Pre- 
>te to Sona : Atma, Thy Charms ; and 
refatory Note to To AUxander Cun- 



She 's fair and fause that causes my smart; 

I lo'ed her meikle and lan^; 
She's broken her vow, she% broken my 
heart; 

And I may e'en gae hang. 
A coof cam m wi' routh o' gear, 
And I hae tint my dearest dear; 
But Woman is but warld's gear, 

Sae let the bonie lass gang I 

II 

Whae'er ye be that Woman love. 

To this be never blind: 
Nae ferlie 'tis, tho' fickle she prove, 

A woman has 't by kind. 
O Woman lovely, Woman fidr. 
An anspel form 's fann to thy share, 
Twad been o'er meikle to gien thee 
mair ! . . . 

I mean an angel mind. 



THE DEIL'S AWA WI' TH' EX- 

CISEMAN 

CHORUS 

The Deil 's awa, the Deil 's awa, 
The Deil 's awa wi' th' Exciseman I 

He 's danc'd awa, he 's dano'd awa, 
He 's danc'd awa wi' th' Exciseman I 



The Deil cam fiddlin thro' the town. 
And danc'd awa wi' th' Exciseman, 

And ilka wife cries: — " Auld Mahoun, 
I wish yon luck o' the prize, man ! 

II 

'' We 11 mak our maut, and we 11 brew our 
drink. 
We 11 laugh, sing, and rejoice, man. 
And monie braw thanks to the meikle 
black DeU, 
That danc'd awa wi' th' Exciseman." 

ni 

There's threesome reels, there's foursome 
reels. 

There 's hornpipes and strathspeys, man. 
But the ae best dance e'er cam to the laud 

Was The DeU 'sAtcawC th* Exciseman. 
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CHORUS 

The Deil 's awa, the Deil 's awa, 
The Deil 's awa wi' th' EzeiaemaD I 

He 's danc'd awa, he 's dane'd awa, 
He 's danc'd awa wi' th' Rxcifieinan ! 



THE LOVELY LASS OF INVER- 
NESS 



The loyelj lass of Inverness, 

Nae joy nor pleasure can she see; 

For e'en to mom she cries ** Alas ! " 
And ay the sant tear blin's her e'e: — 

II 

« Dnunossie moor, Drumossie day — 

A waefu' day it was to me ! 
For there I lost my father dear, 

My father dear and brethren three. • 

III 

" Their winding-sheet the bluidy clay, 
Their graves are growin green to see, 

And by them lies the dearest lad 
That ever blest a woman's e'e. 

IV 

** Now wae to thee, thou cruel lord, 

A bluidy man I trow thou be. 
For monie a heart thou hast made sair 

That ne'er did wrang to thine or thee ! " 



A RED, RED ROSE 



O, MY liive is like a red, red rose,' 
That 's newly sprung in June. 

O, my luve is like the melodie, 
That 's sweetly play'd in tune. 

II 

As fair art thou, my bonie lass. 

So deep in luve am I, 
And I will luve thee still, my dear. 

Till a' the seas gang dry. 

Ill 

Till a' the seas gang dry, my dear. 
And the rocks melt wi* the snn ! 



And I will luve thee still, my dear. 
While the sands o' life shall ran. 

IV 

And fare thee weel, mj only Inve, 
And fare thee weel a whue ! 

And I will come again, my love, 
Tho' it were ten thonaand mile I 



AS I STOOD BY YON ROOFLESS 

TOWER 



The '* roofless tower" was part of the nmi 
of Lincluden Abbey, ritnate at the jimetioB of 
the Cluden with the X^th. See ojite, p. 19a, Pre- 
fatory Note to Epitaph On Grixwel Grit 



CHORUS 



A lassie all alone was making her mosn, 
Lamenting our lads beyona the set: — 
"In the bluidy wars they fa', and our 
honor 's gane an' a , 
And broken-hearted we maun die." 



As I stood by yon roofless tower. 

Where the wa'flow'r scents the dewj 
air. 

Where the houlet mourns in her ivy bower, 
And tells the midnight moon her care: 

II 

The winds were laid, the air was still. 
The stars they shot along the sky. 

The tod was howling on the hill. 
And the distant-echoing glens reply. 

III 

The bum, adown its hazellv path. 
Was rushing by the ruin d wa*. 

Hasting to join the sweeping Nith, 
Whase roarings seem'a to rise and fs*. 

IV 

The cauld blae North was streaming forth 
Her lights, wi' hissing, eerie din : 

Athort the lift they start and shift, 
Like Fortune's favours, tint as win. 



Now, looking over flrth and fauld. 

Her horn the pale-faced Cynthia rear*d, 



form of minstrel auld 
I and stalwart ghaiaC appear'd. 



i' joy luB [oriuer day, 
ping, waird his latter times: 
le uud — it was nae play I — 
Teotiir*t in mj rhf mes. 

CBORUS 
I lU ilooe wai maJdng her mot 
■tinv <mt liida beyond the sea : - 
Uuidf wan tbev fa', and o 

broken-hearted we maun die." 



AULD LANG SYNE 



ajr 



Nu>d about the fire wi' a rung she 

Mil, 

tad about the fire wi' a mag she 



wero dead, guidmiui, 
nrf on your head, giiidman I 
'dw niv widowhooil 
itiii Highlandnuui T 



t ^SH* ''" 'be pan, gnidnian. 
( fgg* ia the pan, f^iiidman. 
e to Tou, and twa tii me, 
Ui our John Highlandnian I 



B in the pot. giiidman, 
'■ in the pot, ^idman I 
to bin, the brou tu mv, 

become your brow, guidmnii 



CHORUS 

Sing, round about tbs fire wi' a rung she 
An' round about tha drv wi' a rung lh« 

" Your horns shall tie you to the ataw. 
An' I ihall bang your bide, guidman ! " 

AULD LANG SYNE 



S«nt to Mm. Dualop, 1 



h Dwwmber, 1T8B : I 



lOBudingly e . _ 

•ang and tune which has often tbriDed thnnigli I 
my soul." ute. To Thouuon ha wrote : " On« ■ 
song more and I haye done — ' Anld Law M 
Syiw.' The air is but mediocre : but the liA- 1 
lowit^ song — the old song of the oldsn timM, | 
and which has nsver been in print, nor eren in 
maoiucript. until I look it down from an old 
Tuao's tiiu^iiw, i* vnoogh to fvoainmend any 
air. " Thomson in SfoaUli Ain exprnwd the 
opinion that Bums thus wrote " merely in a 
playful huiuoar." It may also be that tbp 
Btury was a dxTice Xo make sure that ha 
(Thomson) would accept a pieoe which the 
writer was far loo modest tu deacribe aa his 
own improTcm^ot on the earlier seta, the one 
pnbliahed in Watson (ITll). the other credited 
to Allan Ramsay. But, after all, it ia by no 
meana impassible that b« i«ally girt the gann 
of his set as ha says he did. 



For anld lang ayne, my dear, 

For auld lang syne. 
We 'II tak a onp o' kindneaa yet 

For anld lang syne \ 



Shoitld auld acquaintance be forgot. 
And never brought to mind ? 

Should auld acijiuiintance be forgot. 
And auld lang syne I 



Aod surely ye 11 be your plnt^towp. 
And surelr 1 'II be mine, 

'up o* kindmu y«t 



And we 11 tak a 
For anld lang syn 



We twa hae run about the hrsM, 
And pou'd the gowana fine, 



/ y 



/ 
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Bnt we 'ye wander'd monie a weazy fit 
Sin' anld lang syne. 



IV 



We twa hae paidl'd in the bom 
Frae morning son till dine, 

Bat seas between us braid bae roar'd 
Sin' anld lang syne. 



And there 's a hand, my trusty flere. 

And gie 's a hand o' thine, 
And we 11 tak a right guid-willie wanght 

For auld lang syne I 

CHORUS 

For auld lang syne, my dear, 

For auld lang syne, 
We 11 tak a cup o' kindness yet 

For auld lang syne I 



LOUIS, WHAT RECK I BY THEE 

Probably made soon after his marriage, and 
certainly before the Revolution of 1705. 



Louis, what reck 1 by thee. 
Or Geordie on his ocean ? 

Dyyor beggar lonns to me I 
I reign in Jeanie's bosom. 

II 

Let her crown my love her law, 
And in her breast enthrone me, 

Kings and nations — swith awa ! 
Reif randies, I disown ye. 



HAD I THE WYTE? 



Had I the wyte ? had I the wyte ? 

Had I the wyte ? she bade me I 
She watch'd me by the hie-gate side. 

And up the loan she shaw^d me; 
And when I wadna venture in, 

A coward loon she ca'd me I 
Had Kirk and State been in the gate, 

I 'd lighted when she bade me. 



n 

Sae oraftilie she took me ben 

And bade me mak nae ailattor: — 
" For cor ramgonshoeh, ^nm gmdnuui 

Is o'er ayont the water." 
Whae'er shall say I wanted giaoe 

When I did kiss and dawte Iw, 
Let him be planted in my plaoe, 

Syne say I was the fautor ! 

Ill 

Could I for shame, could I for shame, 

Could I for shame refna'd her ? 
And wadna manhood been to Uame 

Had I unkindly used her ? 
He claw'd her wi* the ripplin-kame. 

And blae and blnidy bmis'd her— 
When sic a husband was frae hame. 

What wife but wad ezcus'd her I 

IV 

I dighted av her een sae blue, 

An' banuM the omel randy. 
And, weel I wat, her willin mou' 

Was sweet as sugaroandie. 
At gloamin-shot, it was, I wot, 

I lighted — on the Monday, 
But I cam thro' the TVseday's dew 

To wanton Willie's brandy. 



COMIN THRO' THE RYE 

CHORUS 

O, Jenny 's a' weet, poor body, 

Jenny 's seldom dry: 
She draigl't a' her petticoatie, 

Comin thro' the rye I 



CoMiK thro' the rye, poor body, 

Comin thro' the rye. 
She draigl't a' her petticoatie, 

Comin thro' the rye I 

II 

Gin a body meet a body 

Comin thro' the rye. 
Gin a body Idss a body, 

Need a body cry ? 
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It 's up von heathezy mountun 
And down yon soroesy j^en. 

We dauma {;ang a^muking 
For Charlie and his men I 



CHORUS 



An' Charlie he 't mv dariing, 
My darling, my darlings 

Charlie he *s my darling — 
The Yomig Chei^Uier I 



THE LASS 0' ECCLEFECHAN 

Bums, in the'oouzBe of his " duty as snper- 
▼isor,'* was aoonstomed to "visit tms nnfortn- 
nate wicked little village/' and slept in it on 
7th Fehmary, 1705 (R. B. to Thmnscm). ahoat 
two months sfter the birth of Thomas Osriyle. 
It was long a f avonrite resort of saoh vaga- 
bonds as are piotared in The JMjf Beggan: 
which may — or may not — acconnt in some 
measure for Carlyle*s a£Fection for that admir- 
able piece. Thus, in The Trogger^ a ballad in 
The Merry Muses, which may very well be from 
Bums, the hero and heroine, Uieir business 
done, proceed to 

*'Tak the gate. 
An* in by Ecclefeohen, 
Where the brandy etonp we gart it olink. 
An* the atrong beer ream the qoalch in.** 



<< Gat ye me, O, gat ye me. 

Gat ye me wi' naething ? 
Rock an' reel, an' spinning wheel, 

A mickle quarter basin: 
Bye attonr, my gutcher has 

A heich house and a laich ane, 
A' forbye my bonie sel, 

The toss o' Ecdef echan I " 

II 

** O, baud your tongue now, Lucky Lang, 

O, baud your tongue and jauner I 
I held the gate till yon I met, 

Syne I began to wander: 
I tint my whistle and my sang, 

I tint my peace and pleasure; 
Butyonr green graff, now Lucky Lang, 

Wad airt me to my treasure." 



THE COOPER O' CUDDY 

CHORUS 

We 11 hide the oootwr behint the door, 
Behint the door» behint the door, 
We 11 hide the cooper behint the door, 
And cover him nitder a mawn, 0. 

I 

The Cooper o' Caddy came here awa, 
He ca'd ue gins out o'er us a', 
An' our gniawife has gotten a ca'. 
That 's anger'd the silly goidman, 0. 

n 

He sought them out, he aonght them id, 
Wi' « I^U hae her I " an' « Deil hse Ud r 

Bnt the body he was sae doited and blin*, 
He wist na where he was gann, 0. 

m 

They oooper'd at e'en, they eooper'd it 

mom. 
Till our guidman has gotten the scorn: 
On ilka brow she 's pluited a horn, 
And swears that uiere they sail 8taD\0 ! 

CHORUS 

We 11 hide the cooper behint the door, 
Behint the door, behint tiie door, 
We 11 hide the cooper behint the door, 
And cover him under a mawn, 0. 



FOR THE SAKE O' SOMEBODY 



My heart is sair — I dare na tell — 

My heart is sair for Somebody: 
I could wake a winter night 
For the sake o' Somebody. 
0-hon I for Somebody ! 
0-hey ! for Somebody ! 
I could range the world around 
For the sake o' Somebody. 

II 

Ye Powers that smile on virtuous lore, 
O, sweetly smile on Somebody ! 

Frae ilka danger keep him free, 
And send me safe my Somebody I 



SAE FLAXEN WERE HER RINGLETS 



O-lxtti ! for Somebody I 

O-be; I for Somebody 1 

I wad do — what wad I oot 7 — 

For the take o' Somebody I 



THE CARDIN O'T 

SsKKMlad. pabaps, b; AlenuidBr Rom's : — 

rm ■ ttlB> Iwl ■ WW plukl* dm, 
•h* nd |H tr; ttu (ptuilDC a't." 



CHORUS 



I 



The oardiD o't, the apiimin o't, 
The wsipio o't, the winnin o't I 
When ilu ell cost ma a groat. 
The tailor rtaw tbe lynin u't. 



a stane o' haalock woo, 
lak a wab to Johnie o't, 
Johnie ia my only jo — 

T.^»_ t.: 1 A ^t — :.. ....t I 



Tor tho' his locks be Ijart gray. 
And tho' his brow be held aboon, 

Tet I bae «een him on a day 
The pride of a' the parishcn. 



The cardin o't, the spinaiD 



When ilka ell cost me a groat, 
The tailor slaw the lyuio o't. 



THERE'S THREE TRUE GUID 
FELLOWS 



Thebb '» three true giiid fetlows, 

llMTe 's three true gnid fellows, 

There's three true gnid fellows, 

Down ayont yoo gteo I 



'■ now the day is dawin, 
nt ot night do fa' iu, 
^' :oek '» best at crawio, 
t, thoti sail ken I 




" Do JOQ know, mj ilaar lir. a blaekgnard 
Irish song called Oonaijh'i Wattrfali t . ■ . 
The air i> charming, and 1 havB ufieu rcgTettsd 
the want of decent larwa tu it. ll in too much. 
at leaat for my humble, ruiCio miue. U> eipiwt 
that eTsi? effort of ben must have merit 1 still 
I tMnk that it is better tu have mfdiacrr TetH* 
to ■ taionrilfl air. than non« at all. Chi this 
principle I have all along proceeded iti the 
Scott Muakal Miitesm: uod. sa that publica^ 
duD ia nt its last volume, I iotond the follow- 
ing song, to the air alwre-mentioned. (or th) 
work." (R. B. to Tbanuon. September, 170^ 

For Chloris, see pod, p. 2»e. 



Sae flaxen were ber tinglets, 

Her eyebrows of a darker hue, 
Bewitchingly o'er-arching 

Twa laughing een o' bonie blue. 
Her Bmiliue, sae wyling. 

Wad make a wretch forget his woe I 
What pleasure, what treasure. 

Unto those rosv lipg to grow I 
Such was my Chloris' bonie face. 

When first that bonio face I taw, 
And ay my Chloris' dearest charm — 

She says she to'ea me best of a' I 

Like harmony her motion, 

Her pretty ankle is a spy 
Betraying fair proportion 

Wad make a saint for^t the sky t 
.Sae warming, sae cliarmmg. 

Her faultless form and graeefu' air, 
nk feature — auld Nature 

Ueelar'd that she could dae nae mair I 
Hers are the willing chains o" love 

By conqnering beauty's eoTereign law. 
And ay my Chloris' dearest ebanu — 

She snys she lo'es tn« best of a', 



Let others loTe tbe city, 

And gaudy ahow at aunny nooo I 
Oie mc the lonely valley, 

Tbe dewy ere, and rising moon, 
fair beaming, and streaming 

Her silrer light the bougb amang, 
While fnlling, recalling. 

*" thrash coDolodet hi) MOf 9 
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There, dearest Chloris, wilt thon rove 
By wimpling burn and leafy shaw, 

And hear my vows o' truth and loTe, 
And say thou lo'es me best of a' ? 



THE LASS THAT MADE THE 

BED 

*' The Bonie Lcuu made the Bed to Me was 
oomposed on an amour of Charles IL when 
skulking in the North about Aberdeen, in the 
time of the Usuipation. He formed une petite 
affaire with a daughter of the House of Port 
Ceiham, who was the lass that made the bed 
to him.'' 



When Januar' wind was blawin caold. 

As to the North I took my way, 
The mirksome night did me enfauld, 

I knew na where to lodfe till day. 
By my guid luck a maid i met 

Just m the middle o' my care. 
And kindly she did me invite 

To walk into a chamber fair. 

II 

I bow'd f u' low unto this maid. 

And thank'd her for her courtesie; 
I bow'd f u' low nnto this maid. 

An' bade her mak a bed to me. 
She made the bed baith large and wide, 

Wi' twa white hands she spread it down, 
She put the cup to her rosy bps, 

And drank: — "Young man, now sleep 
ye soun*." 

Ill 

She snatch'd the candle in her hand, 
'. And frae my chamber went wi' speed, 
But I call'd her quickly back again 

To lay some mair below my head: 
A cod she laid below my head, 

And served me with due respeck. 
And, to salute her wi' a kiss, 

I put my arms about her neck. 

IV 

<'Haud aff your hands, young man," she 
said, 

" And dinna sae uncivil be; 
Gif ye hae onie luve for me, 

O, wrang na my virginitie ! *' 



Ber hair was like the links o' gowd, 
Her teeth were like the ivone. 

Her cheeks like lilies dipt in wine, 
The lass thai made tlM bed to me I 



Her bosom was the driven maw, 

TW drifted heaps sae fur to see; 
Her limbs the polish'd mazble stane, * 

The lass that made the bed to me I 
I Idss'd her o'er and o'er again. 

And ay she wist na what to say. 
I laid her 'tween me an' the wa''^ 

The lassie thooht na lang tiU day. 

VI 

Upon the morrow, when we imise, 

I thank'd her for her eonrtesie. 
But ay she blnsh'd, and ay she ngli'd, 

And said: — ** Alas, ye 've mia'd me I" 
I dasp'd her waist, and kin'd her sp^ 

While the tear stood twinklin in bere'ft 
I said : — " My lassie, dinna cry. 

For ye ay shall mak the bed to me." 

VII 

She took her mither's hollaiid sheets, 

An' made them a' in sarks to me. 
Blythe and merry may she be. 

The lass that made the bed to me I 
The bonie lass made the bed to me, 

The braw lass made the bed to me 1 
1 11 ne'er forget till the day I die, 

The lass tlukt made the bed to me. 



SAE FAR AWA 



O, SAD and heavy should I part 
But for her sale sae far awa. 

Unknowing what my way may thwart" 
My native land sae far awa. 

II 

Thou that of a' things Maker art, 
That formed this Fair sae far awt, 

Gie bod^ strength, then 1 11 ne'er start 
At this my way sae far awa I 

III 

How true is love to pure desert I 
So mine in her sae far awa, 
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nooht can heal my bosom's smart, 
hile, 0, she is sae far awa I 



IV 



) other love, oane other dart 
eel, bat hers sae far awa; 
fairer never tonched a heart, 
lan hers, the Fair sae far awa. 



HE REEL 0' STUMPIE 



and rowe, wap and rowe, 
ap and rowe the feetie o't; 
oght I was a maiden fair, 
11 heard the greetie o't ! 

II 

laddie was a fiddler fine, 

r minnie she made mantie, O, 

I myself a thnmpin qnine, 

d danc'd the Reel o' Stompie, O. 



AY CA' IN BY YON TOWN 

CHORUS 

1 ay ca' in by yon town 

ind by yon garden green again I 

1 ay ca' in by yon town 

\nd see my Donie Jean again. 



's nane shall ken, there 's nane can 

ruess 

t brings me back the gate again, 

, my fairest faithfu' lass, 

stow'nlins we sail meet again. 

II 

wander by the aiken tree, 
a trystin time draws near again; 
len her lovely form I see, 
ith I she 's doubly dear again. 

CHORUS 

ty ca' in by yon town 
id by yon gt^en green again I 
iv ca' in by yon town 
see my bonie Jean again. 



O, WAT YE WHA'S IN YON 

TOWN 



3 



Begun at Ecolefechan, where Boms 
Btorm-etayed, 7th February, 1796. ** Do you 
know an air — I am sure you must know it — 
Wt 'U Gang Nae Mair to Yon Town. I think, 
in slowish time, it would make an excellent 
song. I am highly delighted vrith it ; and if 
yon should thiiuc it worthy of your attention, 
I have a fair dame in my eye to whom I would 
consecrate it ; try with this dogg^l until I give 
yon a better." 

In the set sent to Johnson, Jeanie — either 
Jean Armour or Jean Lorimer — is the heroine. 
In that sent to Thomson, the name is Lucy ; 
and Bums, endoeing a copy to Syme in an 
undated letter, ezi^ams its history : ** Do yon 
know that among much thai* I admire in the 
oharaoteis and manners of those great folks 
whom I have now the honour to call my ao- 
qnaintanoes — the Oswald family, for instance 
— there is nothing charms me more than Mr. 
Oswald's unoonwalable attachment to that 
incomparable woman.** The "incomparable 
woman " was Oswald's wife. He was Richard 
Oswald of Auchencruive, nephew of the Bin. 
Oswald to whose memory Bums had devoted 
a savage Ode (anUj p. 81). Lucy, daughter of 
Wynne Johnston, Esq., of Hilton, according to 
Sharps, was at this time ** well tiuned of 
thirty, and ten years older than her husband ; 
but stUl a charming oreatnie." She died at 
Lisbon in January, 1798. 

CHORUS 

O, wat ye wha 's in yon town 
Ye see the e'enin sun upon ? 

The dearest maid 's in von town 
That e'enin sun is shming on I 



Now haply down yon gay green shaw"^ 
She wanders by yon spreading tree. 

How blest ye flowers that round her blaw ! 
Ye catch the glances o' her e'e. 

II 

How blest ye birds that round her sing. 
And welcome in the blooming year I 

And -doubly welcome be the Spring, 
The season to my Jeanie dear ! 

Ill 

The snn blinks blythe in yon town. 
Among the broomy braes sae green; 
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But my delight in yon town, 
And dearest pleasure, is my Jean. 



IV 



Without my Love, not a' the charms 
O' Paradise could yield me joy; 

But gie me Jeanie in my arms, 
And welcome Lapland's dreary sky I 



My cave wad be a lover's bower, 
Tho' raging Winter rent the air, 

And she a lovely little flower. 
That I wad tent and shelter there. 

VI 

O, sweet is she in yon town 
The sinkin sun 's gane down upon I 

A fairer than 's in yon town 

His setting beam ne'er shone upon. 

VII 

If angry Fate be sworn my foe. 
And suffering I am doom'd to bear, 

I 'd careless quit aught else below, 
But spare, O, spare me Jeanie dear I 

VIII 

For, while life 's dearest blood is warm, 
Ae thought f rae her shall ne'er depart. 

And she, as fairest is her form. 
She has the truest, kindest heart. 

CHORUS 

O, wat ye wha 's in yon town 
Ye see the e'eniu sun upon ? 

The dearest maid 's in yon town 
That e'enin sun is shining on 1 



WHEREFORE SIGHING ART 
THOU, PHILLIS? 



Wherefore sighing art thou, Phillis ? 

Has thy prime unheeded past ? 
Hast thou found that beauty's lilies 

Were not made for ay to last ? 

II 

Know, thy form was once a treasure — 
Then it was thy hour of scorn I 

Since thou then denied the pleasure, 
Now 't is tit that thou should'st mourn. 



O MAY, THY MORN 

Snppoted to commemorate the partiiv w 
Clarmda, Oth Deeember, 1791. 



O Mat, thy mom was ne'er sae sweet 
As the mirk night o' December ! 

For sparkling was the rosy wine, 
And private was the chamber, 

And dear was she I dare na name, 
But I will ay remember. 

II 

And here 's to them that, like onisel, 
Can push about the jomm I 

And here 's to them that wish as wee! • 
May a' that 's gnid watch o'er 'em I 

And here 's to them we dare na tell, 
The dearest o' the qnoram I 



AS I CAME O'ER THE CAIRNI 

MOUNT 

CHORUS 

O, my bonie Highland lad I 
My winsome, weel-faor'd HigUt 
laddie ! 

Wha wad mind the wind and rain 
Sae weel row'd in bis tartan plaidie 



As I came o'er the Caimey mount 
And down among the blooming heatb 

Kindly stood the milking-shiel 
To shelter f rae the stormy weather. 

II 

Now PhcBbus blinkit on the bent, 
And o'er the knowes the lambs wt 
bleating; 

But he wan my heart's consent 
To be his ain at the neist meeting. 

CHORUS 

O, my bonie Highland lad I 
My winsome, weel-faur'd HigUi 

laddie ! 
Wha wad mind the wind and rain 

Sae weel row'd in his tartan pUi^ 



LOVELY POLLY STEWART 
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HIGHLAND LADDIE 

This 18 chiefly an abridgment of the Jacob- 
ite ditty, The Highland Lad and the Highland 
Lassty published in A Collection of Loyal Songs 
(1750) and The True Loyalist (1779). The re- 
frain ia old ; stanza L is Bums ; stanza ii. is 
substantially stanza L of the older set ; while 
stanza iii. is composed of the first halves of 
the older stanzas yiii. and ix. 



The boniest lad that e'er I saw ^ 
Bonie laddie, Highland laddie ! 
Wore a plaid and was fu' braw — 

Borne EUghland laddie ! 
On his head a bonnet blue — 

Bonie laddie, Highland laddie I 
His royal heart was firm and true — 
Bonie EUghland laddie I 



« 



II 

Trumpets sound and cannons roar, 
Bonie lassie, Lawland lassie I — 
And a' the hills wi' echoes roar, 

Bonie Lawland lassie ! 
Glory, Honour, now invite — 

Bonie lassie, Lawland lassie I — 
For freedom and my King to fight, 
Bonie Lawland lassie ! " 



III 

** The sun a backward course shall take, 

Bonie laddie, Hic^hland laddie I 

Ere anght thy mamy courage shake, 

Bonie Highland laddie I 
Go, for yoursel' procure renown, 
Bonie laddie, Highland laddie, 
And for ^our lawful King his crown, 
Borne Highland lad£e ! ** 



WILT THOU BE MY DEARIE? 



In a MS. sent to Maria Riddell, '* Jeanie '* is 
substituted for ** lassie." In view of the fact 
that Bums sent the song to Captain Miller^s 
journal, this change confirms the statement 
that WUt Thou be My Dearie was made in 
honour of Miss Janet Miller of Dalswinton. 



Wilt thou be my dearie ? 
When Sorrow wrings thy gentle heart. 



O, wilt thou let me cheer thee ? 
By the treasure of my soul — 

That 's the love I bear thee — 
I swear and vow that only thou 

Shall ever be my dearie I 
Only thou, I swear and vow. 

Shall ever be my dearie 1 

II 

Lassie, say thou lo'es me. 
Or, if thou wilt na be my ain. 

Say na thou 'It refuse me 1 
If it winna, canna be. 

Thou for thine may choose me, 
Let me, lassie, quickly die, 

Trusting that thou lo'es me 1 
Lassie, let me quickly die, 

Trusting that thou lo'es me f 



LOVELY POLLY STEWART 

Polly or Mary Stewart was daughter of 
William Stewart, factor at Closebnra, to whom 
Bums addressed To William Stewart (ante, p. 
146). and also the lines, You We Welcome^ 
Wiuie Stewart {post, p. 811). She was married 
first to her cousin, Isnroael Stewart, and then 
to a farmer, Qeorge Welsh (grand-uncle of 
Jane Welsh Carlyle). Being separated from 
Welsh, she fell in love with a French prisoner 
of war, whom she accompanied to his native 
Switzerland. She died in Italy at the age of 
seventy-two. The present song, together with 
You We Welcome, Willie Stewart, is modelled 
on a Jacobite number in Collection of Loyal 
Songs (1750). 

CHORUS 

O lovely Polly Stewart, 
O charming Polly Stewart, 
There's ne'er a flower that blooms in 
Mav, 
That 's half so fair as thou art I 



The flower it blaws, it fades, it fa's, 

And art can ne'er reneiP|r it; 
But Worth and Truth eternal youth 

Will gie to Polly Stewart I 

II 

Mar he whase arms shall fauld thy charms 
roisesi a leal and true heart ! 
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To him be given to ken the heaven 
He g^rasps in Polly Stewart I 



CHORUS 



O lovely Polly Stewart, 
O charming Polly Stewut, 
There's ne'er a flower that blooms in 
May, 
That's half so fair as thou art I 



THE HIGHLAND BALOU 

Stenhouse states that it b " a vernfiestioii, 
by BnmSf of a Gaelic norserv song, the literal 
import of which, as well as the air, were oom- 
manicated to him by a Qiehland lady." But 
there are hnmorous touches in it which the 
o^rin^ (it there wm an arigind) eoold not 
have shown. 



Hee balon, my sweet wee Donald, ' 
Picture o' the great Clanronald ! 
Brawlie kens our wanton Chief 
Wha gat my young Highland thief. 

II 

Leeze me on thy bonie craigie I 
An thou live, thou 11 steal a naigie, 
Travel the country thro' and thro', 
And bring hame a Carlisle cow I 

III 

Thro' the Lawlands, o'er the Border, 
Weel, my babie, may thou f urder, 
Herry the louns o' the laigh Conntrie, 
Syne to the Highlands hame to me ! 



BANNOCKS 0' BEAR MEAL 

CHORUS 

Bannocks o' bear meal, 
Bannocks o' barley, 

Here 's to the Highlandman's 
Bannocks o' bi^ley I 



Wha in a brulyie 

Will first cry " a parley " ? 
Never the lads 

Wi' the bannocks o' barley I 



n 



Wha, in his wae days, 
Were loyal to Chailie? 

Wha hot Oie lads 
Wi' the hannoekit o' barley I 



CHORUS 



Bannoeks o' bear meal, 
Bannoeks o' barley, 

Here 's to the Highuuidinaii's 
Bannoeks o' barley I 



WAE IS MY HEART 



Was is my heart, and the tear's in mye't; 
Lang, lang joy 's been a strangier to me: 
ForMken and friendless my burden I beir» 
And the sweet voice o' pity ne'er SMUidi b 
my ear. 

n 

Love, thou hast pleasures — and deep be 

I lov'd ! 
Love, thou hast sorrows — and sair bse I 

prov'd I 
Bnt this bruisM heart that now bleeds in 

mv breast, 
I can feel by its throbbings, will soon be it 

rest. 

ni 

O, if I were where happy I hae been, 
Down by yon stream auid yon bonie etstle 

green I 
For there he is wand'ring and mnsio; ob 

me, 
Wha wad soon dry the tear frae his Fhillis' 

e'el 



HERE 'S HIS HEALTH IN WATER 



Altho' my back be at the wa', 
And tho' he be the fautor, 

Altho' my back be at the wa'. 
Yet here 's his health in water ! 

O, wae gae by his wanton sides, 
Sae brawly 's he could flatter I 



THERE GROWS A BONIE BRIER-BUSH 



261 



Till for his sake I *m slie^hted sair 
And dree the kintra clatter I 

iot, tho' my back be at the wa', 
Yet here 's his health in water I 



THE WINTER OF LIFE 

■ns sent a copy to Thomson, under the 
f Jlu Old Man, The aong is inoluded in 
•on (Vol. iii.). 

ibUeas suggested by a song with the 
title which we have found in The Odd- 
iEdinburgh, 1T77) : — 

ring, my dear Shepherds, your gmrdens are say, 
y breathe all their iweeU in the Mimhine of ICay : 
Flowera wiU drop when December draws near — 
) winter of life U like that of the year/* etc. 



ately seen in gladsome green, 
) woods rejoiced the day; 
gentle showers the laughing flowers 
louble pride were ny; 
ow our joys are fled 
winter blasts awa,' 
laiden May in rich array 
un shall bring them a'. 

II 

ly white pow — nae kindly thowe 
fl melt the snaws of Age ! 
unk of eild, but buss and bield^ 
ks in Time's wintry rage. 
;e has weary days 
i nifi^hts o' sleepless pain ! 
golaen time o' youthfu' primei 
y comes thou not ag^ain ? 



THE TAILOR 



ailor he cam here to sew, 
reel he kend the way to woo, 
f he pree'd the lassie's mou', 
he gaed but and ben, O. 
or weel he kend the way, O, 
Tie way, O, the way, O ! 
'or weel he kend the way, O, 
) lassie's heart to win, O ! 



II 

The tailor rase and shook his duds, 
The flaes they flew awa in duds ! 
And them that stav'd gat fearfu' thuds — 
The Tailor prov'd a man, O ! 
For now it was the gloamin. 
The gloamin, the gloamin I 
For now it was the gloamin. 
When a' the rest are gaun, O I 



THERE GROWS A BONIE 
BRIER-BUSH 



There grows a bonie brier-bush in our 
kful-yard. 

There grows a bonie brier-bush in our kail- 
yard; 

And below the bonie brier-bush there 's a 
lassie and a lad. 

And they 're busy, busy courting in our 
luul-yard. 

II 

We '11 court nae mair below the buss in 

our kail-yard. 
Well court nae mair below the buss in 

our kail-yard: 
Well awa to Athole's green, and there 

we '11 no be seen, 
Where the trees and the branches will be 

our safeg^uard. 

Ill 

Will ye go to the dancin in Carlyle's ha' ? 
Will ye go to the dancin in Carlyle's ha', 
WhercL Sandy and Nancy I'm sure will 

ding them a' ? 
I winna gang to the dance in Carlyle-ha' I 

IV 

What will I do for a lad when Sandie 

gangs awa ! 
What will I do for a lad when Sandie 

cranirs awa ! 
Iwm.^^Edi«bo,gh.«.dwi«ap«»ie 

fee, 
And see an onie lad will fancy me. 



He 's comin frae the north that 's to marry 

me. 
He 's comin frae the north that 's to marry 

me. 
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A feather in his bonnet and a ribbon at his 

knee — 
He 's a bonie^ bonie laddie, an yon be he I 



HERE'S TO THY HEALTH 



Hebe 's to thy health, my bonie lass ! 

Guid night and joy be wi' thee ! 
I '11 come nae mair to thy bower-door 

To tell thee that I lo'e thee. 
O, dinna think, my pretty pink, 

But I can live witnont thee: 
I TOW and swear I dinna care 

How lang ye look about ye ! 

II 

Thon 'rt ay sae free informing me 

Thou hast nae mind to marry, 
1 11 be as free informing thee 

Nae time hae I to tarry. 
I ken thy f reens try ilka means 

Frae wedlock to delay thee 
(Depending on some higher chance), 

But fortune may betray thee. 

Ill 

I ken they scorn my low estate, 

But that does never grieve me, 
For I 'm as free as any he — 

Sma' siller will relieve me 1 
1 11 count my health my greatest wealth 

Sae lang as 1 11 enjoy it. 
I '11 fear nae scant, 1 11 bode nae want 

As lang 's I get employment. 

IV 

But far off fowls hae feathers fair, * 

And, ay until ve try them, 
Tho' they seem fair, still have a care — 

They may prove as bad as I am 1 
But at twel at night, when the moon shines 
bright, 

My dear, 1 11 come and see thee, 
For the man that loves his mistress weel, 

Nae travel makes him weary. 



IT WAS A' FOR OUR RIGHTFU' 

KING 

[Sugspested by the chi^-book ballad of 
Mally ^teuHJurt, circa 1746, of which the first 
and last stanzas are as follows] : ~~ 



Tifti gniHt, Md nam 



***Tfc>oo idWlB torl»pMt— d 

And I amoiMof tiM Klaf*t 
flgtatforiajKta^ 

I nart go t^jSior aij 

The traopar tamM hlmMlf aboiift dl on tht Iittbdb 
Hs hM f ivD th t bridaUiliM a ihake, mybm *Ai 
for wwmon, 

MjdMr. 



Bums used the last as his own eentral, groii|i 
bk others, which are bisely sngmtod I17 
round about it. He was alM nefSw nflnM 
by the first, which undonbfeedQy bdlped Un 
his own beginning. For the rest, he took i 
ntnation and the characters, and toodisd : 

IngB to iaraee as fine, perhaps, as 1 

tic Lyric has to show. 



It was a' for our rightfu' king 
We left fair SooUand's strand; 

It was a' for our riffhtf n* king. 
We e'er saw Irish land. 
My dear — 
We e'er saw inak land. 

II 

Now a' is done that men can do. 

And a' is done in vain. 
My Love and Native Land fareweel. 

For I maun cross the main. 
My dear — 

For I maun cross the main. 

Ill 

He tum'd him right and round aboot 

Upon the Irish shore. 
And gae his bridle reins a shake, 

With adieu for evermore. 
My dear — 

And adieu for evermore 1 

IV 

The soger frae the wars returns,* 
The sailor frae the main. 

But I hae parted frae my love 
Never to meet again. 

My dear — 
Never to meet again. 



When day is gane, and night is eoia^ 
And a' folk bound to sleep, 

I think on him that 's far awa 
The lee-lang night, and weep. 

My dear — 
The lee-lang night and weep. 
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iE HIGHLAND WIDOW'S 
LAMENT 

bmlar refrain oooun in an old aong in 
n (VoL i.), said to harre been a lament 

inooe.] 



M come to tlie low ooantrie — 
on, oohon, oehrie 1 — 
at a penny in my purse 
>ay a meal to me. 

II 

na sae in the Highland hills — 
on, ochon, oehrie 1 — 
Oman in the country wide 
happy was as me. 

Ill 

en I had a score o' kye — 
on, ochon, oehrie I — 
g on yon hill sae high 
giving milk to me. 

IV 

lere I had three score o' yowes- 
>n, ochon, oehrie I — 
ig on yon bonie knowes 
casting woo' to me. 



he happiest of a' the clan — 
sair may I repine 1 — 
inald was the brawest man, 
Donald he was mine. 

VI 

larlie Stewart cam at last 
far to set OS free: 
nald's arm was wanted then 
Scotland and for me. 

VII 

raef a' fate what need I tell ? 
t to the wrang did yield: 
nald and his country fell 
I Culloden field. 

VIII 

I O Donald, O I 
•n, ochon, oehrie I 
iman in the warld wide 
rretched now as me I 



THOU GLOOMY DECEMBER 



Amce mair I hail thee, thou gloomy D^ 
cember 1 
Ance mair I hail thee wi' sorrow and 
care 1 
Sad was the parting thoa makes me re- 
member: 
Parting wi' Nancy, O, ne'er to meet 
mair I 

II 

Fond lovers' parting is sweet, painful plea- 
sure, 
Hope beaming mild on the soft parting 
hour; 
But the dire feeling, O ftueweU for ever 1 
Anguish unmingled and agony pure ! 

Ill 

Wild as the winter now tearing the forest. 
Till the last leaf o' the summer is 
flown — 
Such is the tempest has shaken my bosom. 
Till my last hope and last comfort is 
gone 1 

IV 

Still as I hail thee, thou gloomy Decem- 
ber, 
Still shall I hail thee wi' sorrow and 
care; 
For sad was the parting thou makes me 
remember: 
Parting wi' Nancy, O, ne'er to meet 
mair! 



MY PEGGY'S FACE, MY PEGGY'S 

FORM 

Written in 1787, and tent to JohiMon with 
the following letter : ** Dear Mr. Publisher, — 
I hope, urainst my return, yon will be able to 
tell me nom Mr. Clarke if these words will 
suit the tone. If they don*t suit, I most think 
on some other air, as I hare a very strong 
private reason for wishing them in the weetmd 
volome. Don't forget to transcribe me the 
list of the Antiquarian Music. Farewell. — 
R. Burns." No reason was given by Johnson 
for the delay in publishing ; but it is probable 
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th&t MiBB Chalmen (see ante, p. 214, PrefatorY 
Note to Where, Braving Angry TTtnter't Starmi) 
objected. 



Mt Peggy's face, my Peggy's form 
The tro&t of hermit Age might warm. , 
My Peggy's worth, my Peggy's mind 
Might charm the first of human kind. 

II 

I loTC my Peggy's angel air. 
Her face so troly heavenly fair, 
Her native grace so void of art; 
But I adore my Peggy's heart. 

ui 

The lily's hue, the rose's dye, 
The kindling lustre of an eye — 
Who but owns their magic sway ? 
Who but knows they all decay ? 

IV 

The tender thrill, the pitving tear, 
The generous purpose nobly dear. 
The gentle look that rage disarms — 
These are all immortal charms. 



O, STEER HER UP, AN' HAUD 
HER GAUN 

The first half stanza is Ramsay's, from i 
set founded on an old, improper ditty. 



O, 8TEKR her up, an' baud her gaun — 

Her mither 's at the mill, jo. 
An' g^n she winna tak a man. 

E'en let her tak her will, jo. 
First shore her wi' a gentle kiss, 

And ca' anither gill, jo, 
An' gin she tak the thing amiss. 

E'en let her flyte her fill, jo. 

II 

O, steer her up, an' be na blate. 

An' grin she tak it ill, jo, 
Then leave the lassie till her fate, 

And time nae langer spill, jo I 
Ne'er break your heart for ae rebute, 

But think upon it still, jo, 
That gin the lassie winna do 't. 

Yell fin' anither will, jo. 



WEE WILLIE GRAY 
Anumeiy ditty for the time TTee ToAmfl 



WxE Willie Gray an' his leather wallet 
Peel a willow-wand to be him boots < 

jacket! 
The rose upon the brier will be him tro 

and doublet — 
The rose upon the brier will be him tio 

and doublet ! 

n 

Wee Willie Gray and his leather waUet 
Twice a lily-flower will be him sark i 

gravat! 
Feathers of a flie wad feather up his b 

net — 
Feathers of a flie wad feather up hb b 

netl 



WE'RE A' NODDIN 

The present ditty is a medley of two 
songs with variations and amendments,*^ 
Anderson My Jo [not Bnms's, but the sprigi 
old song that served as his model] -^vh 
g^ves us stanzas iv. and v., the best thinp 
the Bums set, verbatim — and an nnpnblw 
fragment in the Herd MS. : — 

** 0«ts like milk, and Dogs like Broo, 
LadB like luaee and luaee Uda too : 
And they *re a* nodding, nidding, niddiiw, noddiiif • 
They *re a* nodding at our house at hame. 

** Kate sits i* the neuk sapping hen broo, 
Deil take Kate if she does not Know it too; 
And they *re a* nodding, nidding, nidding, Doddiaf. 
They 're a' nodding at our house at liaaM.* 



CHORUS 

We 're a' noddin, 
Nid nid noddin, 
We 're a' noddin 
At our house at hame ! 



" GuiD e'en to you, kimmer, 
And how do ye do ? " 

" Hiccup I " quo kimmer, 

« The better that I 'm fou ! " 



O, GUID ALE COMES 
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II 



Kate sits i' the neuk, 

Sappin hen-broo. 
Deil tak Kate 

An she be na noddin too ! 



Ill 



** How 's a* wi* you, kimmer ? 

And how do you fare ? " 
*' A pint o' the best o't, 

And twa pints mair ! " 



IV 



" How 's a* wi' you, kimmer ? 
And how do ye thrive ? 
How monie bairns hae ye ? " 
Quo' kinmier, " I hae five." 



« Are they a* Johnie's ? " 
** Eh I atweel na: 
Twa o' them were gotten 
When Johnie was awa 1 " 

VI 

Cats like milk, 

And does like broo; 

Lads like lasses weel. 
And lasses lads too. 

CHORUS 

We 're a' noddin, 
Nid nid noddin, 
We *re a* noddin. 
At our house at hame 1 



AY MY WIFE SHE DANG ME 
^et to the tune of My Wife She Dang Me.] 

CHORUS 

O, ay my wife she dang me. 
An' aft my wife she bang'd me I 
If ye gie a woman a' her will, 
Guid faith ! she 11 soon o'ergang ye. 



Ox peace an' rest my mind was bent, 
And, fool I was \ I married; 

Bat never honest man's intent 
Sae cursedly miscarried. 



II 

Some sairie comfort at the last, 
When a' thir days are done, man: 

My ** pains o' hell '' on earth is past, 
I 'm sure o' bliss aboon, man. 

CHORUS 

O, ay my wife she dang me, 
An' aft my wife she bang'd me 1 
If ye j?ie a woman a' her will, 
Guid nuth I she '11 soon o'ergang ye. 



SCROGGAM 



There was a wife wonn'd in Cockpen, 

Scroggam I 
She brew'd euid ale for gentlemen: 
Sing Auld Cowl, lay you down by me — 
Scroggam, my dearie, ruffum 1 

II 

The guidwife's dochter fell in a fever, 

Scroggam I 
The priest o' the parish fell in anither: 
Sing Auld Cowl, lay you down by me — 
Scroggam, my dearie, ruffum I 

III 

They laid the twa i' the bed thegither, 

Scrog^m I 
That the heat o' the tane might cool the 

tither: 
Sing Auld Cowl, lay you down by me — 
Scroggam, my dearie, ruffum I 



O, GUID ALE COMES 



CHORUS 



O, piid ale comes, and guid ale goes, 
Guid ale gars me sell my hose, 
.Sell my hose, and pawn my shoon — 
Guid flJe keeps my heart aboon I 



I HAD sax owsen in a pleugh. 
And they drew a' weel eneugh : 
I sell'd them a' just ane by ane — 
Guid ale keeps the heart aboon I 
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Goid ale hands me bore and haay, 
Gars me moop wi' the Bervant hiuie. 
Stand i' the stool vhen I hae dune — 
Guid ale keeps tbe heart aboon I 



O, Ettid alo comes, and goid ale goes, 
Grmd ale gtia me iell my bow, 
Sell m; hose, and pawn mj shoon — 
Guid Me keeps my heart abooD I 



ROBIN SHURE IN HAIRST 

" I am still cateriog tor Jobiuou'i pnhlica- 
(ion, aod amone othera, 1 have bnubed np the 
fijlowiiig old favourite eoag a little, with a 
view to ^our worabip. I have on]; altered a 
word ber« and there ; 1)111 if yoa like the hn- 



(R.i 



ary 6tb, 1780.) 



M Robert AisaUe, Jaau- 



Robin shiire in haint, 
I shure wi' bim: 

Fient a beuk had I, 
Tet I stack by him. 



I OAED up to Danao 

To warp a wab o' platdeo 
At his daddie's jett 

Wba met me but Robin I 



Was na Robin bauld, 
Tho' I waa a cottar 7 

Play'd me sic a trick. 

An' me the Eller's docbter I 



Robiu promis'd me 

A' »)■ winter vittle: 
Fient haet he had hut three 

Gu»e feathers and a whittle t 






CHORUS 

Robin shure ii 

I shore vi 
Fient a henk had I, 

Yet I stack by him. 



Does haughty Gaul inra^oD threat f 

Then let the loone beware. Sir I 
There 's wooden walls npon our seal 

And volunteers on shore. Sir I 
The Nith shall run to Corsinoos, 

And Criffel sink in Sol way, 
Ere we permit a foreign foe 

On British ground to rallj I 

0, let us not, like snarlinR tyke*, 

In wrangling be difid^, 
Till, slap t come in an nnco kMiD, 

And wi' a rung decide it ! 
Be Britain still to Britain true, 

Amang ourscls united t 
For never but by British buds 

Mann British wrangs be rioted I 



The kettle o' the Kirk and State, 

Perhaps a clout may fail in t; 
But Dei] a foreign tinkler loon 

Shall ever ca' a nail in 't ! 
Onr fathers' blude the kettle boaght, 

And whn wad dare to spoil it, 
By Beav'ns I tbe sacrilegious dog 

Shall fuel be to boil it I 

IV 

The wretch that would a tyrant own, 

And the wretch, his true.«wani bnAit, 
Who would set the mob above the tliiw. 

May tbey be dantn'd together I 
Who nill not sing God >ave the Kmg 

Shall hang as bigb 's the st«eple; 
But while we sing God tave ike King, 

We 'II ne'er forget the People I 



O, ONCE I LOV'D A BONIE LASS 

" The followinf eompodtJon wM tbt £|«^ 
"' B. and don "~ -- '- -■™' 



m J performanceB. and dona at an aarij jw*' 
of We. when my heart gloweil wilh i««» 
warm simplipitv ; nnacquainted. and ^"^ 
rnpted with the'wayi of n wiokrd world. T» 
performBnce is. indetid, very pnerile and dI!?^ 
buf: 1 am olway* pleased with it, as it ivt*^ 



MY LORD A-HUNTING 
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to my mind those happy days when my heart 
was yet honest and my tongue was sinoere. 
The subject of it was a young girl who really de- 
served all the praises I haTe bestowed on her.'* 
(R. B.) In the Autobiogr€qihic€d Letter to Dr. 
moore, he states that the young girl was his 
partner in ** the labora of harrest." ^^ Among 
her other loye-inspiring qualifications," so he 
further relates, " sne sung sweetly ; and 't was 
her fayonrite reel to which I attempted giving 
an embodied Tehide in rhyme. I was not so 
presnmptaye as to imagine that I would make 
yerses like printed ones, composed by men who 
had Greek and Latin ; but my girl sung a song 
which was stud to be compoMd by a smafi 
country laird's son, on one of his father's 
maids, with whom he was in loye ; and I saw 
no reason why I might not rhyme as well as he, 
for except shearing sheep and casting peats, 
his father living in the moors, he had no more 
aoholaroraft than I had." 

His criticism of the song (in the First Com- 
mon Place Book) is interesting enough to re- 
*print in full : '' The first distich of the first 
stanza la quite too much in the flimsy strain of 
our ordinary street ballads ; and on the other 
hand, the second distich is too much in the other 
extreme. The expression is a little awkward, 
and the sentiment too serious. Stanza the 
seoond I am well pleased with, and I think it 
emyeys a fine idea of that amiable part of the 
Sex — the agreeables; or what in our Scotch 
dialect we c^ a sweet sonsy Lass. The third 
stanza has a litde of the flimsy turn in it ; and 
the third line has rather too serious a cast. 
The fourth stanza is a very indifferent one; 
the first line is, indeed, all in the strain of the 
aeoond stanza, but the rest is mostly an exple- 
tive. The thoughts in thes fifth stanza come 
finely up to my favourite idea, a sweet sonsy 
Loss; the last line, however, halts a little. 
Ilie same sentiments are kept up with equal 
niirit and tenderness in the sixth stanza, but 
^e seoond and fourth lines ending with short 
syllables hurts the whole. The seventh stanza 
hms several minute faults ; but I remember I 
composed it in a wild enthusiasm of passion, 
and to this hour I never recollect it, but my 
heart melts, and my blood sallies at the re- 
membrance." 



O, ONCE I lov'd a bonie lass, 

Ay, and I love her still I 
And whilst that virtue warms my breast, 

1 11 love my handsome Nell. 

II 



But for a modest gracef u' mien 
The like I never saw. 



Ill 



A bonie lass, I will confess. 

Is pleasant to the e'e; 
Bat without some better qualities 

She 's no a lass for me. 



IV 



But Nelly's looks are blythe and sweet. 

And, what is best of a', 
Her reputation is complete 

And fair without a flaw. 



She dresses ay sae clean and neat, 

Both decent and genteel; 
And then there 's something in her gait 

Gars onie dress look weel. 

VI 

A gaudy dress and |^ntle air 
May slightly touch the heart; 

But it 's innocence and modesty 
That polishes the dart. 

VII 

'T is this in Nelly pleases me, 
'Tis this enchants my soul; 

For absolutely in my breast 
She reigns without controul. 



As bonie lasses I hae seen. 
And monie full as braw, 



MY LORD A-HUNTING 

CHORUS 

My lady's gown, there 's gairs upon 't, 
And gowden flowers sae rare upon 't; 
But tfenny's jimps and jirkinet, 
My lord thinks meikle mair upon 't I 



Mt lord a-hunting he is gane. 
But hounds or hawks wi' him are nane; 
By Colin's cottage lies his game. 
If Colin's Jenny be at hame. 

II 

My lady 's white, my lady 's red. 
And kith and kin o' Cassillis' blude; 
But her ten-pnnd lands o' tocher guid 
Were a' the charms his lordship lo'ed. 
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ni 



Oat o'er yon muir, oat o'er yon mofls, 
Whare gor-cooks thio' the heather puSy 
There wons aald Colin's bonia hu»y 
A lily in a wilderness. 



IV 



Sae sweetly move her genty limbs, 
Like music notes o' lovert' hymns ! 
The diamond-dew in her een sae Uae, 
Where langhing love sae wanton swims I 



My lady 's dink, my lady 's drest, 
The flower and fancy o' the west; 
But the lassie that a man lo'es beat, 
*0, that 's the lass to mak him blest I 

CHORUS 

My lady 's gown, there 's gairs npcm 't, 
And gowden flowers sae rare npon 't; 
Bat Jenny's jimps and jirkinet. 
My lord thinks meikle mair npon 't I 



SWEETEST MAY 

An imitation, open and unabashed, of Ram- 
say's My Sweetest May, Let Love Incline Thee. 



Sweetest May, let Love inspire thee ! 
Take a heart which he designs thee: 
As thy constant slave regard it. 
For its faith and truth reward it. 

II 

Proof o' shot to birth or money, 
Not the wealthy but the bonie. 
Not the hieh-bom but noble-minded, 
In love's silken band can bind it. 



MEG 0' THE MILL 



O, KEN ye what Meg o' the Mill has got- 
ten? 

An' ken ye what Meg o' the Mill has got- 
ten? 



A braw new naig wi' the tail o' a xottn, 
And that 'a what Meg o* the Millhiigot- 
tenl 

n 

O, ken ye what Meg o* the IfiD Io'm 

deariy? 
An' ken ye what Meg o* the Mill lo'v 

dearly? 
A dram o' gaid stnmt in a morning esily, 
And that 's what Meg o* the IfiU Io'm 

dearly I 

ni 

O, ken ye how Meg o' the Mill was nst" 

ned? 
An' ken ye how Meg o' the Mill was mir- 

ried? 
The priest he was oizter'dy the elaik he utt 



And that 'a how Meg o' the Mill was mu^ 
ried I 

IV 

O, ken ye how Meg o' the Mill vw 

bedded? 
An' ken ye how Meg o' the MiU wm 

bedded? 
The groom gat sae f u' he fell awald beiide 

it, 
And that 's how Meg o' the Mill wtf 
bedded 1 



JOCKIE'S TA'EN the PARTING 

KISS 



JocKiE 's ta'en the parting kiss. 
O'er the mountains he is gane, 

And with him is a' my bliss — 
Nought but griefs with me remaio* 

II 

Spare my Inve, ye winds that blaw, 
Plashy sleets and beating rain I 

Spare my luve, thou feathery snsw, 
Drifting o'er the frozen plain 1 

III 

When the shades of evening creep 
O'er the dav's fair gladsome e^, 

Sound and safely may he sleep. 
Sweetly blythe his wankening be 1 



THERE 'S NEWS, LASSES, NEWS 
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IV 



will think on her he loves, 
ondly he 11 repeat her name; 
where'er he distant roves, 
oekie's heart is still at hame. 



LAY THY LOOF IN MINE, 
LASS 

CHORUS 

a^ thy loof in mine, lass, 
lune, lass, in mine, lass, 
[ swear on thy white hand, lass, 
hat thou wilt be my ain I 



VE to Love's unbounded sway, 
; has wrought me meikle wae; 
>w he is my deadly fae, 
ess thou be my ain. 

II 

's monie a lass has broke my rest, 
or a blink I hae lo'ed best; 
ou art queen within my breast, 
ever to remain. 

CHORUS 

fty thy loof in mine, lass, 
line, lass, in mine, lass, 
swear on thy white hand, lass, 
"hat thou wilt be my ain 1 



.D IS THE E'EN IN BLAST 



4nu> is the e'enin blast 
O' Boreas o'er the pool 
a' dawin, it is dreary, 
When birks are bare at Yule. 

II 

, cauld blaws the e'enin blast. 
When bitter bites the frost, 
ad in the mirk and dreary drift 
The hills and glens are lost I 



III 



Ne'er sae murky blew the night 
That drifted o'er the hill, 

But bonie Peg-a-Ramsay 
Gat grist to her mill. 



THERE WAS A BONIE LASS 
A cento of old oatoh words. 



There was a bonie lass, and a bonie, bonie 
lass. 
And she loed her bonie laddie dear. 
Till War's loud alarms tore her laddie frae 
her arms 
Wi' monie a sigh and a tear. 

II 

Over sea, over shore, where the cannons 
loudly roar, 
He still was a stranger to fear. 
And nocht could him quail, or his bosom 
assail. 
But the bonie lass he loed sae dear. 



THERE'S NEWS, LASSES, NEWS 



CHORUS 



Hie wean wants a cradle. 
And the cradle wants a cod. 

An' I '11 no gang to my bed 
Until I get a nod. 



There 's news, lasses, news, 

Guid news I 've to tell I 
There 's a boatfu' o' lads 

Come to our town to sell 1 

II 

"Father," quo' she, " Mither," quo' she, 
" Do what you can: 
1 11 no gang to my bed 
Until I get a man!" 

in 

I hae as guid a craft rig 
As made o' yird and stane; 
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And waly fa' the ley-orap 
For I maun till'd again. 



CHORUS 



The wean wants a cradle, 
And the cradle wants a cod, 

An' 1 11 no gang to my bed 
Until I get a nod. 



O, THAT 1 HAD NE'ER BEEN 
MARRIED 

CHORUS 

Ance crowdie, twice crowdie, 
Three times crowdie in a day I 

Gin ye crowdie onie mair, 
Ye 11 crowdie a' my meal away. 



O, THAT I had ne'er been manied, 
I wad never had nae care I 

Now I 've gotten wife an' bairus. 
An' they cry " Crowdie " «^*^ 



evermair. 



II 



Waef a' Want and Hanger fley me, 
Glowrin by the hallan en'; 

Sair I fecht them at the door, 
But ay I 'm eerie they come ben. 



CHORUS 



Ance crowdie, twice crowdie. 
Three times crowdie in a day t 

Gin ye crowdie onie mair, 
Ye 11 crowdie a' my meal away. 



MALLY 'S MEEK, MALLY 'S SWEET 

CHORUS 

Mally 's meek, Mally 's sweet, 
Mally 's modest and discreet, 
Mally 's rare, Mally 's fair, 
Mally 's ev'ry way complete. 



As I was walking up the street, 
A barefit maid I chanc'd to meet; 

Bnt O, the road was very hard 

For that fair maiden's tender feet ! 



n 

It were mair meet that tboae fine faet 
Were weel laoed up in ailkien ahoont 

An' 'twere more fit toat ahe ahoiild at 
Within yon eharioi gilt abooo 1 

ni 

Her yellow hair, beyond oompara, 
Comes tnmbling down hSi swan-vUto 
neck, 

And her twa eyes, like stars in akiei» 
Woold keep a sinking ship fraa wnikl 

CHORUS 

Mally 'a meek, Mally 'a sweet, 
Mally 's modest and dis e ieet , 
Mally 's rare, Mally *s fiur. 
Mally 's er'xy way ocmiplets. 



WANDERING WILUE 



Hebe awa, there awa, wandering Wflliei 
Here awa, there awa, hand awa hime ! 

Come to my bosom, my ae only dearie, 
And tell me then bnng'at me my Willie 
the same. 

II 

Lond tho' the Winter blew oaald at ov 

parting, 
'T was na the blast brought the tear in 

my e'e: 
Welcome now Sinamer, and welcome bJ 

waiie. 

The Simmer to Nature, my Willie toinel 

in 

Rest, ye wild storms in the caTe o' jflv 

slumbers — 

How your wild howling a loTcr alarmi 1 

Wauken, ye breezes, row sently, ye hSkf^ 

And waft my dear la&ie ance mair to 

my arms. 

t 

IV 

But O, if he 's faithless, and minds na kii 
Nannie, 
Flow still between us, thon wide-roariaf 
main I 
May I never see it, may I nerer trow it, 
DVit, dying, believe tiiat my Willie 's dj 
ainl 



OPEN THE DOOR TO ME, O 
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LADS O' GALLA WATER 



braw ladB on Tarrow braes, 
rove amang the blooming heather; 
rrow braes nor Ettrick shaws 
natch the lads o' Galla Water. 

II 

re is ane, a secret ane, 
Q them a' I loe him better; 
1 be his, and he 11 be mine, 
K>nie lad o' Galla Water. 

Ill 

us daddie was nae laird, 

Jio' I hae nae meikle tocher, 

h in kindest, tmest love, 

I tent our flocks by Galla Water. 

rv 

was wealth, it ne'er was wealth, 
ooft contentment, peace, and plea- 
ore: 

ids and bliss o' mutual love, 
ftt 's the chiefest warld's treasure ! 



AULD ROB MORRIS 



's Auld Rob Morris that wons in 
on glen, 

te kmg o' guid fellows and wale of 
^d men: 

gowd in his coffers, he has owsen 
iid kine, 
bonie lassie, his dautie and mine. 

II 
resh as the morning the fairest in 

reet as the ev'ning amang the new 

•y, , 

he and as artless as the lambs on 

he lea, 

tf to my heart as the light to my e*e. 

Ill 

she's an heiress, auld Robin's a 
aird, 

r daddie has nocht but a cot-house 
jid yard 1 



A wooer like me maunna hope to come 

speed: 
The wounds I must hide that will soon be 

my dead. 

IV 

The day comes to me, but delight brings 

me nane; 
Hie night comes to me, but my rest it is 

nne; 
I wander my lane like a night-troabled 

g^iaist, 
And I sigh as my heart it wad burst in my 

breast. 



O, had she but been of a lower degree, 

I then might hae hop*d she wmL smil'd 
upon me I 

O, how past descriving had then been my 
bbss, 

As now my distraction no words can ex- 
press I 



OPEN THE DOOR TO ME, O 



O, OPEX the door some pity to shew. 

If love it may na be, O I 
Tho' thou hast been false, 1 11 ever prove 

true — 
O, open the door to me, O ! 

II 

Cauld is the blast upon my pale cheek, 
But caulder thy love for me, O : 

The frost, that freezes the life at my heart. 
Is nought to my pains frae thee, O I 

III 

The wan moon sets behind the white wave. 
And Time is setting with me, O : 

False friends, false love, farewell ! for mair 
1 11 ne'er trouble them nor thee, O 1 

IV 

She has open'd the door, she has open'd it 
wiae, 
She sees the pale corse on the plain, O, 
*'My true love I " she cried, and sank down 
by his side — 
Never to rise again, O I 
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fi 



WHEN WILD WAR'S DEADLY 

BLAST 



When wild War's deadly blast was blawn, 

And gentle Peace returning, 
Wi' monie a sweet babe fatherless 

And monie a widow mourning, 
I left the lines and tented field, 

Where lang I 'd been a lodger, 
My humble Knapsack a' my wealth, 

A poor and honest sodger. 

II 

A leal, light heart was in my breast, 

My hand unstain'd wi' plunder. 
And for fair Scotia, hame again, 

I cheery on did wander: 
I thought upon the banks o' Coil, 

I thouj^ht upon my Nancy, 
And ay I mina't the witchine smile 

That caught my youthful nmcy. 

Ill 

At length I reach'd the bonie glen, 

Where early life I sported. 
I pass'd the mill and trysting thorn. 

Where Nancy aft I conrt^. 
Wha spied I but my ain dear maid, 

Down by her mother's dwelling. 
And tum'd me round to hide the flood 

That in my een was swelling ! 

IV 

Wi' alter'd voice, quoth I : — " Sweet lass. 

Sweet as yon hawthorn's blossom, 
O, happy, happy may he be. 

That 's dearest to thy bosom ! 
My purse is light, I 've far to gang. 

And fain wiul be thy lodger; 
I 've serv'd my king and country lang — 

Take pity on a sodger." 



Sae wistfully she gaz'd on me. 

And lovelier was than ever. 
Quo' she: — "A sodj^r ance I lo'ed, 

Forget him shall 1 never. 
Onr humble cot, and hamely fare. 

Ye freely shall partake it; 
That gallant badge — the dear cockade — 

Ye re welcome for the sake o't ! " 



VI 

She gaz'd, she reddened like a iom, 

Syne, pale like oid6 lily. 
She sank within my arms, and cried:— 

«< Art thou my mn dear Willie?'* 
** By Him who made yon son and sky, 

Dj whom tme lore *a r^;arded, 
I am the man ! And thus may still 

True lovers be rewarded ! 

VII 

** The wars are o'er and I 'm oome hame, 

And find thee still troe-hearted. 
The' poor in gear, we 're rich in love. 

And mair, we 'se ne'er be parted." 
Quo' she: ** My grandsire left me gowd, 

A mailen plenish'd f airijr I 
And oome, my faithfa' sodger lad. 

Then 'rt welcome to it deariy 1 " 

vui 

For gold the merchant ploaghs the miB, 

The farmer ploughs the manor; 
But glory is the sodger^s prise. 

The sodger's wealth is nonour I 
The brave poor sodger ne'er despise, 

Nor count him as a stranger: 
Remember he 's his country^ stay 

In day and hour of danger. 



DUNCAN GRAY 

Enclosed, together with Atdd Rob Morrity to 
Thomson 4th December, 1702 : " The foregone 
I submit, my dear Sir, to your better jadgmest ; 
acquit them or condemn them as seemeu good 
in thy sight. Duncan Gray is that kina of 
lighthorse gallop of an air vhich preelodM 
sentiment. The ludicrous is its mting feature.'' 



Duncan Gray cam here to woo 

(Ha, ha, the wooing o't I) 
On blythe Yule-Ni^ht when we were fon 

(Ha, ha, the woomg o't !^. 
Maggie coost her head fu' high, 
Loolrd asklent and unco skeigh, 
Grart poor Duncan stand abeigh — 

Ha, ha, the wooing o't I 



II 



Duncan fleech'd, and Duncan pray'd 
(Ha, ha, the wooing o't 1), 



LET NOT WOMEN E'ER COMPLAIN 
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deaf as Ailsa oraig 
if the wooing o't I), 
igh'd baith oat and in, 
ten baith bleer't an' blin', 
iwpin o'er a linn — 
the wooing o't 1 

III 

Chance are bnt a tide 
if the wooing o't !) : 
ove is sair to bide 
if the wooing o't !). 
like a fool," quoth he, 
knghty hizzie die ? 
j^ to — France for me I " — 
the wooing o't ! 

IV 

mes, let doctors tell 

», the wooing o't I) : 

' sick, as he grew hale 

, the wooing o't I). 

r in her bosom wrings, 

a sigh she brings, 

ler een they sptuc sic things 1 - 

the wooing o t ! 



as a lad o' grace 

, the wooing o't I), 

was a piteous case 

, the wooing o't !) : 

>uld na be her death, 

>ity smoor'd his wrath; 

're crouse and canty baith — 

the wooing o't ! 



ED SWAIN, THE PLEA- 
SURE 



£D swain, the pleasure 
ickle Fair can give thee 
, fairy treasure — 
lopes will soon deceive thee: 
lows on the ocean, 
>reezes idly roaming, 
ud's uncertain motion, 
are but types of Woman 1 

II 

hou not ashamed 
)at upon a feature ? 



If Man thou would'st be namkl, 
Despise the silly creature 1 

Gro, find an honest fellow. 
Good claret set before thee, 

Hold on till thou art mellow, 
And then to bed in glory ! 



HERE IS THE GLEN 

** I know yon valoe a composition beoanse it 
is made by one of the great ones as little as I 
do. However, I got an air, pretty enough, 
composed by Lady Elizabeth Heron of Heron, 
which she calls The Banks of Cree. Gree is a 
beantifnl romantio stream, and, as her ladyship 
IS a pertionlar friend of mine, I have written 
the following song to it." (R. B. to Thomson.) 

The tone did not please Thomson, who set 
the verses to The Flowers of Edinburgh, That 
they made a love-song for Maria Riddell, as 
some hold, is scarce consistent with Bnms^s 
statement. Moreover, he most have intended 
that Lady Elizabeth Heron should see them. 



Here is the glen, and here the bower 

All underneath the birchen shade. 
The village-bell has toU'd the hour — 

O, what can stay my lovely maid ? 
'T is not Maria's whispering call — 

'T is bnt the balmy-oreathing gale. 
Mixed with some warbler's dying fall 

The dewy star of eve to luul I 

II 

It is Maria's voice I hear ! — 

So calls the woodlark in the grove 
His little faithful mate to cheer: 

At once 'tis music and 't is love I 
And art thou come ? And art thou true ? 

O, welcome, dear, to love and me, 
And let us all our vows renew 

Along the flowery banks of Cree 1 



LET NOT WOMEN E'ER COM- 
PLAIN 

Alternative EngUsh words to the tone Dun^ 
can Gray: "These English songs gravel me 
to death. I have not that command of the 
language that I have of my native toi^fue. 
In fact, I think my ideas are more barren in 
English than in Scottish. I have been at Dim- 
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can Gray to dress it in Ebglioli, bnt all 1 can 
do if deplorably atupid." (It. B. to ThoiOBOD, 
lUth Oitober, 17M.) There U nothing to add 
to this, eiuept that the song eiiBtB (if that can 
be said to etJBt which ia never sung, never 
qnoted, and if ever read, immediately forgot- 
ten) ai pore Buini. 



Let not women e'er oomplaia 

Of incoDBtaucy in love ! 
Let not women e'er complain 

Fickle man is apt to rove I 
Ixiok abroad thro Nature's range. 
Nature's mighty law is change: 
Ludiea, would it not be strange 

Mui should then n monster prove ? 



Mark the winds, and mark the skies, 
Ocean's ebb and ocean's flow. 

Sun and moon but set to rise. 
Round and round the seasons go. 

Why then, ask of Erillj man 

To oppose great Nature's plan? 

Wl' 'U be constant, while we can — 
You can be no more, joii know ! 



LORD GREGORY 



Ene'lish 
fher 



■t of Bt 



jeot, which 

tend to enter the li«t» with Peter — that woBlIl 
be presarnptian indeed I M; song, though 
maoh inferior iu poeCia merit, baa. I think, 
more of the ballad wmplioit; in it" (R. B. to 
Thomwin, 20th Jsnnarj, 17B3.) 



0, MISS, mirk is this midnight hour, 
And loud the tempest's roar ! 

A waefu' wanderer seeks thy tower — 
Lord Gregory, ope thy door. 



Lord Gregory, mind'st thoQ not tbe grim 

By bonie Irwine side. 
Where first I own'd that virgin love 

I lang, lang had detiied ? 

How aften didst thon pledge ud vow, 

Thou wad for ay be mine I 
And my fond heart, itsel' sae true, 

It ne'er mistrusted thine. 



Hard is thy heart, I*ord Gregory, 

And flinty is thy breast: 
Thou bolt of Heaven that flashest by, 

O, wilt thou bring me rest 1 

Ye mastering thunders from kbore, 

Yoor willing victim see. 
But spare and pardon my fause love 

His wrangs to Heaven and me ! 



O POORTITH CAULD 

Gilbert Bums told Thomson that Bint'i 

heroine was " a Miaa Jane Blackstock. ifur- 
wards Mra. Whittier of Liverpool.'' But ii 
was probably Jean Lorimer (see coti, p. 3M 
Prefatory Note to Lassie mi' lie Uiit-M' 
Locks), who was then oontemplating Ihemr 
ri^c of whiah she instantly rvpeoted. OFtr- 
tilh Cauld is held to refer to her f«jeciii«' 
ganger for the man she niarried («w »*■ 

t. 231, Prefatory Note to Craigifbum H'm/I 
t was Bent to Thomaon in Janoarr. lil'i 
for the tune of Catdd Kail in Aberdm : W 
Thomson tliought the verBes had "tooniwbcJ 
nneaaj, cold reflection tor the air." To tku 
Boma : " The ohjections are joat, bet 1 ou" 
make it better. Tlie staff won't bear mai- 
ing ; yet for private reasons, I ehoold lik? u»" 
it in print." With a new choras ud c^ 
amendments, it waa set in the end to I $«• ' 
Borae and I Had Nae Hair. 



CHORirs 



O, why should Fate sic pleasnre hsn. 

Life's dearest bands untwining? 
Or why sae sweet a flower aa lote 

Depend on Fortune's shining? 



v 



SAW YE BONIE LESLEY 
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O PooRTiTH canld and restless Love, 
Ye wrack my peaoe between ye 1 

Yet poortith a' Icoold forgive, 
An 't were na for my Jeanie. 



II 



The warld's wealth when I think on. 
Its pride and a' the lave o't — 

Mycnrse on silly coward man, 
That he should be the slave o't I 



in 



Her een sae bonie blue betray 
How she repays my passion; 

But prudence is her o*erword ay: 
She talks o' rank and fashion. 



IV 



O, wha can prudence think upon, 
And sic a lassie by him ? 

O, wha can prudence think upon, 
And sae in love as I am ? 



How blest the wild-wood Indian's fate I 
He woos his artless dearie — 

Tbe silly bogles. Wealth and State, 
Can never make him eerie. 

CHORUS 

O, why should Fate sic pleasure have, 
Life's dearest bands untwining ? 

Or why sae sweet a flower as love 
Depend on Fortune's shining ? 



O, STAY, SWEET WARBLING 
WOOD-LARK 



O, 8TAT, sweet warbling wood-lark, stay. 
Nor quit for me the trembling spray 1 
A hapless lover courts thy lay, 

Thy soothing, fond complaining. 
Again, again that tender part, 
That I may catch thy melting art I 
For surely that wad touch her heart, 

Wha lolls me wi' disdaining. 



II 

Say, was thy little mate unkind, 
And heard thee as the careless wind ? 
O, nocht but love and sorrow join'd 

Sic notes o' woe could* wauken I 
Thou tells o' never-ending care, 
O' speechless grief and dark despair — 
For pity's sake, sweet bird, nae mair. 

Or my poor heart is broken ! 



SAW YE BONIE LESLEY 

*' Bonie Lesley^' was Mias Leslie Baillie, 
daughter of Mr. Baillie of Mayfield, Ayrshire. 
She married, in June, 1799, Mr. Robert Gum- 
ming of Logie, and died in July, 1843. "The 
heart-stmok awe, the distant humble approach, 
the delight we should have in gazing upon and 
listening to a messenger of Heaven, appearing 
in all the unspotted purity of his celestiiu 
home, among the coarse, polluted, far inferior 
sons of men, to deliver to them tidings that 
make their hearts swim in joy, and their ima- 
ginations soar in transport — such, so delighting 
and BO pure were the emotions of my soul on 
meeting the other day with Miss Lesley Baillie, 
yoor neighbour at Mayfield. Mr. B., with his 
two daughters, accompanied with Mr. H. of Q., 
passing throu&Hbi Dumfries a few days ago on 
their way to England, did me the honour of 
calling on me; on which I took my horse — 
though God knows I conld ill spare the time 
— and accompanied them fourteen or fifteen 
miles, and dined and spent the day with them. 
*TwaB about nine, I think, that I left them, 
and riding home I composed the following 
ballad, of which you will probably think yon 
have a dear bargain, as it will cost you anoUier 
groat of postage. You must know that there 
is an old ballad beginning with : — 

* My Bonie liuie Baillie, I *11 rowe thee in my plaiddie,* 

so I parodied it as follows, which is literally 
the first copy ^unanointed, unannealed,* as 
Hamlet says." (R. B. to Mrs. Dunlop, 22d 
August, 1792.) 

I 

O, SAW ye bonie Lesley, 

As she gaed o'er the Border ? 

She 's gane, like Alexander, 
To spread her conquests farther I 

II 

To see her is to love her. 
And love but her for ever; 
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For Nature made her what the is. 
And never made anither 1 



III 



Thou art a queen, fair Lesley — 
Thy subjects, we before thee 1 

Thou art divine, hax Lesley — 
The hearts o' men adore thee. 



IV 



The Deil he could na skaith thee, 
Or aught that wad belang thee: 

He 'd look into thy bonie face, 
And say: — *'I canna wrang thee !^ 



The Powers aboon will tent thee, 
Misfortune sha'na steer thee: 

Thou 'rt like themseP sae lovely, 
That ill they 'U ne'er let near thee. 

VI 

Return again, fair Lesley, 

Return to Caledonie ! 
That we may brag we hae a lass 

There 's nane again sae bonie. 



SWEET FA'S THE EVE 



Sweet fa's the eve on Craigiebum, 
And blythe awakes the morrow. 

But a' the pride o' Spring's return 
Can yield me nocht but sorrow. 

II 

I see the flowers and spreading trees, 

I hear the wild birds singing; 
But what a weary wight can please, 

And Care his bosom is wringing ? 

Ill 

Fain, fain would I my griefs impart, 

Tet dare na for your anger; 
But secret love will break my heart, 

If I conceal it lang^r. 

IV 

If thou refuse to pity me, 

If thou shalt love another. 
When yon green leaves fade f rae the tree. 

Around my grave they '11 wither. 



YOUNG JESSIE 

" I send jon a song on a edelinitad hAStm- 
able toast in tliis eoonfery to tnitBofiit i)iai^" 
(R B. to Thomson.) 

The hdy was ICm Jesrie Slaig (dai«litarof 
Ptovost Smg of Dnmfries), on wlwae neovny 
from a daj^rons iUnees Buns aftemidi 
wrote the epgtam To Dr. MtucwtU (see aate. 
p. 190). She manned Major WniiuB Idler. 
son of Mr. Miller of Dal s w luhm , and died at 
twenty-siz in the Maceh of 1801. 



Tbttb hearted was he, the aad swain 0' the 
Yarrow, 
And fair are the maids cm the hsnki d 
the Ayr; ■ 
Bnt by the sweet side o' the Nith's wind- 
ing river 
Are lovers as faithful and ™y*^i*— as 
fair: 
To equal ypung Jessie seek Sooiia all over— 
To equal young Jessie yoa seek it is 
vain ! 
Grace, beauty, and elegance fetter her loTer, 
And maidenly modesty fixes the chain. 

II 

Fresh is the rose in the gay, dewy mtan- 
ing, 
And sweet is the lily at evening eloee; 
But in the fair presence o' lovely yooog 
Jessie 
Unseen is the lily, unheeded the rose. 
Love sits in her snule, a wizard ensnaiin;; 
Enthron'd in her een he delivers his lav; 
And still to her charms she alone is s 
stranger: 
Her modest demeanour 's the jewel of >'• 



ADOWN WINDING NITH 

** Another favourite air of mine is ^ 
Muckin 0* Geordie'a Byre. When nag 1^ 
with expression, I have wished that it kid 
better poetry : that I have endeavoured to sip- 
ply as follows. . . . Mr. Clarke begs job ^ 
give Miss Phillis a corner in your B«>k, as ^ 
is a particnlar Flame of his. Sbe is a Miv 
Phillis M'Murdo, sister to the ' Bonie Jes>> 
which 1 sent yon some time ago. HieTait 
both pupils of his.'* (R. B. to Thomaoo. Ai- 
gnst, 1703.) 



BLYTHE HAE I BEEN ON YON HILL 
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PhUlis M'Mnrdo married Norman Lookhart, 
afterwards third baronet of Camwath. Before 
tkia, Buma had tent Thomson another sonff 
on the same lady, PhUlis the Fair, with which 
he did not pretrad to be satisfied, and which 
Tlioniaon did not accept (see pott, p. 813). 

CHORUS 

Awa wi' your belles and your beaaties — 
They never wi' her can compare 1 

Whaever hae met wi' my Philm 
Has met wi' the Queen o' the Fair ! 



Adown winding Nith I did wander 
To mark the sweet flowers as they spring. 

Adown winding Nith I did wander 
Of Phillis to muse and to sing. 

II 

The Dajsy amns'd my fond fancy, 

So artless, so simple, so wild: 
" Thon emblexn," said I, « o' my Phillis " — 

For she is Simplicity's child. 

Ill 

Hie rose-bnd 's the blush o' my charmer, 
Her sweet balmy lip when 't is prest. 

How fair and how pure is the lilyl 
But fairer and purer her breast. 

IV 

Ton knot of gay flowers in the arbour. 
They ne'er wi' my Phillis can yie: 

Her breath is the breath of the woodbine, 
Its dew-drop o' diamond her eye. 



Her voice is the sons o' the morning. 
That wakes thrc? the green-spreading 
groTe, 

When Phebus peeps over the mountains 
On music, and pleasure, and Ioto. 

VI 

But Beauty, how frail and how fleeting I 
The bloom of a fine summer's day ! 

While Worth in the mind o' my Phillis 
Will flourish without a decay. 

CHORUS 

Awa wi' your belles and your beauties — 
They neyer wi' her can compare I 

Whaeyer hae met wi' my Phillis 
Has met wi' the Queen o' the Fair I 



A LASS Wr A TOCHER 

'* The oUier day I strong up a kind of rhap- 
sody to anoUier Hibernian melody that I admire 
much." (R. B. to Thomson, Febmanr, 1707.) 
The " Hibernian melody ^* was Bcuinamona 
Ora. 

CHORUS 

Then hey for a lass wi' a tocher. 
Then hey for a lass wi' a tocher, 
Then hey for a lass wi' a tocher. 
The mce yeUow guineas for me I 



AwA wi' your witchcraft o' Beauty's 

alarms, 
The slender bit beauty you grasp in your 

arms ! 
O, gie me the lass that has acres o' charms 1 
O, gie me the lass wi' the weel-stocldt 

farms! 

II 

Tour Beauty 's a flower in the morning 

that blows. 
And withers the faster the faster it grows ; 
But the rapturous charm o' the bonie green 

knowes. 
Ilk spring they 're new deokit wi' bonie 

white yowes ! 

Ill 

And e'en when this Beauty your bosom has 

blest. 
The brightest o' Beauty may cloy when 

possess'd; 
But the sweet, yeUow darlings wi' Geordie 

impress'd. 
The langer ye hae them, the mair they 're 

oarest I 

CHORUS 

Then hey for a lass wi' a tocher. 
Then hey for a lass wi' a tocher. 
Then hey for a lass wi' a tocher. 
The mce yeUow guineas for me I 



BLYTHE HAE I BEEN ON YON 

HILL 

Saggested by Fraser Uie obolst^s interpre- 
Ution of The Quaker's Wife: *'Mr. Fraser 
plays it slow, uid with an eipressfon that 
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»» 



quite chamui me. I got saoh an enthnnast in 
it that I made a aong for it, which I here sab- 
join, and enclose Fraser's set of the tone. If 
they hit yonr fancy they are at yonr serrioe ; 
if not, return me the tune, and I wHl put H in 
Johnson's Museum. 1 think the song is not in 
my worst manner." * (EL B. to Thomson, Jnne, 
1793.) 

Later, in his remarks on Thomson's Xrtsf, 
he inserted Blythe Hoe I Been am Yam Hill: 
** which," he wrote, ** is one of the finest songs 
ever I made in my life ; and is comj^osed on a 
young lady, positively Ihe most beantifnl lovely 
woman in ihe world. As I purpose giving yon 
the name and designation of all my herauMS 
to appear in some future edition of your work, 
perlukps half a century hence, you must oer- 
taioly include the boniest lass in the world in 
your coUection." For the ** boniest lass in the 
world," see ante, p. 275, Prefatory Note to 
Saw Ye Banie Lesley, 



Bltthe hae I been on yon hill 

As the lambs before me, 
Careless ilka thought, and free 

As the breeze flew o'er me. 
Now nae langer sport and play, 

Mirth or sang can please me: 
Lesley is sae fair and coy, 

Care and anguish seize me. 

II 

Heavy, heavy is the task, 

Hopeless love declaring I 
Trembling, I dow nocht out glower, 

Sighing, dumb despairing ! 
If she winna ease the thraws 

In my bosom swelling. 
Underneath the grass-green sod 

Soon maun be my dwelling. 



BY ALLAN STREAM 

**I walked out yesterday evening with a 
volume of the Museum in my hand, when, 
turning up Allan Water (^ What number shall 
my Muse repeat,* etc.), it appeared to me rather 
unworthy of so fine an air ; and recollecting it 
is on your list, I sat and raved under the shade 
of an old thorn, till I wrote one to suit the 
measure. I may be wrong, but I think it is 
not in my worst style." (R. B. to Thomson, 
August, 1793.) 



Bt Allan stream I ehaae'd to roDe, 

While Fhebna mnk beyond Bodedi; 
The winds were whispering tiiro' the giofc^ 

The vellow oom was waving ready; 
I listen^ to a lorer's sanff* 

An' thought on yoathfirpleasBies BMSUfl^ 
And ay the wild-wood eehoes rang: — 

** O, my love Annie 's yeiy bonie I 

n 

** O, liappy be the woodbine bower, 

Nae mghtly bogle make it eerie I 
Nor ever sorrow stain the boor, 

The place and time I met m j dearie I 
Her brad upon my throbbing brearti 

She, sinking, said : — ' 1 'm thise foi 
ever I ' 
Wkile monie a kiss the seal imprsst^ 

The saored vow we ne'er shonld/cfcr." 

in 

The hannt o' Spring 's the primfose-lme. 

The Summer joys the floeks to foDov. 
How cheery thro' her short'ning day 

Is Autumn in her weeds o' yellow I 
But can they melt the glowing heart, 

Or chain the soul in speechless i^ 
sure, 
Or thro' each nerve the raptoie dart, 

Like meeting her, our bosom's treatoie? 



CANST THOU LEAVE ME 

Sent to Thomson, 20th November, iT^i 
*' Well, I think this, to be done in two « 
three turns across my room, and with two tf 
three pinches of Irish blaokguard, is not for 
amiss. You see I am determined to hxn nj 
quantum of applause from somebody.' ' (B.B.) 

CHORUS 

Canst thou leave me thus, my Katie j 
Canst thou leave me thus, my Kstie ! 

Well thou know'st my aching heart, 
And canst thou leave me thus for pitj ' 



Is this thy plighted, fond remrd : 
Thus cruelly to jMurt, my Katie ? 

Is this thy faithful swain's reward : 
An aching broken heart, my Katie? 



FAREWELL, THOU STREAM 
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II 



Farewell I And ne'er sneh sorrows tear 
That fickle heart of thine, my Katie I 

Thoo may'st find those will love thee dear, 
Bnt not a lore like mine, my Katie. 



CHORUS 



Canst thoa leave me thus, my Katie I 
Canst thoa leave me thus, my Katie, 

Well thou know'st my aching heart. 
And canst thoa leave me thus for pity ? 



COME, LET ME TAKE THEE 

** That time, Cauld Kail, is such a favonrite 
of yours that I onoe rored out yester evening for 
a yloamiu shot at the Muses ; when the Muse 
that wesides o*er the shores of Nith, or rather 
my old inspiring dearest nymph, Coila, whis- 
pi«ed me the foUowing. I have two reasons for 
tliinlctng that it was my eariy, sweet Insuirer 
that was by my elbow, * smooth-gliding witnout 
step,' and pouring the song on my glowing 
fancy. In the first place, sinoe I left Coila^ 
natiTe haunts, not a fragment of a Poet has 
arisen to cheer her solitary musings by catch- 
ing inspiration from her, so I more than sus- 
pect she has followed me hither, or at least 
made me an occasional visit; secondly, the 
last staasa of this sons^ I sent you is the very 
words that CoUa taught me many years ago, 
and which I set to an old Scots reel, in John- 
son's MuteuwL*^ (R. B. to Thomson, August, 

1793.) The song referred to is And I'll KUs 

Thee Yh (ante, p. 213). 



CoMX, let me take thee to my breast. 

And pledge we ne'er shall sunder. 
And I snail spurn as vilest dost 

The world's wealth and grandeur I 
And do I hear my Jeanie own 

That equal transports move her ? 
I ask for dearest life alone. 

That I may live to love her. 

II 

Thus in my arms, wi' a' her charms, 
I clasp my countless treasure, 

1 11 seek nae mair o' Heav'n to share 
Than sic a moment's pleasure I 



And by thy een sae bonie blue 
I swear I 'm thine for ever. 

And on thy lips I seal my vow, 
And break it shall I never I 



CONTENTED WI' LITTLE 



CoMTENTBD wi' little and cantie wi' mair, 
Whene'er I forgather wi' Sorrow and Care, 
I ffie them a skelp, as they 're oreepin alang, 
wi' a cog o' guid swats and an aold Scot- 
tish sang. 

II 

I whyles claw the elbow o' troublesome 
Thought; 

But Man is a soger, and Life is a fau^ht. 

My mirth and guid humour are emu m my 
pouch. 

And my Freedom 's my lairdship nae mon- 
arch daur touch. 

Ill 
A towmond o' trouble, should that be my 

A night o' guid fellowship sowthers it a' : 
When at the blythe end o' our journey at 

last, 
Wha the Deil ever thinks o' the road he 

has past ? 

IV 

Blind Chance, let her snapper and stoyte 
on her way, 

Be 't to me, be 't ^ae me, e'en let the jade 
gae I 

Come Ease or come Travail, come Pleasure 
or Pain, 

My warst word is : — " Welcome, and wel- 
come again ! " 



>» 



FAREWELL, THOU STREAM 

The second set of a song which originally 

began: — 

** The iMt tima I came o'er the moor 
And loft Maria't dwolUaff.** 

The heroine was Maria Riddell, to whom 
Bums sent a copy. To tlus he added this note 
(unpublished ^) : *' On reading over the song, I 

1 That k, before the Centensry KdttUm. 
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see it is bnt a cold, ioanimated eomposEtioii. 
It will be abeolutely neoeaaary for me to get in 
lore, dse I shall nerer be able to make a iine 
worth mading on the snbjeet." In Janoaiy, 
1704, occurred the estrangement £rom Mn. 
Riddell (see ante, pp. 178, 179, IVe£itarr Note 
to Impromptu on mrs. Bidddtt Birthday} ; and 
in Jnly, 1794, Bums informed Thomson that ha 
meant to set the verses he had sent him for 
UuLaMt Time I Came O'er the Moor to Na»eg'$ 
to the Greenwood Gone, and that he had '^made 
an alteration in the beginning." 



Farewell, thou stream that winding flows 
Aroond Fliza's dwelling ! 

Mem'ry, spare the cm^ throes 
Within my bosom swelling: 

Condemned to drag a hopeless chain 

And yet in secret langoish. 
To feel a fire in every vein 

Nor dare disclose my anguish I 

n 

Love's veriest wretch, unseen, unknown, ■ 

I fain my griefs would cover: 
The bursting sigh, th' unweeting groan 

Betray the hapless lover. 

1 know thou doom'st me to despair, 
Nor wilt, nor canst relieve me; 

But, O £liza, hear one prayer — 
For pity's sake forgive me I 

III 

The music of thy voice I heard. 

Nor wist while it enslav'd me ! 
I saw thine eyes, yet nothing fear'd, 

Till fears no more had sav'd me I 
Th' unwary sailor thus, aghast 

The wheeling torrent viewing, 
'Mid circling horrors sinks at last 

In overwhelming ruin. 



HAD I A CAVE 

" That crinkmn-cranknm tunCf Bobin Adair, 
has nm so in my head, and I succeeded so ill 
in my last attempt [Phillis the Fair, see 
post J p. 313], that I yentnred in my morning's 
walk one essay more. You, my dear Sir, will 
remember an unfortunate part of our worthy 
friend Cunningham's story, which happened 
about three years ago. Thiftt struck my fancy, 
and I endeavoured to do the idea poetic justice, 
as follows." (K. B. to Thomson, August, 
1703.) 



See further. Pr e fat ory Notes to Ama {uk, 
p. 96); 2^ Aiex. Cmuungkam (oafs, p. 140); 
and ^ 't Fair ami Fwm (mte, p. SMQ. 

I 
HADlaoaTe 

On some wild distant dioiey 
Where the winds howl 
To tlie waTe't dashing roar, 
Then wooU Iw«;^ my ^oe., 
There seek my lost repose, 
Till grief my eyes shoiild elose, 

Ne'er to wake more I 

« 

II 

Falsest of womankind^ 
Can'st thoa deelare 
All thy fond, plighted tows 
fleeting as air ? 
To thy new lover hie, 
Langh o'er thy perjury, 
Then in thj bosom try 
What peace is there I 



HERE'S A HEALTH 



Ci 



I once mentioned to you an air which I 
have long admired, Here *8 Health to Tkn 
That '« Awa, Hinney ; bnt I foiget if yoo took 
notice of it. I have just been trying to rait it 
with verses ; and I beg leave to reoommeBd 
the air to your attention once more.** (R- B. 
to Thomson, May, 1706.) About a fortni£ht 
before his death he sent a oopy to Aleiaoder 
Cunningham: **Did Thomson show yon tiw 
following song, tiie last I made, or probablj 
will make for some time ? ** 

The heroine, Jessie Lewars, sister of Job 
Lewars, a fellow-exciseman, was of grest tf^ 
vice to the Bums household during theltft 
illness. She is also commemorated in oertuB 
complimentary verses {ante, pp. 148, 102). an^ 
in that very beautiful sone, O, Wert Vmi* 
the Cauld Blast {fost, p. 315). On Sd Jtafi. 
1799, she married Mr. James Thomson, Writer 
in Dumfries, and she died 26th BCay, 1855. 

CHORUS 

Here 's a health to ane I loe dear ! 
Here 's a health to ane I loe dear 1 
Thou art sweet as the smile when fond lov- 
ers meet. 
And soft as their parting tear, 

Jessy — 
And soft as their parting tear I 



IT WAS THE CHARMING MONTH 
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THo' thoa maun never be mine, 
iltho' even hope is denied, 
B sweeter for thee despairing 
'han ought in the world beside, 

Jessy — 
lian oaght in the world beside I 

u 

oum thro' the gay, gaudy day, 
s hopeless I muse on thy charms; 
welcome the dream o' sweet slumber I 
or then I am lockt in thine arms, 

Jessy — 
or then I am lockt in thine arms I 

CHORUS 

ere 's a health to ane I loe dear I 
ere 's a health to ane I loe dear I 
u art sweet as the smile when fond 

lovers meet, 
nd soft as their parting tear, 

Jessy — 
nd soft as their parting tear I 



W CRUEL ARE THE PARENTS 

A Mog altered from an old 1^^"g1ifh one " 
B.), [which begins] : 

** How criMl U that |«r«iit*t om«, 
Who liohea only prisM.** 



How cruel are the parents 

Who riches only prize. 
And to the wealthy booby 

Poor Woman sacrifice I 
Meanwhile the hapless daughter 

Has but a choice of strife: 
To shun a tyrant father's hate 

Become a wretched wife I 

II 

The ravening hawk pursuing, 

The trembling dove thus flies: 
To shun impending ruin 

Awhile her pinion tries. 
Till, of escape despairing. 

No shelter or retreat. 
She trusts the ruthless falconer. 

And drops beneath his feet 



HUSBAND, HUSBAND, CEASE 
YOUR STRIFE 



** HuBBAXB, husband, cease your strife, 
Nor longer idly rave, sir ! 
Tho' I am your wedded wife. 
Yet I am not your slave, sir.' 
** One of two must still obey, 
Nancy, Nancy ! 
Is it Man or Woman, say, 
My spouse Nancy ? " 



n 



II 

« If 't is still the lordly word. 
Service and obedience, 
I '11 desert my sov'reign lord. 
And so goodbye, allegianoe I " 
« Sad will I be so bereft, 
Nancy, Nancy I 
Yet I '11 try to make a shift, 
My spouse Nancy I " 

III 

<< My poor heart, then break it must, 
My last hour I am near it: 
When you lay me in the dust, . 
Think, how will you bear it ? " 
" I will hope and trust in Heaven, 
Nanov, Nancy ! 
Strength to bear it will be given, 
My spouse Nancy." 

IV 

** Well, sir, from the silent dead, 
Still I '11 try to daunt you: 
Ever round your midnight bed 
Horrid sprites shall utunt you I " 
*' 1 11 wed another like my dear, 
Nancy, Nancy I 
Then all Hell will fly for fear. 
My spouse Nancy ! " 



IT WAS THE CHARMING MONTH 

Meant as EDglish words to Daintw Davie^ 
and abridged from a song in The Tea-TdbU 
MiiceUany. " You may t^k meanly of this, 
but take a look at the bombast original and 
yon will be sarprised that I have made so 
much of it" (K. B. to Thomson, November. 
HM.) 



* 

/ 
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SONGS FROM THOMSON'S <• SCOTTISH AIRS" 



All Um same, Burns latlier teleeted from 
UuM ronewed and re-incpind tlia '^bombatt 
original.** Pmotioally nothii^ is his Imt the 
MpMits and th« ohoras; and ersn tfaqpe have 
tluiir mmiM in th« M i t nU an y . The rat of his 
Biii Is liftsd *' almost word lor wofd, and sim- 
ply sditsd and reananfsd. 

CHORUS 

I^Tely was the by the dawn, 
Youthful Chloe, oharmiiig CUoey 

Tripping o*er the P^^J lawn. 
The youthful, oWming CUoe I 



It was the ohanning month of May, 
When all the ilow*ni were fresh and gay, 
One morning, by the break of day, 

The youthful, charming CUoe, 
I'Vom p««aoefttl slumber rae arose, 
(}irt on her mantle and her hose. 
And o*er the flow*ry mead she goes — 

The youthful, charming Chloe 1 

II 

Tho fonthorM people you might see 
IVrt^h'd all arouna on eTery tree 1 
With nott^s of sweetest melody 

Thoy hail the charming Chloe, 
Till, iiainting gay the eastern skies. 
The ffloriiMis sun began to rise, 
OutrivalM by the nuliant eves 

Of youthful, charming Chloe. 

CHORUS 

Lovoly waM she by the dawn. 
Youthful Chloe, charming Chloe, 



Triitping oVr the pearly lawn, 
'1 ho youthful, cbarmmg Chloe 



I 



LAST MAY A HRAW WOOER 



I. AM I' Muy a braw wooer cam down the 
liMi^ glon, 
Ami Muir wi* his lo?e he did deave me. 
I Mill tliisro was uaethiug I hated like 
until : 
'lUu iluuon gae wi*m to beliere me, be- 

linvo uid - - 
I hu ilmiitit gae wiSii to believe me I 



n 



He spak o* the darts in mjbonie black sea, 
And Yow'd for mj lore he wns diein. 

I said, he mis^ die iHien he liket fmJmAi 
The Lord lotgie me lor liein, for lism— 
The Lord fcxigie me lor lieitt I 



A weel-stooket mailen, himeel for the kird, 
And marriage aff-hand were his proffen: 

I noTer loot oo that I kenn'd it, or cai^d, 
But thought I might hae wanr offsxt, 

wanr oiffiere*— 
But thought I might hae wanr offen. 

IV 



Bat what wad ye think ? In a fcitvg^ 

or less 

(The DeQ tak his taste to gae near h« I) 

He np the Gate-Skdc to my blaek cows, 

Bessl 

Gness ye how, the jad 1 1 aonld bear her, 

ocold bear her — 
Guess ye how, the jad 1 1 ooold besr her. 



But a' the niest week, as I petted wi' ctre, 

I gaed to the tryste o' Dalfamock, 
And wha but my fine fidue loTer wu 
there? 
I glowr'd as I 'd seen a warlock, a wt^ 

look — 
I glowr'd as I 'd seen a warlock. 

VI 

But owre my left shouther I gae him> 
blink. 
Lest neebours might say I was ssncy. 
My wooer he caper'd as he'd been in 
drink, 
And Tow'd I was his dear lassie, detf 

lassie — 
And Tow'd I was his dear lassie I 

VII 

I spier'd for my cousin fu* coathy viA 
sweet: 
Gin she had reoorer'd her heaiin f 
And how her new shoon fit her tn^^ 
shachl'd feet ? 
But heavens! how he fell a swesiiB** 

swearin — 
But heavens 1 how he fell a swesrio ! 



NOW ROSY MAY 
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VIII 

e beggM for gude sake, I wad be his wife, 
Or else I wad kill him wi' sorrow; 
» e'en to preserve the poor body in life, 
I think 1 mann wed him to-morrow, to- 
morrow — 
I think I maun wed him to-morrow I 



MY NANIE'S AWA 

*' There is one passage in yonr ohanniofl^ 
;ter. Thomson nor Shenstone nerer ezoeeded 
nor often came np to it. I shall oertainly 
lal it, and set it in some future poetio prodno- 
o and get immortal fame by it. *T is where 
n bid the scenes of Nature remind me of 
srinda.*' (SylTander to Clarinda [see Prefa- 
ry Note, ante, p. 138], 7th Februiury, 1788.) 
may be, as some suppose, that this smooth 
d pleasant ditty represents the theft. 



ow in her green mantle blythe Nature 

arrays, 
ad listens the lambkins that bleat o'er tEe 

braes, 
liile birds warble welcomes in ilka green 

shaw, 
it to me it's delightless — my Nanie*8 



II 

le snawdrap and primrose our woodlands 

adorn, 
ad riolets bathe in the weet o' the mom. 
ley pain my sad bosom, sae sweetly they 

blaw: 
tey mind me o' Nanie — and Nanie 's 



I 



III 



ioa laT'rock, that springs frae the dews 

of the lawn 
be shepherd to warn o' the grey-breaking 

dawn, 
lid thou meUow mavis, that hails the 

night-fa, 
ive over for pity — my Nanie 's awa. 

IV 

Miie Autunm, sae pensive in yellow and 

nd soothe me wi' tidings o' Nature's de- 
cay I 



The dark, dreary Winter and wild-driving 

snaw 
Alane can delight me — now Nanie 's awa. 



NOW ROSY MAY 

A rifaecimenio of The OardTner wi* his PaidU 
(afite, p. 218), adapted to the tune of Dainty 
Ikime. The original Dainty Davie, on which 
the ohorus is modelled, is preserred in the 
Herd us. and The Merry Muaee. See also, 
poet, p. 835, Notes to The Jolly Beggars. '* The 
words * Dainty Davie ' glide so sweetly in the 
air, that to a Sooti ear, any song to it, without 
Davie being the hero, would have a lame ef- 
fect." (R. B. to Thomson, August, 1793.) 



CHORUS 

Meet me on the Warlock Knowe, 
Dainty Davie, Dainty Davie I 

There 1 11 spend the day wi' you, 
My ain dear Dainty Davie. 



Now roev May comes in wi' flowers 
To deck her gay, green-spreading bowers; 
And now comes in the happy hoars 
To wander wi' my Davie. 

II 

The crystal waters round us fa'. 
The merry birds are lovers a', 
The scented breezes round us blaw, 
A wandering wi' my Davie. 

Ill 

When purple morning starts the hare 
To steid upon her cany fare. 
Then thro the dews I will repair 
To meet my faithfa' Davie. 

IV 

When day, expiring in the west. 
The curtain draws o' Nature's rest, 
I flee to his arms I loe the best: 
And that 's my ain dear Davie I 

CHORUS 

Meet me on the Warlock Knowe, 
Dainty Davie, Dainty Davie I 

There 1 11 spend the day wi' you. 
My ain dear Dainty Davie. 
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NOW SPRING HAS CLAD 



Now spring has clad the grore in greeny 

And strew'd the lea wi' flowers; 
The furrow'd, waving eom is seen 

Rejoice in fostering showers; 
While ilka thing in nature join 

Their sorrows to forego, 
0, why thos all alone are mine 

The weary steps o' woe 1 

n 

The trout within yon wimpling bom 

Glides swift, a silver diurt, 
And, safe beneath the shady thorn, 

Befies the angler's art: 
Mylif e was ance that careless stream. 

That wanton trout was I, 
But Love wi' unrelenting beam 

Has scorch'd my fountains dry. 

in 

The little floweret's peaceful lot, 

In yonder cliff that grows, 
Which, save the linnet s flight, I wot, 

Nae ruder visit knows. 
Was mine, till Love has o'er me past. 

And blighted a' my bloom; 
And now beneath the withering blast 

My youth and joy consume. 

IV 

The waken'd laVrock warbling springs. 

And climbs the early sky. 
Winnowing blythe his dewy wings 

In Morning's rosy eye: 
As little reclrt I Sorrow's power. 

Until the flowery snare 
O' witching Love in luckless hour 

Made me the thrall o' care I 



O, had my fate been Greenland snows 

Or Afric's burning zone, 
Wi' man and Nature leagu'd m^ foes. 

So Peggy ne'er I 'd known I 
The wretch, whose doom is "hope nae 
mair. 

What tongue his woes can tell, 
Within whose bosom, save Despair, 

Nae kinder spirits dwell 1 



O, THIS IS NO MY AIN LASS 



if No Mff Ain Hmue puadas n 
good deal; in faot,I diink toehaiige flw 
nvtfam of the Bat, or ehociM pact of the ti 
wm have a good effeet. I woud have it w 
tfahu^ like <& gallop of tiMfoDoviBg.*' (B 
to llomioo, June, 1796.) In the first dnf 
the Ghoma he wrote "Body** for **LMn 
but in Augn^rt he dixeeted Thomsoa to sol 
tute ''Lassie." 

CHORUS 

O, this is no my ain lassie. 

Fair tho' the laaue be: 
Weel ken I my ain lassie — 

Eand love is in her e'e. 



I BEE a form, I see a face, 
Te weel may wi' the fairest plaee: 
It wants to me the witching graoe. 
The kind love that 'a in her e'e. 

n 

She 's bonie, blooming, straight, and tall, 
And lane has had my heart m thrall; 
And ay it charms my very saul. 
The kind love that's in the e'e. 

Ill 

A thief sae pawkie is my Jean, 
To steal a blink by a' unseen I 
Butgleg as light are lover's een, 
"mien kind love is in the e'e. 

IV 

It may escape the courtly sparks, 
It may escape the learned derks; 
But well the watching lover marks 
The kind love that s in her e'e. 

CHORUS 

O, this is no my ain lassie. 
Fair tho' the lassie be: 

Weel ken I my ain lassie — 
Kind love is in her e'e. 



O, WAT YE WHA THAT LO'ES > 

CHORUS 

O, that 's the lassie o' my heart. 
My lassie ever dearer 1 






SCOTS, WHA HAE 



28s 



O, that 's the qaeen o' womankind, 
And ne'er a ane to peer her ! 

I 

O, WAT ye wha that lo'es me, 
And has my heart a keeping ? 

O, sweet is she that lo'es me 
As dews o' summer weeping, 
In tears the rosebuds steeping I 

n 

If thou shalt meet a lassie 

In gprace and beaaty charming. 

That e'en thy chosen lassie, 

£rewhile thy breast sae warming, 
Had ne'er sic powers alarming: — 

m 

If thou hadst heard her talking 
(And thy attention 's plighted), 

That ilka body talking 

But her by thee is dighted, 
And thou art all-delighted: — 

IV 

If thou hast met this fair one. 
When frae her thou hast parted. 

If every other fair one 

But her thou hast deserted. 
And thou art broken-hearted: — 

CHORUS 

O, that 's the lassie o' my heart. 

My lassie ever dearer I 
O, that 's the queen o' womankind, 

And ne'er a ane to peer her ! 



SCOTS, WHA HAE 

flist published in The. Morning Chronicle, 
May, 17§4. Replying to Perry^s offer of an 
engagement on that print, Bums wrote : *' In 
the meantime they are most welcome to my 
ode ; only let Uiem insert it as a thing they 
have met with by accident and unknown to me." 
Accordingly, the ode was thus ingenuously 
prefaced : If the following warm and animat- 
ing ode was not written near the times to which 
it applies, it is ene of the most faithful imita- 
tions of the simple and beautifol style of the 
Scottish bards we ever read, and we know but 
of one living Poet to whom to ascribe it : " a 
piece of criticism which, if yon reflect that in 
grammar, style, cast, sentiment, diction, and 
turn of phrase, the ode, though here and Uiere 



its spelling deviates into Scots, is pure Eigh- 
teenth Century English, says little for the 
soundness of Perry s judgment, however it 
may approve the kmdness of his heart. 

Varying accounts are given of the time and 
circumstances of its origin. John Syme con- 
nects it with a tour with Bums in Ghdloway in 
July, 1793 : " I told you that in the midst of 
the storm on the wilds of Kenmure, Boms was 
rapt in meditation. What do you think he 
was about? He was charging the English 
army along with Bruce at Bannockbum. He 
was engaged in the same manner on our ride 
from SL Mary's Isle, and I did not disturb 
him. Next day he produced me the following 
address of Bruce to his troops, and gave me a 
copy for DalzelL" Bums tells a different tale. 
After some remarks to Thomson (August or 
Sei»tember, 1793), on the old air HeyTutti 
Taitiy and on Uie tradition that ** it was Kobert 
Brace's march at the battle of Bannockbum," 
he introduces Scots Wha Hae : ** This thought, 
in my yesternight's evening walk, roused me 
to a pitch of enthusiasm on Uie theme of lib- 
erty and independence, which I threw into a 
kind of Scots ode, fitted to the air, that one 
might suppose to be the g^allant royal Scot's 
address to his heroic followers on that eventful 
morning." The two statements are irreconcil- 
able ; and we must conclude either that S3rme 
misdated the tour, and that the " yesternight " 
of Bums was the night of his return to Dum- 
fries, or that Bums did not g^ve Syme a copy 
until some time after his return, and that, like 
some other drcumstanoes he was pleased to 
father, his *' yester-night's evening walk " need 
not be literally interpreted. 

Thomson reprobated the *' idea of giving it a 
tune so totally devoid of interest or g^randeur " 
as Hey TuUte Taitie, and suggested certain 
additions in the fourth line of each stanza to 
fit it to that of Lewie Gordon, To accept these 
expletives was to ruin the effect ; but as in the 
case of Ye Flowery Banks 0' Bonie Voon, ac- 
cepted they were. Some other suggestions 
Bums declined : *^ I have scrutinized it over 
and over ; and to the world, some way or other, 
it shall go as it is." At the same time, he 
seems to have been scarce reconciled to the 
ohangfe to Lewie Gordon, for says he : ** It yrill 
not in the least hurt me, tho' you leave the 
song out altogeUier, and adhere to your first 
idea of adopting Logan's verses." But hav- 
ing agreed to it, he adopted the change in 
all such copies as he sent out in MS. After 
the publication of the Thomson Correspondence, 
general opinion pronounced in favour of Sey 
Tuttie Taitie ; and Thomson published the ode 
as written, and set it to the air for which it 
was made, and to which (as sung by Braham 
and others) it owes no little of its fortune. 
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In sending a copy (now in Harvard Univer- 
sity Library) to Lord Bnohan, Bums was 
moved to descant on tlie battle itself : *' Inde- 
pendently of my enthusiasm as a Sootsman, I 
nave rarely met with anything in history which 
interests my feelings as a man equal with the 
story of Bannookbnm. On Ae one hand a 
cmel, bnt able usurper, leading on the finest 
army in Europe, to extinguish the last spark 
of freedom among a sreatly-daring and greatly- 
injured people ; on me other hand, the desper- 
ate relics of a gallant nation, devoting them- 
selves to rescue their bleeding country or 
perish with her. Liberty I thou art a prise 
truly and indeed invaluable, for never canst 
thou be too dearly bought." Some have con- 
cluded therefrom that the writer had mixed 
his usurpers, and thought that the Edward 
beaten at Bannockbum was the MaUmu Scoto- 
rum, the victor of Falkirk and the hangman 
of Sir William WaUaoe. But if ha dS, he 
was afterwards better informed ; for to a copy 
(now in the Corporation Council Chamber, 
Edinburgh) presented to Dr. Hughes of Here- 
ford (8th August, 1705) he appended the fol- 
lowing note : *' TiuE battle was the decisive 
blow which first put Robert the First, com- 
monly called Robert de Bruce, in quiet pos- 
session of the Scottish throne. It was fought 
against Edward the Second, son to that Ed- 
ward who shed so much blood in Scotland in 
consequence of the dispute between Bruce and 
Baliol." It is also to the purpose to note that, 
on the poet's own showing (letter to Thomson), 
this very famous lyric was inspired, not only 
by the tibought of Bannockbum, but also ** by 
the glowing ideas of some other struggles of 
the same nature not quite so ancient : " that, in 
other words, it is partly an effect of the French 
Revolution. 

The stanza, binding-rhyme and all, is that 
of Helen of Kirkconnelf a ballad which Bums 
thought ** silly to contemptibility : — 

*' I wish I were where Helm Ilea ! 
Night and day on me the cries ; 
O, that I were where Helen Ilea 
On fair Kirkconnel Lea I " 



Scots, wha hae wi' Wallace bled, 
Scots, wham Bruce has aften led. 
Welcome to your goij bed 
Op to Yictorie I 

II 

Now 's the day, and now 's the hour: 
See the front o' battle lour, 
See approach proud Edward's pMOwer 
Chains and slaverie 1 



III 

Wha will be a traitor knave ? 
Wha can fill a'cowaid's graTe ? 
Wha Bae bate as be asUire? — 

Let him torn, and fk 

IV 

Wha for Scotland's King and Law 
Freedom's sword will stronely dw 
Freeman stand or freeman la', 

Let him follow me ! 



By Oppression's woes and pains. 
By year sons in servile chams, 
We will drain onr dearest veins 

But the J shall be free 

VI 

Lay the prond usurpers low I 
Tyrants fall in every foe ! 
Liberty 's in every blow I 

Let us do, or die ! 



THEIR GROVES O' SWEET 
MYRTLE 

'* The Irish air. Humours of Glen, is a gri 
favourite of mine, and as, except the si 
verses in The Poor Soldier ^ there are not * 
decent words for it, I have written for it 
follows." (R. B. to Thomson, April, 1795) 



Their groves o' sweet myrtle let forei 
lands reckon. 
Where bright-beaming summers ei 
the penume I 
Far dearer to me yon lone glen o' gr< 
breckan, 
Wi' the bum stealing under the Ui 
yellow broom; 
Far dearer to me are yon humble bro 
bowers, 
Where the blue-bell and gowan 1< 
lowly, unseen; 
For there, Ughtly tripping among the « 
flowers, 
A-list'ning the linnet, aft wanders 
Jean. 



HIGHLAND MARY 
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II 

Tho' rich is the breeze in iheir gay, sanny 
Tallies, 
And cauld Caledonia's blast on the wave, 
Their sweet-scented woodlands that skirt 
the proad palace, 
What are they? — The haunt of the 
tyrant and slave ! 
The slave's spicy forests and gold-bubbling 
fountains 
The brave Caledonian views wi' disdain: 
He wanders as free as the winds of his 
mountains, 
Save Love's willing fetters — the chains 
o' his Jean. 



THINE AM I 

bttended as English words to The Quaker* s 
Wife. It is possible that the veraes had done 
duty with Clarinda : " I have altered the first 
stanza, which I would have to stand thus : 

** * Thine am I, my faithful Fair, 
Well thou may'st discover I 
Brerr polae along my Teins 
TeUB the ardent Lover.' *' 

(R. B. to Thomson, 19th October, 1794.) But 
on 2d August, 1795, being louf , long off with 
Clarinda and very much on wi& Jean Lorimer, 
lie wants his first line changed to ** Thine am 
I, my Ghloris fair : '' ** If vou neglect the al- 
teration, I call on all the Nine conjunctly and 
severally to anathematise you." A pairallel 
ease is Uiat of Mr. Arthur Pendennis, tnrif tily 
tnminff his Fotheringay rhymes to account 
with Uiss Amory. 



Thine am I, my faithful Fair, 

Thine my lovely Nancy I 
Ev'ry pulse along my veins, 

Ev'ry roving fancy I 
To thy bosom lay my heart. 

There to throb and languish. 
Tho' despair had wrung its core, 

That would heal its ang^sh. 

II 

Take away those rosy lips 
Rich with balmy treasure I 

Turn away thine eyes of love, 
Lest I die with pleasure 1 



What is life when wanting love ? 

Night without a morning ! 
Love the cloudless summers sun. 

Nature gay adorning. 



THOU HAST LEFT ME EVER, 

JAMIE 

Suggested to Thomson (September, 1793) as 
words for Fee Him Father : "I enclose you 
Fraser's set of this tune when he plays it slow : 
in fact, he makes it the language of despair ! 
I shall here g^ve you two stanzas in that style, 
merely to try if it will be any improvement. 
Were it possible, in singing, to g^ve it half Uie 
pathos which Fraser g^ves it in playing, it 
would make an admirably pathetic song. I 
do not give these verses for any merit they 
have. I composed tiiem at the time in whicn 
* Patie Allan's mither de'ed ' — that was * about 
the back o' midnight ' — and by the leeside of 
a bowl of punch, which had overset every mor- 
tal in company except the Hautbois and the 
Muse." 



Thou hast left me ever, Jamie, 

Thou hast left me ever I 
Thou hast left me ever, Jamie, 

Thou hast left me ever I 
Aften hast thou vow'd that Death 

Only should us sever; 
Now thou 'st left thy lass for ay — 

I maun see thee never, Jamie, 

I '11 see thee never I 

II 

Thou hast me forsaken, Jamie, 

Thou hast me forsaken I 
Thou hast me forsaken, Jamie, 

Thou hast me forsaken I 
Thou canst love another jo, 

While my heart is breaking — 
Soon my weary een 1 11 close. 

Never mair to waken, Jamie, 

Never mair to waken I 



HIGHLAND MARY 

Sent to Thomson, 14th November, 1792: 
^* The foregoing song pleases myself ; I think 
it is in my happiest manner; you will see at 
first glance that it suits the air. The subject 



.- f -SCOTTISH AIRS" 



^ :ii. 



j-'A3i«» of my inspiration) she suggestt^d .in 
^» vhich on my return from the viziit I 
«:* Ofjrht into the following soiifC'** (K. H. to 
""ii c*.m in November, 171*4.) For Chloris »«• 
'>jc. p. 1*80^ Prefatory Note to LassU- art' ila 
'^.iz-^rhite Locks. 



■M 1 r*ct'>' 



-M^ . irs. 



V JS., 



I .ii^ 



•.VilV^ 



U*-.' ■ 



X . " >^ 



fair 



^.*y. *■ 






ilY Chloris, mark how green the groves, 
The primrose banks how fair ! 

rbe balmy gales awake the llowers, 
And wave thv flaxen hair. 



II 



The lav'rock shuns the pahiee gay, 
And o'er the cottage sings: 

For Nature smiles as sweet, I ween, 
To shepherds as to king^. 



Ill 



Let minstrels sweep the skilfu* string 

In lordly, lighted ha': 
The shepherd stops his sim])le reed, 

Blvthe in the birken shaw. 



IV 



The princely revel may survey 
Our rustic dance wi' scorn; 

But are their hearts as li«;ht as ours 
Beneath the milk-white thorn ? 



V 



The shepherd in the flowery glen 
In shci)licrd's phrase will woo: 

The courtier tells a finer tale — 
But is his heart as true ? 



VI 



Here wild-wood flowers I 've pu'd, to «lfi'k 
That spotless breast o' thine : 

The courtier's gems may witness love — 
But 't is ua hive like mine ! 



FAIREST MAID ON DEVON 
BANKS 

Bums's hist song. *' I tricil my li.md •'» 
Rothinnurchlf this morning. The ni«?itfure » 
so difficult that it is impossible to infus*^ nimli 
genius into tin* lint*8 ; thev are on th** othrr 
Bidf." (K. B. to Thomson.' 12th July. l7'.»«- ' 

As in 17S7 he hud eomplimentcMl Ch.irlott'^ 
Hamilton in T/ie Banks of the Dtvon. it iv-^) 



LASSIE Wr THE LINT-WHITE LOCKS 
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be that she ia the '* fairest maid" of the pre- 
sent songf although some refer it to a break in 
his friendship widi Peggy Chalmers, or to her 
refusal to marry him (see antCy p. 214, Prefa- 
tory Note to Where J Braving Angry Winter*8 
Storms). But, although the Devon is real 
enough, the ** maid " in this case may have been 
pure fiction. 

CHORUS 

Fairest maid on Devon banks, 
Crystal Devon, winding Devon, 

Wilt thou lay that frown aside, 
And smile as thou wert wont to do ? 



Full well thou know'st I love thee dear — 
Conldst thou to malice lend an ear I 
O, did not Love exclaim : — " Forbear, 
Nor use a faithful lover so I " 

II 

Then come, thou fairest of the fair, 
Those wonted smiles, O, let me share, 
And by thy beauteous self I swear 
No love but thine my heart shall know ! 

CHORUS 

Fairest maid on Devon banks. 
Crystal Devon, winding Devon, 

Wilt thou lay that frown aside. 
And smile as thou wert wont to do ? 



LASSIE wr THE LINT-WHITE 

LOCKS 

** I have finished my song to Rothiemurchie^ s 
Bant. . . . The piece has at least the merit of 
being a regular pastoral ; the vernal mom, the 
summer noon, the autumnal evening, and the 
winter night, are regularly rounded." (K. B. 
to Thomson, November, 1704.) 

The Chloris who did duty as Bnms's Muse 
for some time after his break with Maria Rid- 
dell was the daughter of William Lorimer, 
farmer and publican, Kemmishall, near Dum- 
fries. She was bom in September, 1775, at 
Cnugiebnm Wood, which her poet has associ- 
ated with a Mr. Gillespie, a brother ganger 
(see p. 231), and his passion for her — Oilles- 
pie*8 disappointment, when she eloped to 
Gretna Orsen with a prodigal young English- 
maa, one Whepdale, tenant of a farm near 
Moiffat, being shadowed forth in O Poortith 



Cauld (p. 274). The lady was still a bride, 
when her husband fled his creditors across the 
border ; and, her illusion being no more, she 
returned to her parents and resumed her 
maiden name. Her misfortunes so touched 
the Bard Uiat he became exceedingly en- 
amoured of her. He re-wrote Whistle and 
1 HI Come to You My Lad in her honour ; on 
her behalf appropriated part of an earlier 
song. And I'U Kiss Thee Yet (p. 213), to com- 
plete Come^ Let Me Take Thee (p. 279) ; cele- 
brated her illness in a new set of Ay Wau- 
kin, O (p. 290, Long^ Long the Night); and 
exalted ner in snch ** reveries of passion " as 
the present song, as My Chioris Mark (p. 288), 
as Mark Yonder Pomp (p. 294), as Forlorn ^ 
My Love (p. 292), and as Ion Mosy Brier (p. 
291), to name but these. He thus described 
to Thomson her relation to his work : " The 
lady on whom it [Craigiebum Wood] was made 
is one of the finest women in ScoUand ; and, 
in fact (entre nous) is, in a manner to me, 
what Sterne's Eliza was to him — a Mistress, 
or Friend, or what you will, in the guileless 
simplicity of Platonic love. (Now don't put 
any of your sqnintmg constractions on this, 
or have any cushmaclavers about it among 
our acquaintances.) I assure you that to my 
lovely Friend you are indebted for many of 
your best songs of mine. Do you think that 
the sober g^-horse routine of existence could 
inspire a man with life, and love, and joy — 
could fire him with enthusiasm or melt him 
with pathos equal to the genius of your Book ? 
No, No ! Whenever I want to be more ihrnn 
ordinary in song — to be in some degree equal 
to your diviner airs — do you imagine I fast 
and pray for the celestial emanation ? Tout 
au contraire ! I have a glorious recipe ; the 
very one that for his own use was invented to 
the Divinity of Healing and Poesy, when erst 
he piped to the flocks of Admetus. I put my- 
self in the regimen of admiring a fine woman ; 
and in proportion to the adorability of her 
charms, in proportion you are delighted with 
my verses.'' Towards the close of 1795 he (for 
whatever reason) grew disenchanted with the 
"adorability" of this particular "fine wo- 
man," and would rather, as we have seen, 
that neither her name nor her " charms " were 
associated with his fame. The poor lady*s 
later years were unfortunate. Her father lost 
his money, and, compelled to support herself, 
she went into service, dying as late as Septem- 
ber, 1831. 



CHORUS 

Lassie wi' the lint-white locks, 
Bonie lassie, artless lassie, 
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Wilt thou wi' me tent the flocks — 
Wilt thou be my dearie, O ? 



Now Natuie deeds the flowery lea, 
And a' is young and sweet like thee, 
O wilt thou share its joys wi' me. 
And say thou It be my dearie, O ? 

II 

The primrose bank, the wimpling bom. 
The cuckoo on the milk-white thorn, 
The wanton lambs at early mom 
Shall welcome thee, my dearie, O. 

Ill 

And when the welcome simmer shower 
Has cbeer'd ilk drooping little flower. 
We '11 to the breathing woodbine-bower 
At sultry noon, my dearie, O. 

IV 

When Cynthia lights wi' silver ray 
The weary shearer's hameward way, 
Thro' yellow waving fields we 11 stray. 
And talk o' love, my dearie, O. 



And when the howling wintry blast 
Disturbs my lassie's midnight rest. 
Enclasped to ray faithfu' breast, 
I '11 comfort thee, my dearie, O. 

CHORUS 

Lassie wi' the lint-white locks, 
Bonie lassie, artless lassie, 

Wilt thou wi' me tent the flocks — 
Wilt thou be my dearie, O ? 



LONG, LONG THE NIGHT 

A rather tawdry set of Ay Wavkiny O (ante^ 
p. 217). See ante, p. 289, Prof atory Note to 
Lassie wi^ the Lint-white I^Kks, 

CHORUS 

Long, long the night, 

Heavy comes the morrow. 

While my soul's delight 
Is on her bed of sorrow. 



Cak I oease to care, 
Can I oease to lanpiliiii, 

While my dariing fur 
Is on toe conon of angniih 1 



II 



Ev'ry hope is fled 
Ev'iy fear is terror: 

Slumbev eVn I dread, 
Ev'ry dream is horror. 



m 



Hear me. Powers Divine: 
O, in pity, hear me ! 

Take anght else of mine. 
But my Chloris spare 



CHORUS 



Lo^, long the nu;lit, 

Heavy oomes &ib morrow, 
While my soul's delight 

Is on her bed of sorrow. 



LOGAN WATER 

" Have you ever, my dear Sir, felt yoor 
bosom ready to bunt with indignatioB 00 
reading, or seeing how these michty rilkiBi 
who divide kingdom against kingdom deaolitt 
provinces and lay Nations waste, out o£ the 
wantonness of ambition, or often from nffl 
more ignoble naaaioos ? In a mood o£ tkii 
kind to-day, I reeolleoted the air of Xo^oi 
IFiater, and it occurred to me that its qwn* 
I0U8 melody probably had its origin from the 
plaintive indignation of some swelling, waSxt- 
ing heart, fired at the tyrannic strides of wim 
Public Destroyer, and overwhelmed with pn- 
vate distress, the consequences of a coantn'i 
ruin. H I have done anything like justice 10 
my feelings, the following song, composed ib 
three-quarters of an hour's lucubrations in bt 
elbow-chair, ought to have some merit ** (R'B* 
to Thomson, 25th June, 1708.) 

^' I remember two ending lines of a rene in 
some of the old songs of Logan TToter (for 
I know a good many different ones) wUek 1 
think pretty : — 

** * Now my dear Ud maun fkoe hit Cms 
Fu-, far frae me and Logan Braoa.' ** 

(R. B. to Thomson, 3d April, 1793.) 



WHERE ARE THE JOYS 
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iAJXy sweetly didst thoa glide 
lay I was my Willie's bride, 
ears sin syne hae o'er us run 
x>gan to Uie simmer sun. 
>w thy flowery banks appear 
Irumlie winter, dark and drear, 
my dear lad maun face his &e8 
ir frae me and Logan braes. 

II 

the merry month of May 
lade our hills and rallies gay; 
irds rejoice in leafy bowers, 
^s hum round the breathing flowers; 
I Morning lifts his rosy eye, 
Iveninfi^s tears are tears o' joy: 
ul delightless a' surveys, 
Willie 's far fra Logan braes. 

Ill 

a yon milk-white hawthorn bush, 
^ her nestlings sits the thrush: 
kithfu' mate will share her toil, 

his song her cares beguile, 
wi' my sweet nurslings here, 
late to help, nae mate to cheer, 
ridow'd niffhts and joyless days, 

Willie 's far frae Logan braes. 

IV 

3 upon you, Men o' State, 
>rethren rouse in deadly hate I 
make monie a fond heart mourn, 
ay it on your heads return ! 
udna 'mid your cruel joys 
idow's tears, the orphan's cries; 
•on may peace bring happy days, 
ITillie hame to Logan braes ! 



YON ROSY BRIER 



VIE was yon rosy brier 
.t blooms sae far frae haunt o' man, 
onie she — and ah, how dear ! — 
haded frae the e'enin sun ! 

II 

osebuds in the morning dew, 

w pure among the leaves sae green ! 



But purer was the lover's vow 
They witnessed in their shade yestreen. 



Ill 



All in its rude and prickly bower. 
That crimson rose how sweet and fah I 

But love is far a sweeter flower 
Amid life's thorny path o' care. 



IV 



The pathless wild and wimpling bum, 
Wi' Chloris in ray arms, oe mine, 

And I the warld nor wish nor soom — 
Its joys and griefs alike resign I 



WHERE ARE THE JOYS 

*' Saw Ye My Father f is one of my greatest 
favourites. The evening before last I wan- 
dered out, and began a tender song in what 
I think is its native style. . . . My song is bat 
just begnn; and I should like, before I pro- 
ceed, to know your opinion of it." (R. B. to 
Thomson, in his comments on the latter's list 
of an hundred songs, September, 1703.) The 
completed song he sent to Thomson shortly 
afterwards, wiUi Uie advioe to set the air to 
the old words, and let his '' follow as English 
verses." 

I 

Where are the joys I hae met in the 
morning, 
That danc'd to the lark's early sang ? 
Where is the peace that awaited my wan- 
d'ring 
At e'ening the wild-woods amang ? 

II 

Nae mair a-winding the course o' yon river 
And marking sweet flowerets sae fair, 

Nae mair I trace the light footsteps o' 
Pleasure, 
But Sorrow and sad-sighing Care. 

in 

Is it that Sununer 's forsaken our vallies, 
And grim, surly Winter is near ? 

No, no, the bees hunmiing round the gay 
roses 
Proclaim it the pride o' the year. 

IV 

Fain wad I hide what I fear to discover. 
Yet lang, lang, too well hae I known: 
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A' that has causM the wreck in my bosom 
Is Jenny, fair Jenny alone ! 



Time cannot aid me, my griefo are inunor- 
tal, 
Not Hope dare a comfort bestow. 
Come then, enamor'd and fond of my an- 
guish, 
Enjoyment I 'U seek in my woe ! 



BEHOLD THE HOUR 

** The following song I have composed for 
Oran Gaoil, the Highlwid air that yon tell me 
in your last you have Tesolved to give a |klaoe 
in your book. I have this moment finished 
the song, so yon have it blowing from the mint. 
If it suit you, well ! if not 'tis also welll " 
(R. B. to Thomson, September, 1793.) 

It IB from a song sent to Clarinda in 1791 ; 
but this itself was Httle more than a transcript 
of a certain Farewell to Nicky to be found in 
The Charmer and other books (aee post j-p, 812). 



Behold the hour, the boat arrive ! 

Thou goest, the darling of my heart ! 
Severed from thee, can I survive ? 

But Fate has wilPd and we must part. 
I 41 often greet the surging swell, 

Yon distant isle will often hail: — 
" E'en here I took the last farewell; 

There, latest mark'd her vanished sail." 

n 

Along the solitary shore. 

While flitting sea^f owl round me cry, 
Across the rolling, dashing roar, 

I '11 westward turn my wistful eye: — 
'* Happy, thou Indian grove," I '11 say, 

" Where now my Nancy's path may be ! 
While thro' thy sweets she loves to stray, 

O, tell me, does she muse on me ? " 



FORLORN, MY LOVE 

'* How do yon like the foregoing^ ? I have 
written it within this hour; bo much for the 
speed of my Pegasus, but what say you to his 
bottom f " (R. B. to Thomson, May, 1795.) 



CHORUS 



O, wert thouy love, bat nmr m% 
Bat near, near, near me, 
How kindly thoa would eheer me, 
And ming^ aighs with mine, lote I 



Forlorn, my love, no comfort neai; 
Far, far from thee I wander here; 
Far, far from thee, the fate severe, 
At which I most repine, love. 

II 

Around me scowls a wintry sky, 
Blasting each bud of hope and joy. 
And shelter, shade, nor home have I 
Save in these arma of thine, love. 

m 

Cold, alter'd friendship's cruel part. 
To poison Fortune's ruthless daft ! 
Let me not break thy faithful heart, 
And say that fate is mine, love ! 

IV 

But, dreary tho' the moments fleet, 
O, let me think we yet shall meet ! 
That only ray of solace sweet 
Can on thy Chloris shine, love I 

CHORUS 

O, wert thou, love, but near me, 
But near, near, near me. 
How kindly thou would cheer me. 
And mingle sighs with mine, love I 



CA' THE YOWES TO THE 
KNOWES 

SECOND SET 

Sent to Thomson in September, 1794, [foor 
years after the appearance of the first set in 
Johnson's Musical Museum], See ante, p. 224, 
Prefatory Note to Ca' the Yowes to the Knovtf 
(first set). 

CHORUS 

Ca' the yowes to the knowes, 
Ca' them where the heather grows, 
Ca' them where the bumie rowes, 
My bonie dearie. 



HOW CAN MY POOR HEART 
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Hark, the mavis' e'eniDe sang 
Soandinfi^ Clonden's woods amang ; 
Then a-ntnlding let us gang, 
My bonie dearie. 



II 



We '11 gae down by Cloaden side. 
Thro' the hazels, spreading wide 
O'er the waves that sweet^ glide 
To the moon sae clearly. 



m 



Yonder Clouden's silent towers 
Where, at moonshine's midnight hours, 
O'er the dewy bending flowers 
Fairies dance sae cheery. 



IV 



Ghaist nor bogle shalt thou fear — 
Thou 'rt to Love and Heav'n sae dear 
Nocht of ill may come thee near, 
My bonie dearie. 



CHORUS 



Ca' the yowes to the knowes, 
Ca' them where the heather grows, 
Ca' them where the bumie rowes, 
My bonie dearie. 



HOW CAN MY POOR HEART 

*'The last evening as I was straying out, 
and thinking of O'er the HilU and Far Away, 
I spun the following stanzas for it; but 
whether my spinning will deserve to be laid 
op in store, like the precious thread of the 
silkworm, or brushed to the devil, like the 
rile manufacture of the spider, I leave, my 
dear sir, to your usual candid criticism. I was 
pleased with several lines in it at first, but I 
own that it appears rather a flimsy business. 
... I give you leave to abuse this song, but do 
it in the spirit of Christian meekness." (R. B. 
to Thomson, 30th August, 1794.) Thomson 
took him at his word, whereupon he replied : 
** I shall withdraw my OV the Seas arui Far 
Away altogether ; it is unequal, and unworthy 
of the work. Making a poem is like begetting 
a son ; 70a cannot know whether you have a 
wise man or a fool, until you produce him to 
the world and try him." 



How can my poor heart be glad 

When absent from my sailor lad ? 

How can I the thought forego — 

He 's on the seas to meet the foe ? 

Let me wander, let me rove. 

Still my heart is with my love. 

Nightly dreams and thoughts by day 

Are with him that 's far away. 
On the seas and far away. 
On stormy seas and far away — 
Nightly breams and thoughts by day, 
Are ay with him that 's far away. 

II 

When in summer noon I faint. 
As weary flocks around me pant. 
Haply in this scorching sun 
My sailor 's tbund'ring at his g^in. 
Bullets, spare my only joy ! 
Bullets, spare my darling boy ! 
Fate, do with me what you may. 
Spare but him that 's far away ! 
On the seas and far away, 
On stormy seas and far away — 
Fate, do with me what you may. 
Spare but him that 's far away ! 

Ill 

At the starless, midnight hour 

When Winter rules with boundless power, 

As the storms the forests tear. 

And thunders rend the howling air, 

Listening to the doubling roar 

Surging on the rooky shore, 

All I can — I weep and pray 

For his weal that 's far away. 

On the seas and far away. 

On stormy seas and far away, 

All I can — I weep and pray 

For his weal that 's far away. 

IV 

Peace, thy olive wand extend 

And bid wild War his ravage end ; 

Man with brother man to meet, 

And as brother kindly g^reet I 

Then may Heaven with prosperous galea 

Fill my sailor^s welcome sails, 

To my arms their charge convey, 

My dear lad that 's far away ! 
On the seas and far away. 
On stormy seas and far away. 
To my arms their charge convey, 
My dear lad that 's far away ! 



/ 
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IS THERE FOR HONEST 
POVERTY 

** A great oritio (Aikm) on BoogB sayi that 
Love and Wine are the exdnnve themes for 
song-writing. The following is on neither sub- 
ject, and oonseqnently is no aong. ... I do 
not giTO yon the foregoing Bong for yonr hook, 
but merely by way of vive la hagateUe ; for .the 

Sieoe is not really poetry." (R. B. to Thomson, 
annary, 1706.) 
In all likelihood the oldest set of For a' Thai 
is one in The Merry Mtues. Apparently sug- 
gested by tiie Highlander's imperfect Scots 
mie hero is specifically some bar^breeohed 
Donald), the phrase was fonnd effectiTe for a 
certain class of ditty — the ditty which (as 
Bums says of this one) *' is not really poetry.'* 
A Jacobite derivatiTe, which he knewukewise, 
is included in a CoUection ofLoj/al SongSf 1760. 
It begins thus : 



ti 



Tho* 



nignt In 



I *in grieved, vet econi to ehaw that : 
I '11 ne*er look down nor bang my heed 
On rebel Wbig for a* tbrt : ** 

and has this choms : 

" For a' that and a* tbat, 

And twice as muckle *■ a* that, 

He 's far beyond the aeas the night. 

Yet he 'U be here for a' that.^ 

Like ScoU Wha Hae — **the Scottish Mar- 
seillaise " (whatever that may mean) — this 
famous 801^ — '* the Marseillaise of hu- 
manity " (whatever that may mean) — which, 
according to Chambers, **may be said to 
embody all the false philosophy of Bums*s 
time and of his own mind,'' is very plainly 
an effect of the writer's sympathies with the 
spirit and the fact of the French Revolu- 
tion, and of that estrangement from wealthier 
loyalist friends, with which his expression 
of these sympathies and his friendship with 
such ''sons of sedition" as Marwell (see 
ante, p. 188, Prefatory Note to Te True 
Loyal NaiiveSy and p. 190, Prefatory Note to 
To Dr. Maxwell) had been visited. 



Is there for honest poverty 

That hiiifi;8 his head, an' a' that ? 
The coward slave, we pass him by — 

We dare be poor for a' that I 
For a' that, an' a' that, 

Our toils obscure, an' a' that, 
The rank is but the guinea's stamp, 

The man 's the gowd for a' that. 



U 



What thoorii on hamely fue we dine^ 

Wear hoddin grvr, an' a' that ? 
Gie f ooIb their suki, and knavea thnr 



A man 'a a man for a' tkaft. 
For a' that, an' a' that. 

Their tinael showy an' a' that, 
The honest man, tho' e'er sae poor. 

Is king o' men for a' that 

in 

Ye see yon birkie cA*d ** a lord," 

Wha struts, an' stares, an' a' that ? 
Tho' hundreds worship at his word. 

He 's bnt a coif for a' that. 
For a' that, an' a' that, 

His ribband, star, an' a' thal» 
The man o' independent mind. 

He looks an' lang^ at a' that. 

IV 

A prinoe ean mak a belted knigfat, 

A marquis, dnke, an' a' that ! 
But an honest man 's aboon his might — 

Quid faith, he mauna fa' that ! 
For a' that, an' a' that, 

Their dignities, an' a' that. 
The pith o sense an' pride o' worth 

Are higher rank than a' that 



Then let us pray that come it may 

(As come it will for a' that) 
That Sense and Worth o'er a' the earth 

Shall bear the me an' a' that I 
For a' that, an' a that, 

It 's comin yet for a' that, 
That man to man the world o'er 

Shall brithers be for a' that 



MARK YONDER POMP 



Mark yonder pomp of costly fashion 
Round the wealtoy, titled bride I 

But, when compar'd with real passion, 
Poor is all that princely pride. 

II 

What are the showy treasures ? 
What are the noisy pleasures ? 



O PHILLY, HAPPY BE THAT DAY 



29s 



The gay, gaudj glare of vanity and art ! 

The pohsh'd jewel's blaze 

May draw the wond'ring gaze, 

And courtly grandeur bright 

The fancy may delight, 
But never, never can come near the heart ! 



Ill 

But did you see my dearest Chloris 

In simplicity's array, 
Lovely as yonder sweet opening flower is. 

Shrinking from the gaze of day ? 

IV 

O, then, the heart alarming 

And all resistless charming. 
In love's delightful fetters she chains the 
willing soul ! 

Ambition would disown 

The world's imperial crown ! 

£v'n Avarice would deny 

His worshipp'd deity. 
And feel thro' every vein love's raptures 
roU! 



O, LET ME IN THIS AE NIGHT 

CHORUS 

O, let me in this ae night, 
This ae, ae, ae night ! 
O, let me in this ae night, 
And rise, and let me in I 



O LASSIE, are ye sleepin yet, 
Or are ye waukin, I wad wit ? 
For Love has bound me hand an' fit. 
And I would fain be in, jo. 

II 

Thou hear'st the winter wind an' weet: 
Nae star blinks thro' the driving sleet ! 
Tak pity on my weary feet. 
And shield me frae the rain, jo. 

Ill 

The bitter blast that round me blaws, 
Unheeded howls, unheeded fa's: 
The cauldness o' thy heart 's the cause 
Of a' my care and pine, jo. 



CHORUS 



O, let me in this ae night. 
This ae, ae, ae night I 
O, let me in this ae night, 
And rise and let me in ! 



HER ANSWER 



CHORUS 



I tell you now this ae night, 
This ae, ae, ae ni^ht. 
And ance for a' wis ae night, 
I winna let ye in, jo. 

I 

O, TELL me na o' wind an' rain, 
Upbraid na me wi' cauld disdain, 
Grae back the gate ye cam again, 
I winna let ye in, jo I 

II 

The snellest blast at mirkest hours, 
That round the pathless wand'rer pours 
Is nocht to what poor she endures. 
That 's trusted faithless man, jo. 

Ill 

The sweetest flower that deck'd the mead, 
Now trodden like the vilest weed — 
Let simple maid the lesson read ! 
The weird may be her ain, jo. 

IV 

The bird that charm'd his summer day, 
And now the cruel fowler's prey. 
Let that to witless woman say: — 
" The gratefu' heart of man," jo. 

CHORUS 

I tell you now this ae night, 
This ae, ae, ae night, 
And ance for a' this ae night, 
I winna let ye in, jo. 



O PHILLY, HAPPY BE THAT DAY 

" Did you not once propoee The Sow's Tail 
to Geordie as an air for yonr work? I am 
quite delighted with it; but I acknowledge 
that is no mark of its real excellence. I once 
set abont venes for it, which I meant to be in 
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the alternate vmj of a lover and his mistreaB 
chantiDg together. ... I have just written 
four stanzas at random, which I intended to 
have woven somewhere into, raobably at tiie 
conclusion of, the >onff.** (R. JB. to Tlionison, 
September, 1794.) He finished the dnet one 
morning in November, ^ though a keen blow- 
ing frost," in his ''walk before break&st" 
The portion written in September oonsisted of 
stanzas iv. and v. 

CHORUS 

He and She. For a' the joys that gowd can 

I dinna care a single flie ! 
The IJjJ^I I lore '• th« 

{i£}forme. 

And that's my sin dear 
(WiUy ) 
IPhiUyf 

I 

He, O Phillt, happy be that day 

When, roving thro' the gather'd hay, 
My youthfu' heart was stown away, 
And by thy charms, my Philly I 
She. O Willy, ay 1 bless the grove 

Where first I own'd my maiden love. 
Whilst thou did pledge the Fbwers 
above 
To be my ain dear Willy, 

II 

He, As songsters of the early year 
Are ilka day mair sweet to hear, 
So ilka day to me mair dear 
And charming is my Philly. 
She, As on the brier the budding rose 

Still richer breathes, and fairer blows. 
So in my tender bosom grows 
The love I bear my Willy. 

Ill 

He. The milder sun and bluer sky. 

That crown my harvest cares wi' joy. 
Were ne*er sae welcome to my eye 
As is a sight o' Philly. 
She. The little swallow's wanton wing, 

Tho' wafting o'er the flowery spring, 
Did ne'er to me sic tidings bring 
As meeting o' my Willy. 

IV 

He. The bee, that thro' the sunny honr 
Sips nectar in the op'ning flower. 



Compar'd wi' my dalifflit is poor 

Upon the lips o* Pbuly. 
She. The woddlniie in the dewy weet, 
When eT'ninff shades in siknoe meet, 
Is nocht see nafinuit or sse sweet 

As is a kiss o Willy. 



He. Let Fortone's wheel st xandom ria, 
And fools may tyne, and knaves mir 

win ! 
My thoughts are a' bound to on sne, 
And that's my ain dear nilly. 
She. What'sa'the jo^ that gowd can gie? 
I dinna care a single flie I 
Hie lad I love 's &e lad for me, 
And that 's my ain dear Willy. 

CHORUS 

He and She. For a' the joys that gowd eu 

I dinna care a single flie I 
The jjjl^l I love's the 

I lass} ^^'°^^' 
And that's my ain deat 
( Willy ) 
1 Philly; 



O, WERE MY LOVE 

The second stanza is a fragment p f wer re d 
in Herd's Colleotion: "This thoneht is iaex* 
pressibly beautiful, and, so far as I know, qvite 
original. It is too short for a soi^, ^ I 
would forswear you altogether except jon gate 
it a place. I have often tried to eke s sum 
to it, but in vain. After balancing mjsetf for 
a musing five minutes on the hind-legs of mt 
elbow-ohair, I produced the following [Wtn 
My Love Yon Lilac Fair, etc.]. The ww 
are far inferior to the foregoing, I frankly «** 
f ess ; but, if worthy of insertion at all, tber 
might be first in place, as everv Poet vlw 
knows anything of his trade will irasband lot 
best thoughts &r a concluding stzoke.*^ (R- B. 
to Thomson, June, 1793.) 

In the Herd MS. there is also a set tlint 
stanzas in length : 

" O, if my loTe was a piokle of wheat. 
And growing upon yon Ully white Uft, 
And I myself a bonny eweet hird. 
Away with that piokle I would flie. 

** O, if my loTO wae a bonny red roes,** «te> 



THERE WAS A LASS 
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O, WERE mj love yon lilac fair 

Wi' piuple blossoms to the spring, 
And I a bird to shelter there, 

When wearied on mj little wing, 
How I wad mourn when it was torn 

By Autnmn wild and Winter rude ! 
But I wad sing on wanton wing, 

When youthfu' May its bloom renew'd. 

II 

0, gin my love were yon red rose, 

That grows upon the castle wa', 
And I mysel a drap o' dew 

Into her bonie breast to fa', 
O, there, beyond expression blest, 

I 'd feast on beauty a' the night, 
Seal'd on her silk-sart fanlds to rest, 

Tdl fley'd awa by Phoebus' light ! 



SLEEP'ST THOU 



Sleep'st thou, or wauk'st thou, fairest 
creature ? 
Rosy Mom now lifts his eye. 
Numbering ilka bud, which Nature 
Waters wi' the tears o' joy. 
Now to the streaming fountain 
Or up the heathy mountain 
The hart, hind, and roe, freely, wildly- 
wanton stray; 
In twining hazel bowers 
His lay the linnet pours; 
The laverock to the sky 
Ascends wi' sangs o' joy, 
While the sun and thou arise to bless the 
day I 

II 

Phoebus, gilding the brow of morning. 

Banishes ilk darksome shade, 
Nature gladdening and adorning: 

Such to me my lovely maid ! 

When frae my Chloris parted, 

Sad, cheerless, broken-hearted, 
The night's gloomy shades, cloudy, dark, 
o'ercast my sky; 

But when she charms my sight . 

In pride of Beauty's light. 

When thro' my very heart 



Her beaming glories dart, 
* is then — 't is then I ' 



wake to life and joy ! 



THERE WAS A LASS 

The heroine was Jean M^Murdo, daughter 
of Bums^s friend, John M^Murdo (see atUe^ p. 
143, Prefatory Note to To John WMurdo). 
To her he sent a copy : " In the inclosed ballad 
I have, I think, hit off a few outlines of your 
portrait. The personal charms, the parity of 
mind, the ingpennous na'ivetS of heart and man- 
ners in my heroine are, I flatter myself, a 
pretty just likeness of Miss M^Mordo in a cot- 
tage." 



There was a lass, and she was fair ! 

At kirk and market to be seen 
When a' our fairest maids were met. 

The fairest maid was bonie Jean. 

II 

And ay she wrought her country wark. 
And ay she sang sae merrilie: 

The blythest bird upon the bush 
Had ne'er a lighter heart than she ! 

Ill 

But hawks will rob the tender joys, 
That bless the little lintwhite's nest. 

And frost will blight the fairest flowers. 
And love will break the soundest rest. 

IV 

Young Robie was the brawest lad. 
The flower and pride of a' the glen. 

And he had owsen, sheep, and kye, 
And wanton naigies nine or ten. 



He eaed wi' Jeanie to the tryste. 
He danc'd wi' Jeanie on the down, 

And, lang ere witless Jeanie wist, 

Her heart was tint, her peace was stown ! 

VI 

As in the bosom of the stream 
The moon-beam dwells at dewy e'en, 

So, trembling pure, was tender love 
Within the breast of bonie Jean. 

VII 

And now she works her country's wark. 
And ay she sighs wi' care and pain. 

Yet wist na what her ail might be, 
Or what wad make her weel again. 



/ 
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vm 



But did na Jeanie's heart loop li|^ 
And did iia joy blink in her e'e, 

As Robie taola a tale o' love 
Ae e*enin on the lily lea ? 



IX 



While monie a bird sane sweet o' love, 
And monie a flower blooms o'er the dale, 

His cheek to hers he aft did lay. 
And whisper'd thus his tender tale: — 



« O Jeanie fair, I lo'e thee dear. 

O, canst thou think to fancy me ? 
Or. wilt thou leave thy mammie's oot. 

And learn to tent the farms wi' me ? 

XI 

'* At bam or byre thou shalt na drudge, 
Or naething else to trouble thee, 

But stray amang the heather-bells. 
And tent the waving com wi* me.' 



»» 



XII 



Now what could artless Jeanie do ? 

She had nae will to say him na ! 
At length she blush'd a sweet consent. 

And love was ay between them twa. 



THE LEA-RIG 



tt 



On reading over The Lea-Rig^ 1 imme- 
diately set about trying my hand on it, and 
after all, I could make nothing more of it than 
the following, which Heaven knows ia poor 
enough." (R. B. to Thomson.) Here he prob- 
ably referred to The Lea-Hig in JohniBon^s 
Muteum. This is his note on it in the Inter- 
leaved Copy : " The old words of this song are 
omitted here, though much more beautiful 
than those inserted, which were mostly com- 
posed by poor Fergusson in one of his merry 
humours. The old words beg^an thus : 

' I *ll rowe thee o*er the le»-rig, 

My aln kind deary, O, 
I Ml rowe thee o*er the lea-rig, 

My aln kind deary, O. 
Altho* the night were ne'er sae wat, 

And I were ne'er aae weary, O. 
I Ml rowe thee o*er the le»-rig, 

My ain kind deary, O.'" 

A fuller set of the Museum words is in the 
Herd MS., [which] also contains a fragment, 
which is, perhaps, the arohet3rpal original. 



When o'er the hill the eastern star 

Tells bughtin time is near, my jo, 
And owsen frae thb fnmiw'd fiud 

Betnm sae dowf and waaiy, O, 
Down by the bom, where scented birl 

"Wi' dbw are hangin clear, my jo, 
1 11 meet thee on the lesrrig. 

My ain kind dearie, O. 

n 

At midnight hour in nurkest gleo 

I 'd rove, and ne'er be eerie, 0, 
If thro' that glen I j;aed to thee, 

My ain \aA deane, O I 
Altho' the night were ne'er sae wild, 

And I were ne'er sae weaiy, O, 
1 11 meet thee on the lesrrig. 

My ain kind dearie, O. 

m 

The hunter lo'es the morning son 

To rouse the mountain deer, my jo; 
At noon the fisher takes the glen 

Adown the bum to steer, my jo: 
6ie me the hour o' gloamin grey — 

It maks my heart sae cheery, 0, 
To meet thee on the lea-rig, 

My ain kind dearie, O 1 



MY WIFE'S A WINSOME Wl 

THING 

"In the air— 3fy WxfeU a Watiton \ 
Thing — if a few lines smooth and inetty 
be adapted to it, it is all you can expect 1 
following I nuide extempore to it ; and thoa 
on further study, I might give you somedi 
more profound, yet it might not suit the lis 
horse gallop of the air, so well as this ism 
clink.'' (K. B. to Thomson, 8th NoTem) 
1792.) 

CHORUS 

She is a winsome wee thing, 
She is a handsome wee thing. 
She is a lo'esome wee thing, 
This sweet wee wife o' mine f 



I NEVER saw a fairer, 
I never lo'ed a dearer, 
And neist my heart 1 11 wear her, 
For fear my jewel tine. 



MARY MORISON 



world's wrack, we share o't; 
wantle and tbe uare u't. 
_ her I '11 blytbely bear il, 
^d tbink my lot divine. 



I wee thing, 
tie ia a bandsome wee thing, 
1m ia a lo'esome wee thing, 
This sweet wee wife o' mine. 



MARV MORISON 



^The toag prefixed is one of m; ji 
ifci. I leave it amonfr your hanib. I 
ttink it Terj Mnuuknlile either for its 
ar demerila." (\l. ," 



•an. Albert Bnnu t«ld him that Matj 
CD waa the heroine of *oine lijrht Teno* 
mag: And I'll kitiOittj/tt, ytt (ne antr, 
)). She hai tberefotfl been identified with 
a Bc^bie. But a Mary Honww, the 
bier of one Adjatant Moriiion. who livrd 
■ocbUne from 1TS4. is »id to ha>e been 
mlif 111 BB Bmisble. She died of Minaauip- 
OA Aogoat. ITSl. 



Mahv, at tliy window be I 

It is the wisb'd, tbe trysted hour. 
Those Biniles and glances lei me see, 

That make the miser's treaaure poor. 

How blytbely wad I bide the stoure, 
A weary slave frae sun to snn, 

Could I the rich reward secure — 
Tbe level; Maty MorisoD I 



Yestreen, when to the trembling airing 
Tbe dance gued thro' the lifted ha^. 

To thee my fancy took its wing, 
1 tat, but neither board or saw: 
Tho' this was fair, and that was braw. 

And yon the toast of a' the lowu, 
I .ligh'd and said amang them »': — 

" Ye are na Mary Morisou I " 



Mary, canst thou wreck his peace 

Wlia for th; sake wad gladly die ? 
Or canst tbon break that heart of bis 

Whase onlv faut is loving thee ? 

If love for'love tbon wilt na pt, 
At least be pity to me shown: 

A thought ungentle canna be 
The thought o' Mary Monaou. 



n.aaitl 
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kalt the vene of Bnra* mm pab- 
EMUsl; ; more than a third of it 
inction. Be was especially " no- 
■wests ; " bcatoviDg them on all 
it he had been denied tbe privi- 

._ _ any other form. Much 

wk wM ia the >triol«*t senee ooca- 
nitleD " by way of iiict la bagalrllf '' 
nr-paus, in albums, in Tolnmei, in 
t fnepoa. He onmr dreamMi, or not 
Tery hwt that ihn world woold cber- 
tbout these fogitires ; and 
I ere ihs ohiuiev of nftloi; 
■ Rnal Edition. Thus, his 
, w to speak) was not only of 
bnlk: it was also of many qnalitist. 
varionaly dispersed anion)- a crowd 
w that he proridod the gvH with 



no defence agHnt the pill-catcher, — he left n 
the oredaloiw wholly nnaimeil and Bnpnpaiad 
agpainM the contniaiHwa of them that would 
deoflive. A^ain, he wu actiutomed to jot 
' tlDIn recitation, or to copy from letten. 



1 odd T 



uch liw 






IBS. or sDoh whole {Heeea ■■ took bis f 
and more often thu not he left bis a 
nndenoted. Witlial. he woiUd dispatob 
^t in this way — with or without rati . 
— for pablieatiuB. Mpueially in JohoBon'a , 
HHia .' and, inasniueh m be signed not all tl 
envoys which wsiv hii own. tbe task of •■ 
rating false from Irua is one of rery coti 
erabla difBeulty, Oftcm the probabilities 
our only guida ; and in theee «b«b we t 
sumnuriied Ihf eiidenee. and taken that d 
rection in which the bah 
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In others, any sort of evidence is of tihe soant- 
est ; and what there is has heen made scanter 
still hy the carelessness — or the romantio ha- 
mour, to call it by no worse a name — of each 
Editors as Allan Cunningham, Hogg and 
Motlierwell, and Robert Chunbers. The chief 
exemplar in the other sense is oertaiuly Soott 
Douglas, who, though he seems to have pre* 
pared himself for the work of editing Bums 
by resolutely declining to read any one else, 
was zealous in his quest of MS. authorities, and, 
had he known something of literature, and 
been less given to putting on what Mr. Swin- 



burne calls "a fooliah face of praise-' over 
any and every thing kk author wrote, migbt 
have gone far to establiah a sound tradfttkn ia 
the matter of text But mnoh. a tnditiaB wm 
scarce indicated ere it snecnmbed to sentimn- 
.talism and pretence ; tiie old, hap-hazard, irre- 
sponsible convention still boUb its own ; ud 
editions professing to give the "compkte 
text," the *'tnie text," the *<best textrud 
the like, oontinne to be issued, wluoh set forth 
an abundance of proof that they are based — 
some wholly, all mainly — on the battered 
jog-trot hack-authorities of the prime. 



A RUINED FARMER 

Probably written during the crisis of "WtI- 
liam Burness's difficulties at Mount Oliphant : 
**' The farm proved a ruinous bargain ; and, to 
clench the curse, we fell into the hands of a 
factor, who sat for the picture I have drawn 
of one in my tale of Twa Dogs^ (K. B. in 
Autobiographical Letter.) [See anU, p. xix, 
and footnote.] 



The sun he is sunk in the west, 
All creatures retired to rest. 
While here I sit, all sore beset 

With sopTow, grief, and woe: 
And it 's O fickle Fortune, O 1 

II 

The prosperous man is asleep, 

Nor hears how the wliirlwinas sweep; 

But Misery and I must watch 

The surly tempests blow: 
And it 's O fickle Fortune, O ! 

Ill 

There lies the dear Partner of my breast, 
Her cares for a moment at rest I 
Must I see thee, my youthful pride. 

Thus brought so very low ? — 
And it 's O fickle Fortune, O ! 

IV 

There lie my sweet babies in her arms; 
No anxious fear their little hearts alarms; 
But for their sake my heart does ache, 

With many a bitter throe: 
And it 's O fickle Fortune, O ! 



I once was by Fortune carcst, 
I once could relieve the distrest; 



Now life's poor support, hardly eam'd, 

My fate will scarce bestow: 
And it *8 O fickle Fortone, O I 



VI 



No comfort, no comfort I have I 
How welcome to me were the grave I 
But then my wife and children dear — 

O, whither would they go I 
And it '8 O fickle Fortune, O ! 



VII 



O, whither, O, whither shall I turn, 
All friendless, forsaken, forlorn ? 
For in this world Rest or Peace 

I never more shall know: 
And it 's O fickle Fortuiie, O ! 



MONTGOMERIE'S PEGGY 

** My Montgomerie^s Peggy was my deitr 
for six or eight months. She had been Invd. 
tho', as the world says, without any jvot pre- 
tence for it, in a style of life rather elegut 
But, as Vanburgh says in one of his comedies. 
* my danm'd Star found me out ' there too. 
for though I began the affair, merely in a ^ if' 
de cattTy or, to tell the truth, what would 
scarcely be believed, a vanity of showing mt 
parts in courtship, particularly my abiliti«s at 
a billet douXy which I always piqu'd mTself 
upon, made me lay siege to her ; and when, as 
I always do in my foolish gallautries. I had 
battered myself into a very warm affection for 
her, she told me one day, in a flag of trocr. 
that her fortress had been for some time before 
the rightful property of another ; but with tlie 
greatest f riendsnip and politeness, she offered 
me every alliance, except actual poe oc won-'' 
(R. B.) Mrs. Begg stated that the girl «>« 
housekeeper at Coi&eld House. 



THE LASS OF CESSXOCK BANKS 



;oi 



Altho' my bed were in yon muir, 
Amang the Leather, in my plaidie, 

Yet happy, happy would I be, 
Had I my dear Montgomerie's Peggy. 

II 

When o'er the hill beat surly storms, 
And winter nights were dark and rainy, 

I 'd seek some dell, and in my arms 
I 'd shelter dear Montgomerie's Peggy. 

Ill 

Were I a Baron proud and high, 

And horse and servants waiting ready. 

Then a' 't wad gie o' joy to me — 

The sharin 't with Montgomerie's Peggy. 



THE LASS OF CESSNOCK BANKS 

« 

The heroine is snpponed to have been the 
EHison Begbie — daughter of a farmer in the 
parish of Galston — to whom Bums made what 
was probably his first offer of marriage, in let- 
ters (1780-81), included in his published Cor- 
retpondence. By some she is also supposed to 
have been the heroine of And 1 7/ Kiss Thee 
Yet {anU, p. 213). 

I 

Ok Cessnock banks a lassie dwells. 
Could I describe her shape and mien I 

Our lasses a' she far excels — 

An' she has twa sparkling, rogueish een I 

n 

She 's sweeter than the morning dawn, 
When rising Phoebus first is seen. 

And dew-drops twinkle o'er the lawn — 
An' she has twa sparkling, rogueish een! 

in 

She 's stately like yon youthful ash, 
That grows the cowslip braes between, 

And drinks the stream with vigour fresh — 
An' she has twa sparkling, rogueish een! 

IV 

. She 's spotless like the flow'ring thorn 

;;^ With flow'rs so white and leaves so 

r- green. 

When purest in the dewy mom — 
^ An' she has twa sparkling, roguebh een f 



Her looks are like the vernal May, 
When evening Phoebus shines serene, 

While birds rejoice on every spray — 
An' she has twa sparkling, rogueish een 1 



VI 



Her hair is like the curline mist. 

That climbs the mountam-sides at e'en, 

When llow'r-reviving rains are past — 
An' she has twa sparkling, rogueish een I 



VII 



Her forehead 's like the show'ry bow. 
When gleaming sunbeams intervene. 

And s^ld the distant mountain's brow — 
An° she has twa sparkling, rogueish een I 



vni 



Her cheeks are like yon crimson gem. 
The pride of all the flowery scene. 

Just opening on its thorny stem — 

An' she has twa sparkling, rogueish een I 



IX 



Her teeth are like the nightly snow. 
When pale the morning rises keen, 

While hia the mnrm'ring streamlets flow — 
An' she has twa sparkling, rogueish een ! 



Her lips are like yon cherries ripe, 
That sunny walls from Boreas screen: 

They tempt the taste and charm the sight — 
An' she has twa sparkling, rogueish een ! 

XI 

Her teeth are like a flock of sheep 
With fleeces newly washen clean, 

That slowly mount the rising steep — 
An' she has twa sparkling, rog^ieish een f 

XII 

Her breath is like the fragrant breeze, 
That gently stirs the blossom'd bean. 

When Phoebus sinks behind the seas — 
An' she has twa sparkling, rogueish een ! 

XIII 

Her voice is like the ev'ning thrush, 
That sings on Cessnock Inrnks unseen. 

While his mate sits nestling in the bush — 
An' she has twa sparkling, rogueish een 1 
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XIV 



But it '8 not her air, her f onn, her &oe, 
Tho' matching Beauty's fabled Queen: 

'T is the mind that shines in ev'iy grace — 
An' chiefly in her rogaeish een I 



THO' FICKLE FORTUNE 

'*Aii extempore under the prestoie of a 
heavy train of miisf ortnnes, wnieh, indeed, 
threatened to undo me altogether. It was just 
at the olose of that dreadfnl period mentioned 
on page 8th [see anUy p. 87, Prefatory Note to 
A Prayer in the Proqieet of Death], and, though 
the weather has brightened up a HtUo wnh 
me, yet there has always been, sinoe, a * tem- 
pest brewing round me in the grim sky' of 
futurity, wmoh I pretty plainly see will, some 
time or other, perhaps ere lonff, OTerwhelm 
me, and drive me into some doleral dell to pine 
in solitary, squalid wretohedness." (R. B.) 
He also states it to have been written *'in 
imitation of an old Scotch song well known 
among the country ingle sides, and he sets 
down one stanza thereof to mark the ** debt I 
owe to the author, as the repeating of that 
verse has lighted up my flune a thousand 
times : *' 

'* When doad* in ikies do oome together 
T6 hide the brlffhtneee ot the eon. 
There will rarely be aome pleeaant weether 
When a' the atomu are pMt snd gone.** 



Tho' fickle Fortune has deceived me 
(She promis'd fair, and perform'd but ill), 

Of mistress, friends, and wealth bereaved 
me. 
Yet I bear a heart shall support me still. 

n 

1 11 act with pmdence as far as I 'm able; 

But if success I must never find, 
Then come, Misfortune, I bid thee wel- 
come — 

1 11 meet thee with an undaunted mind f 



RAGING FORTUNE 

Inscribed in the First Common Place Book, 
September, 1785, next to Tho' Fickle Fortune, 
^'Twas at the same time I set about com- 



posing an air in the old Soofedi a^ia. ISB 
not mnaioal scholar eBomgii to ptiok down mj 
tune porapeiiv, ao it eaa aaver aea Ika fifkt; 
andperfaapsHis no great Buttar, but the &!• 
lowinffwers the veoM I e o nn wias J to srikit 
. . . The tans eomaisted ofHaia parts, so tfat 
the above vemes jnat went thiowli the y/Uk 
Air." (R.B.) 



O, RAOINO Fortune's withfiring blast 
Has laid my leftf fnU low I 

O, raging Fortone's witharing Uast 
Has laid my leaf fnU low I 



My stem was lair, my bud wms gieso, 
My blossom sweet did Uow; 

The dew fell fresh, the son rose miU, 
And made my bvaneliBs grow. 

ni 

Bnt IneUess Fortone's nortlieni stomi 

Laid a' my blossoms low I 
But luckless Fortune's northern stoims 

Laid a' my blossoms low 1 



MY FATHER WAS A FARMER 

** The following song is a wild fhspnSr. 
miserably defident in versifieatioB ; bot u tlie 
sentiments are the genuine feelings of bit 
heart, for that reason I have a partieBlsr plM- 
sore in conning it over.*' (R. B.) It bmtH 
resembles a song in an old chap at Abbot*- 
f ord, My Father wag a Farmer, aid a Forar'i 
8on am I. 



Mt father was a fiirmer upon the Camek 

border, O, 
And carefully he bred me in decency aid 

order, O. 
He bade me act a manly part, thoofb 1 

had ne'er a birthing, O, 
For without an honest, manly heart lo 

man was worth regarding, 0. 

U 

Then out into the world my course I did 

determine, O: 
Tho' to be rich was not my wish, yet to be ^ 

great was charming, O. 



THE MAUCHLINE LAUV 



Uy UJenU tbey were not tlie wurat, oor 

yet my educntion, O — 
Resolr d wu I at least to tr; to meud id; 



J a my and vain estay I eonrted 
ortane'a fnvour, O: 
' cauie luueen rUII stept between to 
fnutrate each endeavour, O. 

liy foe* I wtu o'crpower'd, 
aom«timeB by friends forsakeu, O, 
And when my liope ita» at the top, I still 
was worst mistaken, O. 



Then sore hansa'd, Had tir'd at lost with 

Fortune's vain dcluHioD, O, 
I diopt my sobemes like idle dreams, and 

camp to this conclusion, O: — 
Tbe put was bad, and the future hid; its 

good OT ill untried, O, 
But the present boar was in my pow'r, and 

■o I would enjoj it, 0. 



Nu help, nor bupe, nor view had I, nor 

(lersoD to befriend me, 0; 
So I must toil, and sweat, and broil, uid 

Inbfliir to sustain me, I 
To plough and sow, to reap and mow, my 

fatlier bred ma early, O: 
For one, hti said, to labour bred was b 

match for fortune fairly, O. 



Thus all obscure, nnknown, niid poor, tbro' 

life I 'm doom'd to wander, O, 
Till down my weary bones I lay in ever- 

UsUng s1uml>er, O, 
No view nor oare, but abun whate'er might 

breed me pain or sorrow, O, 
I li»« to-day as well 's I may, regnrdless 

of to-morrow, O 1 



But, cheerful stilt, I a 



edowi 



with all her wonted mail' 
1 maki! indeed my daily bread, but ne'er 

call make it farther, O, 
But, aa dxily bread i> all I need, 1 do not 

mnch regard her, O. 



by my labour I earn a 

little money, O, 
Some unforeseen misfortune oomes gen'- 

rally upon me, 0; 
Mischance, mistake, or by neglect, or my 

I it still. 



All you who follow weultb aud power with 
unremitting ardour, U, 

The more in this you look for bliss, you 
leave your view the fortiier, 0. 

Had you the wealth Potoai boasts, or na- 
tions to adore you, O, 

A cheerful, honest-hearted clown I will 
prefer before yon. Ol 



O, LEAVE NOVELS 



O, LEAVE novels, ye Mauchline bellei-^l 
Ye 're safer at your spimiing-wheel t \ 

Such witching books are baiti>d books 
For rakish rooks like Rob MossgieL 



Your fine Tom Jonei and GrandUonn 
They make your youthful fancies reel ! 

They heat jour brHius, and Are your veins. 
And tiien you 're prey for ELob V ' ' 



A heart that warmly » 

That feeling heart but aots a part, — 

T is rakish art in Rob Musogiel. 



The frank HiUIresi, the soft MT«*a 

Are worse than pinauiied darts of ttMl: 

The frank address and pnlit«Me 
Are all flneose in Rob MongieL 



THE MAltCHLINE LADY 

The Mauchliu« lady na no dv 



3^4 



MISCELLANEOUS SONGS 



When first I came to Stewart Kyle, 
My mind it was na steady: 

Where'er I gaed, where'er I rade, 
A mistress still I had ay. 



II 



But when I came roun' hy Manehline toan, 

Not dreadin anybody, 
My heart was caoffht, before I thonghty 

And by a Maacmline lady. 



ONE NIGHT AS I DID WANDER 

One night as I did wander, 

When com begins to shoot, 
I sat me down to ponder 

Upon an anld tree-root: 
Aula Avr ran by before me, 

And bioker'd to the seas; 
A cushat orooded o'er me, 

That echoed through the trees. 



THERE WAS A LAD 

CHORUS 

Robin was a royin boy, 

Rantin, rovin, rantm, rovin, 

Robin was a rovin boy, 
Rantin, rovin Robin I 



There was a lad was bom in Kyle, 
But whatna day o' whatna style, 
I doubt it 's hfurdly worth the while 
To be sae nice wi' Robin. 

II 

Our monarch's hindmost year but ane 
Was five and twenty days beeun 
'T was then a blast o' Janwar win' 
Blew hansel in on Robin. 

Ill 

The gossip keekit in his loof , 

Quo' scbo : — " Wha lives will see the 

proof, 
This waly boy will be nae coof : 
I think we 11 ca' him Robin. 



IV 



*< He 11 hae miaf ortmies gieftt ma* gma', 
But ay a hsmrt aboon thm a\ 
He 11 be a credit till us a' : 
We 11 a' be pxoiid o^ Bdwi I 



M But sore as three timea three mak ninB^ 
I see by ilka score and line, 
This chap will deazly like our kin', 
So leeze me on thee, Bolnn I 

VI 

<<Giiid faith," qao' seho, **1 doubt joo, 

stir, 
Ye gar the lasses lie aapar; 
But twen^ fauts ve may luM wanr — 
So blessms on thee, Bobin 1 " 



chorus 



Bobin was a rovin bo^, 
Rantin, rovin, xantin, lovin, 

Bobin was a rovin boy, 
Rantin, rovin Robin I 



WILL YE GO TO THE INDIES, 

MY MARY 

Sent to Thomson in October, 1792, as a nb- 
Btitate for Will Ye Gang to the Bwe-lmgks, 
Marion, whioh Thomson, like the pedant be 
was, could not approve. *'In my very euh 
yeaiB, when I was thinking of going to tbe 
West Lidies, I took the following farewell of • 
dear girL It is quite trifling, and has Dotkii| 
of the merits of Ewe-bughts^ bat it will fill 
up this page." Thomson redUed that be did 
not mean to snpplant The jEwe-lnui^i tad 
Ihat what he wanted Bnms to do was to trr 
his ''hand on some of the inferior ttaoat.'' 
Bums took not the hint; nor did Thomeoa 
accept his song : '* This is a very poor soof . 
whien I do not mean to indnde in my Collec- 
tion.'' For Mary Campbell, the soppoeed 
heroine (though this is at least doabtfol), Mt 
ante, p. 204, Prefatory Note to My Hi^dand 
Lassie^ O [and post, d. 343, notes to the Mati 
also the account in Mr. Henley's eMsy, ntoi 
pp. xxzviii-zlii]. 

I 

Will ye go to the Indies, my Mary, 
And leave auld Seotia's shore ? 

Will ye go to the Indies, my Mary, 
Across th' Atlantic roar ? 



THE LASS O' BALLOCHMVLE 
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O, iweet growB the liuie aixl tbe orunge. 

And the apple on the piue; 
Bnt a' the chamu o' the Indies 

Can never equal tbinp. 



ae swom b; the HeAveus to my Mary, 
bae morn by the Heavens to be true, 
liae may the Heavens forget me, 
Ifhea I forget my Ton I 



^HER FLOWING LOCKS 
: flowing looks, the raven's wing, 
wn her oeok and bosom hinz. 
tlow cweet onto that breast to diag. 
And round that neck entwine her I 



Her lips are roses wal wi' dew — 
O. wiutt m feast, her bonie mou I 
Uer cbct^ks a mair celestial hue, 
^ A orimsou still diviner t 



^VUE lass O' BALLOCHMVLE 

S-Dl to Mm WUhrlminia A]<!>aiidei in a 
Irttetof tt^thNovembot, 1 71^i : " Tbe encJowd 
■me *H tba work of ray rstnni borne, and 
perbapi bnt poorly atiswen what might bufe 
becB eipectMl from such a scene. 1 am foioK 
to print ■ Huoud edition of my I'oems. hat van- 
Mt insert Ibaae vcnet without your prrmis- 
Mm.'' Th« lady took no noCiw of the requsat ; 
bat a MS, copy seta forth tbis note : " Thts 



Above «Hv cannot be pabli 
maaat of the lady, whirb 



uommoD friend to uk." In all probability 
this was the oopy submitted to tba " jnrj uf 
literati " in Bdinbnrgh. It went unpubliibed 
— not beuauBS the writer conld not get Hiia 
Alexander's consent, bat bHcanse it and a 
song on Hin Petrgy Kennedy ( J'uubj I'rggn. 
anle, p. 201) were "fonnd dafamalury libaU 
against the fastidJoos powers of Poesy and 
'Tute." In Fotghyninia it is slated U> " have 
been oompoied by Robert BnriB. from the 
emotions of gratitade and esl«em wluch be 
felt for the worCliy family, for the Inndnoss 
and attention they had ahewn bini " — ■ r»ther 
too Platonic theorj of its ori^n. 

Misa Wilhelminia Aleiaader was tb« sinnr 
of Cland Alexander, who succeeded iho Wbite. 
foords in Ballochmyle. She is referred to in 
one of the auppressed staniaa of 7^ Viiion : 

Later in life she set a higher price than ent 
upon the compliiuent deagm^d in Buma's 
verses, iihe died unmarried, as late aa IS43. 



'T WAS even : the dewy fields were g 
On every blade the pearls hang. 

The lephyr wautou'd routed the b 
Aud bore its frogntut sweets aL 
In ev'ry glen the mavis sang. 

All nature list'uing seem'd the while, 
Except where greenwood echoes tsiig 

Amang the braes o' Ballochmyle. 



With careless step I onward straj'd, 

My heart rejoic'd in Nature's joy. 
When, musing in a lonely glade, 

A maiden fair 1 chanc d to spy. 

Her look waa tike the Momine's eye, 
Her air like Natnre's vertuil smile. 

Perfeetioii wbisper'd. passing by; — 
" Behold the lass of Ballochmyle I " 



Fitir is the mom in Howory May, 

And sweet is night in nutuiuu Diildt 
Wbeu roving thro the garden ^y. 

Or wand'ring iu tlie fonely wild; 

Bill woman, Nature's darling child — _ 
There all her charms she dues eorapile I 

Even there ber other works are lotl'd 
By the bunie luM o' Balloohinyle. 
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Tho' shelter'd in the lowest shed 
That ever rose on Scotia's plain, 
Thro' weary winter's wind and rain 

With joy, with rapture, I would toil. 
And nightly to my bosom strain 

The bonie lass o' Balloahmyle ! 



Then Pride might climb the slipp'ir steep, 
Where fame and honours lofty shine, 

And thirst of gold might tempt the deep. 
Or downward seek the Indian mine I 
Give me the cot below the pine. 

To tend the flocks or till the soil. 
And ev'ry day have joys divine 

With the bonie lass o' balloohmyle. 



THE NIGHT WAS STILL 

The MS. was given to one of the daughters 
of Dr. Lawrie of Newmilns, and commemo- 
rates a dance — when Boms for the first tune 
heard the spinet — in the manse of Newmilns 
on the banks of Irvine. (See anUf p. 70, Pre- 
fatory Note to Prayer : O Thou Dread Power.) 



The night was still, and o'er the hUl 
The moon shone on the castle wa'. 

The mavis sang, while dew-drops hang 
Around her on the castle wa': 

11 

Sae merrily they danc'd the ring 
Frae eenin' till the cock did craw, 

And ay the o'erword o' the spring 

Was: — " Irvine's bairns are bonie a* I " 



MASONIC SONG 

Said to have been recited by Bums at his 
admission as an honorary member of the Kil- 
winning St. John's LodgrOi Kilmarnock, 26th 
October, 1786. " Willie " was Major William 
Parker, Grand Master. (See ante^ p 139, Pre- 
fatory Note to To Hugh Parker.) 



Ye sons of old Killie, assembled by Willie 
To follow the noble vocation. 



Your thrifty old mother has seuoe saek 
another 
To sit in that hononzM ftetum ! 
I 've little to say, hot only to pm 

(As praying's the ton of your nihioo). 
A prayer nom the Mnae yoo woU may .ex- 
cuse 
('T is seldom her favourite purion):^ 

U 

'* Ye Powers who preside o'er the wind and 
the tide. 
Who marked each element's border. 
Who iouakd this frame willi beneflceit 
aim. 
Whose sovereign statute la osder, 
Within this dear mansion may wayward 
Contention 
Or with^M Envy ne'er enter I 
May Seorecrjr round be the myatieal booai 
And brotherly Love be the oentre 1" 



THE BONIE MOOR-HEN 

CHORUS 

I rede you, beware at the hunting, yoosg 

men I 
I rede you, beware at the hunting, yoong 

men I 
Take some on the wing, and some as 

they spring. 
But cannily steal on a bonie moor-ben. 



The heather was blooming, the meadows 

were mawn, 
Our lads gaed a-hunting ae day at the 

dawn, 
O'er moors and o'er mosses and monie a 

glen: 
At length they discovered a bonie nloo^ 

hen. 

II 

Sweet-brushing the dew from the brovn 

heather bells. 
Her colours betray'd her on yon mossy 

fells I 
Her plumage outlustred the pride o' the 

spring, 
And O, as she wanton'd sae gay on tlie 

wing. 



THE BONIE LASS OF ALBANIE 



__. . jl'd hie raja where a 

the brae — 
UU rajs were miUhoiie, and but u 

where she la; ! 



Thej hunted the ralley, tbej hunted the 

hill, 
The best of onr lads vri' the best o' tbeir 

skill; 
But itill as tbe fairest she sat in their sight, 
Then, whirr 1 she was over, a mile at a flight. 



I rede f ou, beware nt the bunting, young 

I cede ;ou, beware at the hunting, young 

Titke some on the wing, and some as 

they spring. 
But eannily steal on a bonie moor-ben. 



HERE'S A BOTTLE 



mbeit Bums eipreeBed to Crom>>k his 
deabU uf Robert'* kuthonhipi b<it be niwy 
hat* bwB hifluencwl by a d«ire to diuawdate 
Ui bntlMr from tbe wotiniont of tbe i'"^- 
In any case it was poHbly mggTBtad bj 7%e 
BmUi <md Fritnd. in tbe Damon and FhiUit 
Garland, inclnded in the Bell Collection at 
AbboMford: 

" Br<KhI giarf \m ■ trllln uul to t> unUllnn. 



Myl»uit»nd(iimd,"»t 



He&e 's b bottle and an honest man 1 
What wad ye wish for nnir, man 7 

Wha keni, before his life may end, 
What hia share may be o' care, ma 



Then catch the momenta as tbey fly. 
And nse them as ye ought, man I 

Believe me. Happiness is shy, 

And comes not ay when sought, ma 



THE BONIE LASS OF ALBANU 



(.Vi^ifloiVe in tbe I 
^m, for to ertnwt from wbiab va are iud>bt«] 
to Mr. Andrew Lung). In tbe register of bap- 
timw at Litee, the ohild is eiitend u the 
daughter of I)- Johnson and tbe nobla lisjott 
Charlotte Pitt; and there is otlier elenr eii- 
dence that, though at this lime Cbarle* lniBt«l 
Hiss Walkiiubaw u bis wife, she neither wH 
married tn him nor auppoaed henelf to tie bta 
wife. After Cborlea'a Hparadon froRi bu 
wife, the Ceunlnaa of Albaoj. bo wnt for hi* 
illegitimate daughter Charlotte, who abode 
with him dU bis death. 30th Jannat^'. ITHt. 
In nSl be mode out letter* of l«gituiuition, 
and tbem were confirmed by tbe Parlament of 
Paris, <(tb Deeeniber. I7B7. when abo took iho 
style of Duehvea of Albany. But the legiti- 
mation did Dot imply {at was Bapiioaed at the 
time in England, und >a. of i^oune. via created 
by Bartit) chat Miss Walkinaba* luul beea 
married to the Prince, but tslbi^r that Mia 
Walkinshaw had not. She died soon atuir bw 
father. 



My heart is wae, and nnm v 

To think upon the raging ; 
That roars between her gsrdeiu green 

An' the boni ' ' P" - 



I her gsrd 
IS of Alba 



This noble maid 's of royal blood, 
Tbat nil^l Albion's kingdoms three; 

But O, alu for her bonie Face ! 

They hae wranged the Ian of Alh*iii< 



Tn the rolling tide uf siireading Clyile 
There sits an iaie of high de^Twe, 

And ■ town of fame, whose pnncnly u 
Should grace tbe lass of Albauic. 



I 



3o8 



MISCELLANEOUS SONGS 



IV 



But there is a yoath, a witless yoath. 
That fills the place where she should he: 

We 11 send him o'er to his native shore, 
And bring our ain sweet Albanie ! 



Alas the day, and woe the day ! 

A false usurper wan the gree, 
Who now commands the towers and lands, 

The royal right of Albanie. 

VI 

We 11 daily pray, we 11 nightly pray. 
On bended knees most f ervenuy, 

That the time may come, with pipe and 
drum 
We 11 welcome hame fair Albanie. 



AMANG THE TREES 

Written in honour of Niel Gow (1727-1807), 
the famous fiddler, whom Bums met during 
lus Northern tour in 1787. 



Amano the trees, where humming bees 

At buds and flowers were hinging, O, 
Auld Caledon drew out her drone, 

And to her pipe was sineing, O. 
'Twas Pibroch, Sang, Strathspeys and 
Reels — 

She dirl'd them aff fu' clearly, O, 
When there cam' a yell o' foreign squeels, 

That dang her tapsalteerie, O I 

n 

Their capon craws an' queer " ha, ha's," 

They made our lugs g^ow eerie, O. 
The hungry bike did scrape and fyke. 

Till we were wae and weary, O. 
Rut a royal ghaist, wha ance was cas'd 

A prisoner aughteen year awa. 
He fir'd a Fiddler in the North, 

Tliat dang them tapsalteerie, O ! 



THE CHEVALIER'S LAMENT 

"YoHterdny, my dear nir, as I was riding 
thn>' a track of melancholy, joyless muirs, be- 
tween Galloway and Ayndiire, it being Sun- 



day, I tamed my dioii|^its to pnalnn and 
hjmiML and spiritnal soqn, and jtmt favoorite 
air, CapL (rKaan^ oommg at leiigtli in mj 
head, I tried these words to it. Yoa will tee 
that the first part of die tune most be m- 
peated." (Buns to COsi^ioin, 81st Mardi. 
1788.) Only stanza L was MBt to Cteghon at 
that time. ^ If I could hit on anoliier stama 
equal to The 8maU Bird$ B^'atety I do myirif 
honestly aTOw that I think it a tbtj superior 
song." (B. B. to ThoaMon, Ist Apiil, 1798.) 
He sent no more to Thomson eitlMir. 

I 

The small birds rejoice in the green leaTM 
retnminff, 
The mnrmimng streamlet winds dear 
thzo' the Tue, 
The primroses blow in the dews of tbe 
morning. 
And wild soatter'd cowslips bedeek the 
green dale: 
But what can give pleasure, or what 

can seem fair, 
When the lingering moments are 
number'd by care ? 

No flow'rs gaily springing, 
Nor birds sweetly singing. 
Can soothe the sad bosom of joyless 
despair! 

II 

The deed that I dar'd, could it merit tbeir 
malice, 
A king and a father to place on his 
throne? 
His right are these hills, and his right are 
those valleys, 
Where the wild beasts find shelter, tbo' 
I can find none ! 
But 't is not my sufF'rings thus 

wretched, forlorn — 
My brave gallant friendsi 'tis year 
ruin I mourn ! 
Tour faith proVd so loyal 
In hot bloody trial, 
Alas ! can I make it no better return ? 



YESTREEN I HAD A PINT 0' 

WINE 

The Anna of the eonff was Anna PsriL, niece 
of Mrs. Hyalop of the Globe Taveni, DinnfrwA- 
She bore a daughter to Bums, 81st Marcl>' 
1791, which was first sent to Mooagiel, and a^* 
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terwardfl fostered by Mn. Bums along with 
her baby, William Nicol, bom ten days after 
it. According to Chambers it was Mrs. Burners 
plain duty so to do, inasmuch as if she had n't 
gone to visit relatives in Ayrshire, and thns 
provided her sponse with both an opportunity 
and an excuse, Uie child would never nave been 
begotten. Be this as it may, nothing is known 
of the mother's after-life. Indeed, she is sud 
by some to have died in childbed of this girL 

The song was sent to Thomson in April, 
1793 : " Shq)herd8y I Have Lost My Love is to 
me a heavenly air — what would you think of 
a set of Soots verses to it ? I have made one, a 
good while ago, which I think is the best love 
Bong I ever composed in my life, but in its 
original state is not quite a lady's song. I en- 
close the original, wnich please present with 
my best compliments to Mr. Erskine, and I 
also enclose an altered not amended copy for 
you, if you choose to set the tune to it, and let 
the Irish verses follow." (R. B.) 



Tebtreen I had a pint o' wine 

A place where body saw na; 
Yestreen lay on ibis breast o' mine 

The gowden locks of Anna. 

II 

The hungry Jew in wilderness 

Rejoicing o'er his manna 
Was naethme to my hiney bliss 

Upon the lips of Anna ! 

Ill 

Te monarohs take the East and West 

Frae Indus to Savannah : 
6ie me within my straining grasp 

The melting form of Aima ! 

IV 

There I '11 despise Imperial charms, 

An Empress or Sultieina, 
While dym? raptures in her arms 

I give and take wi' Anna ! 

V 

Awa, thou flamiting God of Day ! 

Awa,*thou pale Diana ! 
nk Star, ^ae hide thy twinkling ray, 

When I 'm to meet my Anna ! 

VI 

Come, in thy raven plumage, Night 
(Snn, Moon, and Stars, withdrawn a'). 



And bring an Ang^l-pen to write 
My transports with my Anna ! 



POSTSCRIPT 



The Kirk an' State may join, and tell 
To do sic things I maunna: 

The Kirk an' State may gae to Hell, 
And I '11 gae to my Anna. 



n 



She is the sunshine o' my e'e. 
To live bat her I canna: 

Had I on earth but wishes three, 
The first should be my Anna. 



SWEET ARE THE BANKS 

The first set of a song — of which the sec- 
ond is Ye Flowery Banks (immediately follow- 
ing) while the thud — which, being the worst, 
is naturally the most popular — The Banks 6* 
Doony was published in Johnson's Museum (see 
ante, p. 24^. It was sent in a letter to Alex- 
ander Cunningham, 11th March, 1791 : ** My 
song is intended to sing to a Strathspey reel of 
which I am very fond, ciJled in Cumming's 
collection of Strathspeys, BaUendcdock's Bed ; 
and in other collections that I have met with 
it is known by the name of Camddmore, It 
takes three stanzas of four lines each to go 
through the whole tune." (R. B.) 



Sweet are the banks, the banks o' Doon, 

The spreading flowers are fair, 
And everything is blythe and glad, 

But I am f n o' care. 
Thou 11 break my heart, thou bonie bird. 

That sings upon the bough ! 
Thou minds me o' the happy days 

When my fause Luve was true. 
Thou '11 break my heart, thou bonie bird. 

That sings beside thy mate. 
For sae I sat, and sae I sang. 

And wist na o' my fate ! 



II 



Aft hae I rov'd by bonie Doon, 
To see the woodbine twine. 

And ilka bird sane o' its luve. 
And sae did I a mine. 



/ 
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Wi' lightsome heart I pu'd a loee 

UpoD its thorny tree, 
But my fause lover staw my rose, 

And left the thorn wi' me. 
Wi' lightsome heart I pa'd a roee 

Upon a^om in Jane, 
And sae I flonrish'd on the mom, 

And 8ae was pa'd or noon. 



YE FLOWERY BANKS 

The second set of Sweet are the Bankt. Sent 
in an undated letter — probably of March, 
1701 — to John Ballantine of Ayr: *' While 
here I sit, sad and solitary, by the side c^ a 
fire in a little country inn, and drying my wet 
clothes, in pops a poor fellow of a aodger, and 
tells me he is goiug to Ayr. By heayens I say 
I to my»elf, with a tide of rood spirits which 
the magic of that sound * Auld Toon of Ayr ' 
oonjuTMl up, I will send my last song to mi. 
Ballantine.^' (R. B.) 



Ye flowery banks o' bonie Doon, 
How can ye blume sae fair ? 

How can ye chant, ye little birds, 
And I sae fu' o' care ? 

II 

Thou '11 break my heart, thon bonie bird. 

That sings upon the bough: 
Thou minds me o' the happy days 

When my fause Luve was true ! 

in 

Thou 11 break my heart, thou bonie bird. 

That sings beside thy mate: 
For sae I sat, and sae I sang. 

And wist na o' my fate ! 

IV 

Aft hae I rov'd by bonie Doon 

To see the woodbine twine. 
And ilka bird sanff o' its luve. 

And sae did I <r mine. 



Wi' lightsome heart I pu'd a rose 
Frae aff its thorny tree, 

And my fause luver staw my rose. 
But left the thorn wi' me. 



i 



CALEDONI 



There was on a time, but dd Tone vts 
then young, 
That braye C2edoni% tlie ehiaf of kr 
line, 
From some of yoor northern ddtieaspiiw 
(Who knows not that bvave Caledoak^ 
divine?). 
From Tweed to the Ozeadaa w«a her do- 
main, 
To hnnt, or to pasture, or do what die 
woidd. 
Her heaT'nly relations there llxM her reigs, 
And pled^;ed her their godheads to wir- 
rant it good. 

II 

A lambkin in peace bat a lion in war, 
The pride of her kindred the herone 
grew. 
Her grandsire, old Odin, trinrnphaBlly 
swore: — 
'< Whoe'er shall provoke thee, th' en- 
counter shall rue ! " 
With tillage or pasture at times she would 
sport, 
To feed her fair flocks by her green 
rustling com; 
But chiefly uie woods were her faVrite 
resort. 
Her darling amusement the bounds and 
the horn. 

Ill 

Long quiet she reign'd, till thitherward 
steers 
A flight of bold eagles from Adria's 
strand. 
Repeated, successive, for many long years, 
They diieurkeu'd the air, and they plan- 
der'd the land. 
Their pounces were murder, and horror 
their cry; 
They 'd conqaer'd and ravag'd a world 
beside. 
She took to her hills, and her arrons let fly — 
The daring invaders, they fled or thej 
died! 

IV 

The Cameleon-Savage distarb'd her repose, 
With tumult, disquiet, rebellion, and 
strife. 
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Provok'd beyond bearing, at last she arose, 
And robbed him at once of his hopes and 
his life. 
The AnglUn Lion, the terror of France, 
Oft, prowling, ensang^uin'd the Tweed's 
nlver flood. 
But, taoght by the bright Caledonian lance, 
He learnt to fear in his own native 
wood. 



The fell Harpy-Raven took wing from the 
north. 
The scoarge of the seas, and the dread 
of the shore; 
The wild Scandinavian Boar issued forth 

To wanton in camaee and wallow in gore ; 
O'er oountries and kingdoms their fary 
prevail'd, 
No arts coald appease them, no arms 
ooold repel; 
Bat brave Caleaonia in vain they assail'd, 
Aa Largs well can witness, and Lon^ 
cartie tell. 

VI 

Thus bold, independent, nnconqner'd, and 
free. 
Her bright coarse of glory for ever shall 
run. 
For bfave Caledonia immortal most be, 
1 11 prove it from Eoolid as clear as the 
son: — 
Reotangle-triaoffle, the figare we '11 chase; 
The upright is Chance, and old Time is 
the mse. 
But brave Caledonia 's the hypothenuse; 
Then, erga^ she 11 match them, and match 
tliem always ! 



YOU 'RE WELCOME, WILLIE 
STEWART 



inseribed on a crystal tumbler, 
at Abbotsford, the sons: is modelled on 
the sane Jaeobitism as Lovdy PdUy Stewart. 
^ ante, p. 259. See also anU, p. 146, To 
William Stewart.) Stewart, who was faotor at 
Cloeebiira, died in 1812. 

CHOBUS 

You 're welcome, Willie Stewart ! 
You 're welcome, Willie Stewart I 



There 's ne^er a tiower that blooms in 
May, 
That 's half sae welcome 's thou art ! 



Come, bumpers high ! express your joy ! 

The bowl we maun renew it — 
The tappet hen, sae bring her ben. 

To welcome Willie Stewart ! 

II 

May foes be strong, and friends be slack I 

dk action, may ne rue it ! 
May wonuin on him turn her back. 

That wrangs thee, Willie Stewart ! 

CHORUS 

Ton 're welcome, Willie Stewart I 
Tou 're welcome, Willie Stewart ! 

There's ne'er a flower that blooms in 
Mav, 
That s half sae welcome 's thou art ! 



WHEN FIRST I SAW 

Chambers states thai the heroine was liiss 
Jean Jeffrey, whom Bums celebrated in The 
Blue-eyed Lassie (see ante, p. 2S0, Prefatory 
Note to The Blue-eyed L€usie). But the song 
is so poor that, had not Alexander Smith (Edi- 
tion 1808) collated the text '' with a copy in 
the poet*8 handwriting,'* we should have elassed 
it with the '* Improbables." 

CHORUS 

She 's aye, aye sae blithe, sae gay, 
She 's aye sae blithe and cheerie, 

She 's aye sae bonie, blithe and gay, 
O, gin I were her dearie I 



When first I saw fair Jeanie's face, 

I couldna tell what ail'd me: 
My heart went fluttering pit-a-pat, 

My een Uiey almost furd me. 
She 's aye sae neat, sae trim, sae tight, 

All nraoe does round her hover ! 
Ae look deprived me o' my heart. 

And I became her lover. 

n 

Had I Dundas's whole estate. 
Or Hopetoun's wealth to shine in; 
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Did warlike UurelB erown my brow^ 
Or humbler bays entwining; 

I 'd lay them a* at Jeanie't feet, 
Comd I bat hope to move her, 

And, prouder than a belted knig^ty 
I 'a be my Jeanie'a lover. 

ui 

Bat sair I fear some happier swain 

Has gain'd my Jeanie's faToar. 
If so, may every bliss be hers. 

Though I maun never have her I 
But gang she east, orsang she west, 

Twixt Forth and l>eed all over, 
While men have eyes, or ears, or taste. 

She 11 always find a lover. 

CHORUS 

She 's aye, aye sae blithe, sae gay, 
She 's aye sae blithe and cheene. 

She 's aye sae bonie, blithe and gay, 
O, gin I were her dearie ! 



BEHOLD THE HOUR 



FIRST SET 



Behold the hour, the boat, arrive I 
My dearest Nancy, O, fiirewell ! 

Sever'd frae thee, can I survive, 
Frae thee whom I hae lov'd sae well ? 

II 

Endless and deep shall be my grief, 
Nae ray of comfort shall I see, 

But this most precious, dear belief. 
That thou wilt still remember me. 

Ill 

Along the solitary shore, 

Where flitting sea-fowl round me cry. 
Across the rolling, dashing roar, 

I '11 westward turn my wistful eye. 

IV 

** Happy thou Indian grove," I *11 say, 
** Where now my I^incy's path shall be ! 

While thro' your sweets she holds her way, 
O, tell me, does she muse on me ? " 



HERE'S A HEALTH TO THEM 
THAT'S AWA 



Hbbb's a health to them that'sawi, 
Here 's a health to them that's awaf 
And wha winna wish said lock to ouresme, 
May never gnid lock be their &' ! 
It 's ffuid to be merry and wise. 
It s guid to be honest and troe. 
It *s ffuid to support Caledonia's cause 
And bide by the buff and the bfaie. 

u 

Here 's a health to them that 's awa. 
Here's a health to them that's awa! 
Here 's a health to Charlie, the ehief o' the 
clan, 
Altho' that his band be sma'l 
May liberty meet wi' soooeas. 
May pmdenoe protect her frae evO ! 
May tynnts and Tyranny tine i' the nuit 
^d wander their way to the Devil ! 

Ill 

Here 's a health to them that 's awa. 
Here 's a health to them that 's am ! 
Here 's a health to Tammie, the NorUn' 
laddie. 
That lives at the lug o' the Law ! 
Here 's freedom to them that wad retd. 
Here's freedom to them that woaU 
write ! 
There's nane ever fear'd that the truth 
should be heard. 
But they whom the truth would in- 
dite ! 

IV 

Here 's a health to them that 's awa. 
An' here 's to them that 's awa ! 
Here 's to Maitland and Wycombe ! Let 
wha does na like 'em 
Be built in a hole in the wa' ! 
Here 's timmer that 's red at the hearty 
Here 's fruit that is sound at the core, 
And may he that wad turn the buff sod 
blue coat 
Be tum'd to the back o' the door ! 



Here 's a health to them that 's awa, 
Here *s a health to them that 's aws, 
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lere 's Cliieftain M'Leod, a ohieftain worth 
gowd, 
Tho' bred amaiiff moantaiiu o' snaw ! 
Here *s friends on baith sides o' the Firth, 
And friends on baith sides o' the Tweed, 
Lnd wha wad betray old Albion's rif ht, 
May they never eat of her bread ! 



AH, CHLORIS 



Ah, Chloris, since it may not be 
That thou of love wilt hear. 

If from the lover thou maun flee, 
Tet let the friend be dear I 

II 

Altho' I love my Chloris mair 
Than ever tonrue could tell. 

My passion I wifl ne'er declare «- 
1 11 say, I wish thee well. 

Ill 

Tho' a' my daily care thou art. 
And a' my nightly dream, 

1 11 hide the struggle in my heart, 
And say it is esteem. 



PRETTY PEG 



As I gaed up by yon ^te-end. 
When day was ¥razm weary, 

Wha did I meet come down the street 
But pretty Peg, my dearie ? 

II 

Her air so sweet, her shape complete, 
Wi' nae proportion wanting — 

The Qaeen of Love could never move 
Wi' motion mair enchanting ! 

Ill 

With linked hands we took the sands 
Down hj yon winding river; 

And O ! that hour, and shady bow'r, 
Can I forget it ? Never I 



MEG O' THE MILL 



SECOND SET 

Sent to Thomson, April, 1703, along with 
There Was a Lass. ** I know these songs are 
not to have the lack to please yon, else you 
might be welcome to them.*' (R. B.) It was 
written for Jackie Hume's Lament, Thomson 
asked him to write another song to this air, 
bnt he replied: **My song, Ken Ye What 
Meg 0* the Mill Has Gotten, j^eases me so much 
that I cannot try xny hand at another song to 
the same air ; so I shall not attemnt it I 
know you will langh at this ; bnt ilka man 
wean hii belt his ain gait." For the first set 
see ante^ p. 268. 



O, KEN ye what Meg o' the mill has gotten ? 
An' ken ye what Meg o' the mill has gotten ? 
She 's gotten a coof wi' a claute o' siller. 
And broken the heart o' the barley miller ! 

II 

The miller was strappin, the miller was 

ruddy, 
A heart like a lord, and a hue like a lady. 
The laird was a widdif u', bleerit knurl — 
She's left the gold fellow, and taen the 

churl ! 

Ill 

The miller, he hecht her a heart leal and 

loving. 
The laird did address her wi' matter more 

moving: 
A fine pacing^horse wi' a dear, ohainM 

bridle, 
A whip by her side, and a bonie side saddle 1 

IV 

O, wae on the siller — it is sae prevailing ! 
And wae on the love that is fixed on a 

mailen I 
A tocher's nae word in a true lover's pari. 
But gie me my love and a fig for the warl t 



PHILLIS THE FAIR 

Sent to Thomson, Aogost, 1703. ** 1 like- 
wise tried my hand on £06111 Admr^ and yon 
will probably think with little sneoess ; bat it 
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IB saoh a damned, ciainpt, ont-of-the-way mea- 
Bue, that I deipair of doing anything better 
to it. . . . So much for namby-pamby. I may, 
i^ter all, try my hand on it in Soots Tene. 
There I always find myself at home.'* Thom- 
son replied that he would be glad to see Bums 
'* giye Robin Adair a Scottish dress," but that 
*' Peter" was famishing him with an Wngjish 
snit 

I 

While larks with little wing 

Fanned the pare air, 
Viewing the breathing Spring, 

Forth I did fare. 
Gay, the son's golden e^ 
Peep'd o'er the moontainB high; 
«< Such thy bloom," did I cry — 
« Phillis the fair ! " 

II 

In each bird's careless song, 

Glad, I did share; 
While yon wild flowers among, 

Chance led me there. 
Sweet to the opening day, 
Rosebuds bent the dewy spray; 

Such thy bloom," did I say — 
« Phillis the fair I " 



<c 



III 

Down in a shady walk 
Doves cooing were; 

I mark'd the cruel hawk 
Canght in a snare. 

So kind may Fortune be ! 

Such make his destiny. 

He who would injure thee, 
Phillis the fair I 



m 



0,SAW YE MY DEAR, MY PHILLY 



O, SAW ye my Dear, my Philly ? 
O, saw ye my Dear, my Philly ? 
She 's down i' the grove, she 's wi' a new 
love, 
She winna come hame to her Willy. 

II 

What says she my Dear, my Philly ? 
What says she my Dear, my Philly ? 
She lets thee to wit she has thee forgot. 
And for ever disowns thee, her l/^ly. 



O, had I ne'er seen ibee^ mj FUlly 1 

O, had I ne'er seen tliee^ ny FhiUv 1 

Aa light as the air, and fiuue u thoo 'sfur, 

Tlioa's broken the heect o' thy WiUy. 

'TWAS NA HER BONIE BLUE £»£ 



'TWAS na her bonie blue e*e was my hub: 
Fair the' she be, that was ne'er mT nndois. 
Twas the dear smile when naebody did 

mind OS, 
Twas the bewitching, sweet, stoon i^aaoe 

o' kindness 1 

II 

Sair do I fear that to lio|^ is denied sm, 
Sair do I fear that despair mann abide se; 
But the' fell Fortune shoold fate us to seier. 
Queen shall she be in my bosom for ever. 

Ill 

Chloris, I *m thine wi' a passion sincerest. 
And thou hast plightea me love o* tbe 

dearest. 
And thou'rt the angel that never ess 

alter — 
Sooner the sun in his motion would fidter ! 



WHY, WHY TELL THY LOVER 



Why, why tell thy lover 
Bliss he never must enjoy ? 
Why, why undeceive him. 
And give all his hopes the lie ? 

II 

O, why, while Fancy, raptur'd, slumben, 
« Chloris, Chloris," all the theme. 
Why, why wouldst thou, cruel. 
Wake thy lover from his dream ? 



THE PRIMROSE 

Sent to Thomson, 1703 : ** For Todlin Hi« 
take die following old English song, wUeb I 
dare say is but UtUe known." (R. B.) *'N3. 



ALTHO' HE HAS LEFT ME 
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I have altered it a Uttle.'' (R. B.) FThis'^old 
English 9ong '' is Carew*s or Herriok^s Ask me 
why I aend jfvu here,] 



D06T ask me why I send thee here 
The firstling of the infant year : 
This loTely native of the Tale, 
That hangs so pensive and so pale ? 



II 



Look on its hendinff stalk, so weak. 
That, each waj yielding, doth not break, 
And see how apUy it reveals 
The doubts ana fears a lover feels. 



Ill 



Look on its leaves of yellow hue 
Bepearl'd thus with morning dew, 
And these wUl whisper in tune ears: — 
''The sweets of loves are wash'd with 
tears." 



O, WERT THOU IN THE CAULD 

BLASJ 

Written daring his last illness in hononr of 
Jessie Lewars (see anU^ p. 280, Prefatory Note 
to Here 's a Heaiih), after she had played The 
Wren to him on the piano. 



O, WERT thou in the cauld blast 

On yonder lea, on yonder lea, 
My puddie to the angnr airt^ 

I 'd shelter thee, I^d shelter thee. 
Or did Misfortane's bitter storms 

Aroand thee blaw, around thee blaw, 
Thy bield should be my bosom. 

To share it a', to share it a'. 

II 

Or were I in the wildest waste, 

Sae black and bare, sae black and 
bare, 
The desert were a Paradise, 

If thou wert there, if thou wert there. 
Or were I monarch of the globe, 

Wi' thee to reign, wi' thee to reign, 
The brightest jewel in my crown 

Wad oe my queen, wad be my queen. 



INTERPOLATIONS 



[This heading is given to a few verses in« 
sorted by Bums in poems written by his con- 
temporaries.] 

YOUR FRIENDSHIP 



Tour friendship much can make me blest — 

O, why that bliss destroy ? 
Why urge the only, one request 

You ^ow I will deny ? 

II 

Tour thought, if Love must harbour there, 

Conceal it in that thought, 
Nor cause me from my bosom tear 

The very friend I sought. 



FOR THEE IS LAUGHING NA- 

TURE 

For thee is laughing Nature gay, 
For thee she pours tiie vernal day: 
For me in vam is Nature drest, 
While Joy 's a stranger to my breast. 



NO COLD APPROACH 

Inserted in the song, The Tears I Shed, by 
liiss Cranstonn, afterwards the second wife of 
Professor Dngald Stewart, to complete the last 
octave, and so fit it for the tune in Johnson's 
Museum, ** This song of genius was composed 
by a liiss Cranstoun. It wanted four lines to 
make all the stanzas suit the mnsio, which I 
added, and are the first four of the last stansa.*' 
(R. B.) 

No cold approach, no alter'd mien. 
Just what would make suspicion start, 

Nopause the dire extremes between : 
He made me blest — and broke my hearty 



ALTHO' HE HAS LEFT ME 

Altho' he has left me for greed o' the 
siller, 
I dinna env^ him the gains he can win: 
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I rather wad bear a' the lade o' my 80^ 
row 
Than ever hae acted sae fiuthless to him. 



LET LOOVE SPARKLE 

Let loove sparkle in her e'e. 
Let her lo'e nae man bat me: 
That 's the tocher goid I prize, 
There the layer's treasure lies. 



AS DOWN THE BURN 

As down the bum they took their way, 

And thro' the flowerjr dale, 
His cheek to hers he art did lay, 

And love was ay the tale, 
With: — ** Mary, when shall we return, 

Sic pleasure to renew P " 
Quoth Mary: — " Loye, I like the bom, 

And ay snail follow you." 



IMPROBABLES 

In onr judgment few of [the poems that 
follow] can justly be credited to Bums ; and to 
consider the quality of nearly all is to perceive, 
and very clearly, that, partial as his Editors 
were to the use of such epithets as *' God- 
gifted" and "heaven-inspired*' and the like, 
diere was no rubbish so poor but they found 
it good enough to father on the god of their 
idolatry. 

ON ROUGH ROADS 

According to Scott Douglas, **it is very 
familiarly quoted in A3rrshire, as a stray im- 
promptu of Boms^s.'* But he says not from 
whom he got it, and an impromptu which had 
lived for ninety years without getting written 
or printed — fo donnefurieusemetii H peruer ! 

I 'm now arriy'd — thanks to the Gods I — 

Through pathways rough and muddy: 
A certain sign that makin' roads 

Is no this people's study. 
Tet, though I 'm no wi' scripture cramm'd, 

I 'm sure the Bible says 
That heedless sinners sludl be danm'd, 

Unless they mend their ways. 



ELEGY ON STELLA 




InsoEibed in the 
Book: ** This poem is tlM woik of 
lev son of the Muaes who 
fate. Theie Is a great deal of 'the 
of Gona' in his aolitaiy, mo n iafal mIm; 
and had the seatimeBis hooi eloihed ia SImb- 
stone's language, they would haye been m 
discredit to that eleguit poet." (R. B.) He 
sent a copy to Mis. Dnnlop ia a letlsr of Ttk 
July, 17§9, m whieh he and that lie had Mk 
die Slegjf in xs.,. and marked tiie 
iHuoh strnok him most These are 

ziy. (last two Uaee) zy& xvm. mi 
and it is worth noting that lie doss aot 
indnde with them 



ly. 



The theory of Soott Donalas and ethflo, 
that the verses were suggested W a yisH to As 
West Highlands in June, 17871 when Bant 
may have visited Mary Gam^plMU'e gnnre^aft 
Gieenoek, whieh, in defianoe of geognakj, w- 
peaxs "at the last Ifanits of our ids^— ■ 
sheer sentiment. The tntth is, than ii bo 
earthly reason, except the eziitenee of t^ 
sentiment, for attributing the thing to Bimt; 
and, as it is utterly unlike his work — espedally 
his work in English, which is far lees easy and 
lesB fluent — as, too, he suggests that aatoCher 
wrote it, we see not why it should ever hsTt 
been printed as his. 



Strait is the spot, and green the Bod, 
From whence my sorrows flow; 

And soundly sleeps the oyer dear 
Inhabitant below. 

n 

Pardon my transport, gentle shade. 
While o'er the turf I bow ! 

Thy earthly house is cironmscrib'd. 
And solitary now I 

ni 

Not one poor stone to tell thy name 
Or make thy virtues known ! 

But what avails to thee — to me — 
The sculpture of a stone ? 

IV 

1 11 sit me down upon this turf, 

And wipe away this tear. 
The chill blast passes swiftly by, 

And flits around thy bier. 



POEM ON PASTORAL POETKY 



Dark is [he dwelling of the dead, 
And tad tbeir bouae of rest: 

Low lies the bead b; Death's cold arm 
Id awful fold embraced, 

tiaw the grini Aveuger stand 
InceuBDt b; thj Bide; 
ueen hj tbee, tue deadly lireatb 
Th; liogering frame destroy 'd. 
Je grew the roses ofi thy cheek. 
And witlier'd was tbj bloom, 
Till the slow poison brought thy youtb 
Untiinely to the tomb. 



Thiu wasted are the ranks of men - 

Tooth, health, and beaut; fall ! 
Tbe mtfaless ruiu spreads around, 
M And OTerwbelms us all. 



nwhold wbere, round thy narrow house, 
The graTes unnumber'd lie I 
The moltitudc, that sleep below. 
Existed but to die. 



And same in Youth's lamented prime, 
Like tbee, were torn away. 



Amid their weeping friends they died, 
And Bll their fa^en' g^ves. 



From thy lov'd friends, when first thy 



Far, far remor'd, tbe ruthless stroke 
^H Surpris'd, and laid tbee low. 

^Kkt tbe but limits of our Isle. 
^^k Wiuh'd by tlie western wave, 
^■^cb'd by thy fate, a tliungbtf 111 Bard 
^H Sits lonely on thy grave t 



Pensive be eyes, before him spread. 
The deep, outstreteh'd and vast. 

His mourning notes arc borne away 
Along tbe rapid blast. 



And while, amid the silent dead. 
Thy hapless fote he mourus. 

His own long wttowb freshly bleed, . 
And oil his grief returns. 



Like tbee, out off in early yonth 
And flower of beauty's pride. 

His friend, his first and only joy. 
His mueb-lord Stella died. 



And the same rapid tii^ shall whelm I 
The Poet and the Song. 



The t«ar of pity, which he shed. 



Let but bis poor remains be Uid 
Obscurely in the grave I 



Ilia grief-worn heart with truest joy 
Shall meet tbe welcome shock; 

His airy harp shall lie unstrung 
And silent on the rook. 



O my dear maid, my Stella, when 
Shall this sick period olose. 

And lead the solitary Bard 
To his beluv'd repose ? 



POEM ON PASTORAL POETRY 

Cnrrie, from ■ Ms. in Bmns's haad ; but 
Oilbeit Bonw ttton^ly donbtnd ibi •nthesti- 
eity, and tnUnwl ■videnea Rlunn that it maj 
havn bc«i wrillan by saroB mntamponry irf 
Allan Ramujr. Thus in Kanta ri. ttwt tnakar 
is rsfprrvd t» u alin ; while nn mantian is 
made of eithnr Hamilton of GiltwrtSeld ur 
FeripUMn. one or other of whniu mav woll 
bavn b«en iho anlhor. Bonis, agiUD. kneir 
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nothing of Theocritus and nothing of Maro; 
and, had he written of pastoral rerae, wonld 
certainly have quoted, not Pope but hia f a- 
Yourite Shenstone. 



Hail, Poesiel thoa Nymph reserv'd ! 

In chase o' thee, what crowds hae swenr'd 

Frae common sense, or sunk enenr'd 

'Mang heaps o' claTcrs ! 
And och! o'er aft thy joes hae stanr'd 

'Mid a' thy favours I 

II 

S^, Lassie, why thy train amang, 
While loud the trump's heroic clang, 
And sock or buskin skelp alang 

To death or marriage. 
Scarce ane has tried the shepherdHumg 

But wi' miscarriage ? 

Ill 

In Homer's craft Jock Milton thrives; 
Eschylus' pen Will Shakespeare drives; 
Wee Pope, the knurlin, till him rives 

Horatian fame; 
In thy sweet sang, Barbauld, survives 

Even Sappho's flame 1 

IV 

But thee, Theocritus, wha matches ? 
They 're no herd's ballats, Maro's catches ! 
Squire Pope but busks his skinklin patches 

O' heathen tatters I 
I pass by bunders, nameless wretches, 

That ape their betters. 



In this braw age o' wit and lear. 
Will nane the Shepherd's whistle mair 
Blaw sweetly in its native air 

And rural grace, 
And wi' the far-fam'd Grecian share 

A rival place ? 

VI 

Yes ! there is ane — a Scottish callan f 
There 's ane ! Come forrit, honest Allan ! 
Thou need na jouk behint the hallan, 

A chiel sae clever I 
The teeth o' Time may gnaw Tantallan, 

But thou 's for ever. 



vn 

Thou paints aold Nature to the niiMS 

In thy sweet Caledonian lines I 

Nae gowden stream thro' myrtles twinei, 

Where Philomel, 
While nightly breezes sweep the nnes, 

Her griefs will tell: 

VIII 

In gowany glens thy bnmie Btrmys» 
Where bonie lasses bleach their dies, 
Or trots by hazelly shaws and bmes 

Wi' hawthorns my. 
Where blackbirds join the shepMid't layt 

At dose o' day. 

IX 

Thy rural loves are nature's eel': 
Nae bombast spates o' nonsense swell, 
Nae snap conceits, but that sweet spell 

O' witehin lore. 
That charm that can the stzoogest quell. 

Hie sternest move. 



ON THE DESTRUCTION OF 
DRUMLANRIG WOODS 

First published in Hie Scots Magazimt for 
July (1803), vhere it is stated that the renM 
had been found ^* written on the window-skutttf 
of a small inn on the baaka of the Nith,** ftsd 
that they were " supposed to have been wiittn 
by Bums.'' This is a little vagne. Cromek. 
who did n't print the verses, tola Creech that 
they were written by Henry Bfaekemie, bat 
there is nothing beyond this statement to con- 
firm the ascriptioii; though one conld credit 
Mackenzie with them far more easily than aait 
oonld credit Bums. 



As on the banks of winding Kith 

Ae smiling simmer mom I stray'd, 
And traced its bonie holms and hanghs, 

Where Unties sang, and lammies pUjU 
I sat me down upon a oraig. 

And drank my fill o' fancy's dream, 
When from the eddying deep below 

Up rose the Grenius of the Stream. 

II 

Dark like the frowning rock his broWf 
And troubled like his wintry wave, 



WHY SHOULD WE JDLY WASTE OUR PRIME 



And deep aa sughs the boding wind 
Ainang his cuvcb tbe ajgh be gave. 

" And come ye here, mj aon," he cried, 
" To w&nder ia nij Uiikea sbadts ? 

To muse some favourite Scottish theuie, 
Oc HiDg some favourite ticottisb uioid 7 



" There waa a lime, it 'a nae lang Bjne, 

Ye might bae seen me io m; pride, 
When a' lay banks sue bravelj saw 

Their woodj pictures id my tide; 
When banging beech and spreading elm 

Shaded tuy stream sue clear and cool; 
And stately oaks their twisted arms 

Threw broad and dark aoroas tbe pool; 



" When, glinting tliro' tbe trees, api>eaT*d 

The wee white cot aboon the mill. 
And peaceful rose its ingle reek. 

That, slowly curling, clamb the bill. 
But now tbe cot is bare and could. 

Its leafy bield for ever gane. 
And scarce a stinted birk is left 

To shiver ia the blast its hme." 



" AJaa I " qooth I, " what niefu' chance 

Has twin'd ye o' your stately trees ? 
Has laid ^ur rocky bosom bare 7 

Has stnpp'd the deeding aff your braes ? 
Was it tbe bitt«r eaateru blast, 

That FH^attenl blight in early spring ? 
Or was 't the wil'Rre scorch'd their boughs ? 

Or canker-worm wi' secret stiog ? " 



" Nae eaatlia blast," tbe Sprite replied — 

*' It blaws na here sae fi«T«e and fell. 
And on my dry and halesome banks 

Nae caaker-worms get leave to dwell; 
Man I cruel man ! " the Genius sigh'd. 

As tbrongb tbe cliffs he sank him down: 
•* The worm that gaaw'U my bonie trees. 

That reptile wears a Ducal orown." 



I 



THE JOYFUL WIDOWER 

Thia very squalid performaooe is attnbatvd 
hj Stsnhoosa to Bomi ; but hu never aokaow- 

Mpdit. 



1 MABKtKD with a scolding wife 

The fourteenth of November: 
She made me weary of my life 

By one unruly member. 
Long did I bear tbe heavy yoke. 

And many griefs attended. 
But to my comfort be it spoke. 

Now, uow her life is ended I 



Wb liv'd full one-and-twenty years 

A man and wife together. 
At length from mo her course shi 

And gune I know not whitber. 
Would 1 could euess, I do profess: 

I speak, and do not flatter, 
Of all the women in the wutid, 

I never would come at her I 

ttl 
Her body is bestdwU well — 

A handsome gmve does hide h«r. 
But sure her soul is not in Hell — 

The Deil would ne'er abide her 1 
I rather tbiuk she is aloft 

And imitatine thunder. 
For why ? — Aiethinks I bear her v<nM j 

Tearing the clouds asunder ! 



Why should we idly waste our prime 

Repeating our oppressions ? 
Come rouse to arms ! Tis now the tima 

To punish past transgressions. 
'T is said that Kings can do no wrong — 

Their murderous deeds deny it. 
And. sinc« from us their power is sprung 

We have a right to try it. 
Now each true patriot's sour shall be: — 
'* Welcome Death or Libertic ! " 



Proud Priests and Bishops vre 11 b 

And canonite as Martyrs; 
The guillotine on Peers shall wait; 

And Knights shall bang in garter*. _ 
Those Despots long have tro£ us dowit. 

And Judges are their engines: 
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Such wretched minions of a Crown 
Demand the people's vengeance I 
To-day 'tis theirs. To-morrow we 
Shall don the Cap of Libertie 1 

III 

The Grolden Age we 11 then reylTe: 

Each man will be a brother; 
In harmony we all shall live, 

And share the earth together; 
In Virtue train'd, enlightened Touth 

Will love each fellow-creature; 
And future years shall prove the truth 

That Man is good by nature: 
Then let us toast with three times three 
The reign of Peace and Libertie I 



THE TREE OF LIBERTY 

Chambers g^ve as his authority a MB. then 
in the poaseflsion of Mr. Jifines Duncan, More- 
field, Glasgow. The Tree of Liberty reads like 
a bad blend of Scots Wha Hoe and Is There 
For Honest Poverty; and as the MS. has not 
been heard of since 1838, we may charitably 
conclude that Bums neither made the trash 
nor copied it. 



Heard ye o* the Tree o* France, 

And wat ye what 's the name o't ? 
Around it a' the patriots danoe — 

Weel Europe kens the fame o't ! 
It stands where ance the Bastile stood — 

A prison built by kings, man, 
When Superstition's hellish brood 

Kept France in leading-strings, man. 

II 

Upo' this tree there grows sic fruit, 

Its virtues a' can tell, man: 
It raises man aboon the brute. 

It mak's him ken himsel', man I 
Gif ance the peasant taste a bit. 

He 's greater than a lord, man, 
And wi' the beg^r shares a mite 

O' a' he can afford, man. 

Ill 

This fruit is worth a' Afric's wealth: 
To comfort us 't was sent, man, 

To gie the sweetest blush o' health. 
And mak' us a' content, man ! 



It clean the een, it cheers the heart, 
Mak'a hi^ and low gnid fEiends, man, 

And he wha acts the traitor'a pait. 
It to perdition sends, man. 

IV 

Myblessinjp ay attend the ehiel, 

Wha pitied Gallia's slaTee, man. 
And staw a branch, spite o' the Deil, 

Frae 'yont the western waves, man I 
Fair Virtue water'd it wi' care, 

And now she sees wi' pride, man. 
How weel it buds and bloBsoms ther^ 

Its branches spreading wide, man. 



But vicious folk ajr hate to see 

The works o' Virtne thrive, man: 
The courtly vermin 's bann'd the tiee^ 

And grat to see it thrive, man I 
King Louis thought to cut it down. 

When it was unco sma', man; 
For this the watchman craok'd his erowa, 

Cnt aff his head and a', man. 

VI 

A wicked crew syne, on a time. 

Did tak' a solemn aith, man, 
It ne'er should flourish to its prime — 

I wat they plede'd their faith, man I 
Awa they gaed wi mock parade, 

Like beagles hunting game, man. 
But soon grew weary o' the trade. 

And wish'd they 'd been at hame, man. 

VII 

Fair Freedom, standing by the tree. 

Her sons did loudly ca', man. 
She sang a sane o' Liberty, 

Which pleas^ them ane and a', msn. 
By her inspir'd, the new-bom race 

Soon drew the avenging steel, man. 
The hirelings ran — her foes gied chase. 

And bang'd the despot weel, man. 

VIII 

Let Britain boast her hardy oak, 

Her poplar, and her pine, man ! 
Auld Britain ance could crack her joke. 

And o'er her neighbours shine, man ! 
But seek the forest round and round, 

And soon 't will be agreed, man, 
That sic a tree can not be found 

'Twixt London and the Tweed, man. 



TO THE OWL 
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IX 

Withoat this tree alake this life 

Is bat a vale o' woe, man, 
A scene o' sorrow mix'd wi' strife, 

Nae real joys we know, man; 
We labour soon, we labour late, 

To feed the titled knave, man. 
And a' the comfort we 're to g^t. 

Is that ayont the grave, man. 



Wi' plenty o' sic trees, I trow. 

The warld would live in peace, man. 
The sword would help to nmk' a plough, 

The din o' war wad cease, man. 
Like brethren in a common cause. 

We 'd on each other smile, man; 
And equal riehts and equal laws 

Wad gladden every isle, man. 

XI 

Wae worth the loon wha wadna eat 

Sic halesome, dainty cheer, man I 
I 'd gie the shoon f rae aff my feet. 

To taste the fruit o't here, man 1 
Syne let us pray, Auld England may 

Sure plant this far-famed tree, man; 
And blythe we '11 sing, and herald the day 

That gives us libertjp, man. 



TO A KISS 

Pnbliahed in a LiTeipool paper called TTie 
Kaleidoscopey and there attributed to Bums. 
Itf however, appeared originally (and anony- 
mously) in TA« Orotde^ January 29, 1796, long 
the favoared oigan of the wretohed Delia 
Cmscan shoal; and it has the right Anna 
Matilda smack throughont. After all, too, 
that a thinff is bad enough to have been written 
by Bums for Thomson is no proof that it is 
Bnms^s work. 



Humid seal of soft affections, 
Tend'rest pledge of future bliss. 

Dearest tie of young connections, 
Love's first snow-drop, virgin kiss ! 

II 

Speaking silence, dumb confession, 
Passion's birth and infant's play, 



Dove-like fondness, chaste confession, 
Glowing dawn of brighter day I 



III 



Sorrowing joy, adieu's last action, 
Ling'ring lips — no more must join 1 

Words can never speak affection, 
Thrilling and sincere as thine I 



DELIA 

AN ODE 



Fair the face of orient day. 
Fair the tints of op'nine rose: 

But fairer still my Delia dawns. 
More lovely far her beauty blows. 



II 



Sweet the lark's wild-warbled lay, 
Sweet the tinkling rill to hear: 

Bnt, Delia, more delightful still 
Steal thme accents on mine ear. 



Ill 



The flower-enamoured busy bee 
The rosy banquet loves to sip; 

Sweet the streamlet's limpid lapse 
To the sun-brown'd Arab's lip: 



IV 



But, Delia, on thy balmy lips 
Let me, no vagrant insect, rove t 

O, let me steal one liquid kiss 1 

For O I my soul is parch'd with love I 



TO THE OWL 

" Found among the Poet's Mss. in his own 
handwriting, with occasional interlineations 
such as occur in all his primitive effusions ; *' 
but attributed by him to John M'Creddie, of 
whom nothing is known. To onr mind, those 
who give the verses to Bums would give him 
anything. 

I 

Sad bird of night, what sorrow calls thee 
forth. 
To vent thy plaints thus in the midnight 
hour? 
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Jb it some blast that gathen in the north. 
Threatening to nip the yerdore of thy 
bow*r? 

n 

Is it, sad owl, that Antnmn strips the shade. 
And leaves thee here, onshelter'd and 
forlorn ? 
Or fear that TVlnter will th j nest invade ? 
Or friendless Melancholy bids thee 
mourn? 

ni 

Shut out, lone bird, from all the feather'd 
train. 
To tell thy sorrows to th' unheeding 
gloom, 
No friend to pity when thou dost complain, 
Grief all thy thought, and solitude thy 
home, 

IV 

Sing on, sad mourner I I will bless thy 

strain, 

And pleas'd in sorrow listen to thy song. 

Sing on, sad mourner ! To the night 

complain, 

While the lone echo wafts thy notes along. 



Is Beauty less, when down the glowing 
cheek 
Sad, piteous tears in native sorrows fall ? 
Less kind the heart when anguish bids it 
break? 
Less happy he who lists to Pity's call ? 

VI 

Ah no, sad owl I nor is thy voice less 
sweet, 
That Sadness tunes it, and that Grief is 
there? 
That Spring's gay notes, unskill'd, thou 
can't repeat, 
That Sorrow bids thee to the gloom re- 
pair ! 

VII 

Nor that the treble songsters of the day. 
Are quite estranged, sad bird of night, 
from thee ! 
Nor that the thrush deserts the evening 
spray, 
When darkness calls thee from thy rev- 
erie! 



vni 

From some old tower, thy mdanoholy 

dome. 

While the gray walla and desert aoh- 

tudes 

Return each note^ respcmiive to the gloom 

Of ivied coverts and annomidiiig woods: 

DC 

There hooting, I wUl list more pleased to 
thee. 

Than ever lover to the ni^itinffale, 
Or drooping wretch, oppresa'd with misery, 

Lending his ear to some ooiidci4iiig tale I 



THE VOWELS 



A TALE 



Found among the Poet's papen. 

'T WAS where the birch and sounding thong 

are ply'd. 
The noisy domicile of pedant pride; 
Where Ignorance her darkening vapour 

throws. 
And Cruelty directs the thickening blows ! 
Upon a time, Sir ABC the great. 
In all his pedagogic powers elate. 
His awful chair of state resolves to mount, 
And call the trembling Vowels to account. 

First enter'd A, a grave, broad, solemn 

wight, 
But, ah ! deform'd, dishonest to the sigbt ! 
His twisted head look'd backward on his 

way, 
And flagrant from the scourge he grunted, 

at'/ 

Reluctant, E stalk'd in ; a piteous case, 
The justling tears ran down his honest 

face I 
That name, that well-worn name, and ill 

his own, 
Pale, he surrenders at the tyrant's throee ! 
The Pedant stifles keen the Roman sound 
Not all his mongrel diphthongs can com- 
pound; 
And next the title following dose behind, 
He to the nameless, ghMtly wretch sf 
sign'd. 



ON THE DEATH OF A FAVOURITE CHILD 



The cobvrabb'd gotbio doDie resounded, Y i 
In sullen veD^ance, I diadain'd reply: 
The Pedftnt swung bis felou cudgel round. 
And knock'd the growiiDg towel to Che 
ground I 

In rueful apprehension cnter'd O, 
The wailing minstrel at despairing woe: 
Th' Inquisitor of Spain the must expert 
Might there have learnt now inyaCerieH of 

So glim, deform'd, with hofrora entering, U 
Uii dearevt fnend and brother scarcely 
knew I 

As trembling V stood staring all aghast. 
The Pedant iu his left hand clutch'd hiu 

fast. 
In helpless infants' tears be dipp'd his 

right, 
Baptii'd him eu, and kiok'd him from his 



It is hatd to belieTe that Boms, tbongh his 
Mate in EogUsb was pone of the finest, coolil 
civD tnnsoribe lucb inuuitiffabte nibbisb. 



Now health forsakes that angel face, 
Nae mair my dearie smites. 

Pale sickness witbers ilka grace, 
And a' my hopes beguiles. 



The onel Powers reject the prajrer 

I boarly mak' for thee: 
Te Hearens I how great is my despair t 

How can I loe htm die 1 



Bnnu's daD^hter, ESiubeth RiddeU. died In 
the aatumn of 1T9S. But this fact dbd scare* 
ba nfatded as proof of the aathcnticity of 
*«nH altogethu in ibe iDsoner of tin. He- 



O, BWEET be thy sleep in the land of the 
grave. 
My dear tittle angel, for ever I 
For e¥er?~0 no I let not man be a 

His hopes from existence to sever I 



Though cold be the clay, where thou pil- 
low'st thy bead 
In the dark, silent mansions of sorrow, 
The spring shall retam to thy low, narrow 

Like the beam of the day-star to-mor- 



The flo«eT-«tem shall bloom like thy sweet 
■eraph form 
Ere the spoiler had nipt thee in blo*- 

When thou shrank frae the scowl of tho 

And nestled thee close to that bosom. 



O, still I behold thee, all lovely in death. 
Reclined on the lap of thj mother. 

When the teat^trickle bright, when the 
short, stifled breath 
Told bow dear ye were ay to each other. 



My child, thou art gone to the home of thy 
rest. 
Where suffenng no longer can harm 
thee: 
niiere the songl of the Good, where the 
hymns of the Blest 
Through an endless existence shall chknu 
tbeet 



While he, thy fond parent, must sighing 
sojourn 
Through the dire desert regions of lur- 

O'er the hope and misfortune of being to 

And sigh for this life's lateet uomw. 



NOTES 



Pa^e 2. The Twa Doos. 

TluU bears the name ofauld King Coil. 

The ^'auld King CoU," from whom Kvle, 
the middle distiiot of Ayxshire, is snppoaea to 
derive its name, is pure myth^thongrn the cas- 
tle is of anknown antiqnity. The distriiet itself 
is divided by the river Ayr into Kind's Kyle 
and Stewart Kyle. See pott, p. 328, Notes to 
The Vision, 

Page 3. How they maun thole the factor^a 
snash. etc. 

** Mv father's crenerons master died ; the farm 
proyea a ruinous bargain ; and. to dench the 
corse, we fell into the hands of a factor, who 
sat for die picture I have drawn of one m my 
Tale of Two Dogs^ (R. B. in Autobiographical 
Letter.) 

Page 5. Scotch Drikk. 

St. ly. 1. 2. Souple scones. 

The " souple scones '^ were very thin, pliable 
cakes of barley meal, long a favourite bread of 
the Scottish peasantry. 

St. IV. 1.4. Kail. 

The colewort or *^ green kale " was the chief 
vegetable of old Scotland. Hence the **' kale- 
yard *' was the common name for the cotter's 
garden, and **kale" the synonym for Scotch 
roth, of which barley also was an important 
ingredient. 

St. nc. I. 4. Cog or bicker. 

Both wooden vessels. From the larger * * cog, '* 
the ale would probabl]^ be poured into the 
smaller " bicker '' for dnnking. A coe is prop- 
erly a large wooden vessel from wnich the 
Scottish peasants sup porridge, or kale, in com- 
mon. In the case ot porridse — which is made 
Ter^ thick — each spoons in his own pit till the 
diyiding walls are broken down. ^ A ** ooggie " 
(t. e. a uttle cog) is a wooden porringer for one. 

Page 6. St. XIX. 1. 1. Thee, FerintoshI O 
sadly lost ! 

By an Act of the Scottish Parliament of 1690. 
Duncan ^ Forbes of Culloden, in recognition oi 
\uA services during Dundee's rebellion and in 
compensation for tne damage done his lands bv 
the rebels, obtained, on payment of a small 
sura in lieu of excise, a^ perpetual liberty to 
distil grain at his *' ancient orewery of a^ua 
vita of Ferintosh." The privilege was with- 
drawn in 1785, over £20,000 being paid in com- 
pensation, when, of course, the price of whisky 
went up. 

Page 6. The Author's Eabnbst Cbt and 
Prayer. 

In the 1787 Edition Bums added a footnote : — 
*^Tlu8 was wrote before the Act anent the 



Scotch Distilleries, of session 1786; for which 
ScoUand and the author return their most 
grateful thanks." The Act superseded the 
duties on spirits by an annual tax on stills ac- 
cording to tneir capacity. 

The passage in Milton parodied in the motto 
is: — 

** O fairest of crestUm ! Isst and best . . . 
How art thou lost '* . . . 

— PoftidiM Lostf ix. 896, 900. 

St. I. 1. 1. Ye Irish lords, ye knights an^ 
squires. 

Certain Irish lords had Scottish seats in the 
House of Commons, while eldest sons of Scot- 
tish peers were ineligible. 

St. n. 1. 1. Boupet. 

Said of a vocal state which suggests the utter- 
ance of a chicken with a cold. 

Page 7. St. X. 1. 3. But could I like Mont- 
gomeries fight. 

From the time of Sir John Montgomerie, 
ancestor of the Earls of Eglinton, — who in 1388 
vanquished Hotspur at Otterburne and took 
him prisoner, — many of the main branch had 
won distinction in arms; and,^ when Bums 
wrote, tiieir tradition was worthihr maintained 
by Archibald, eleventh Earl of Eglinton, who 
held the rank of General in the army, and hj 
his cousin. Colonel Montgomerie of Coilsfiela, 
the ** sodger Hugh " of a subsequent stanza. 

St. X. 1. 4. Or gab like Boswell. 

James Boswell, biographer of Samuel John- 
son, who. succeeding to the Auchinleck estate 
on the aeath of his father in 1782, for some 
time Uiereaf ter took an active part in politics 
at county meetinffs, and even aspired to repre- 
sent Ayrshire in Parliament. 

St. xin. 1. 1. Dempster, a true blue Scot Vse 
warran. 

George Dempster of Dunnichen, bom at 
Dundee in February, 1732 ; educated at St. An- 
drews and Eldinburgh ; called to the Scottish 
bar in 1755 ; a friend of Hume and other Scot- 
tish literati ; sat as member for the Forfar and 
Fife Burghs from 1762 to 1790 ; devoted much 
attention to agriculture, concerning which he 
published several works ; died 13th February, 
1818. 

St. xni. 1. 2. Thee, aith-detesting, chaste Kil" 
kerran. 

Sir Adam Fergnsson, third baronet of Kil- 
kerran ; entered l^arliament in 1774 as member 
for Ayrshire, but in 1780 was defeated by Colo- 
nel Hu^ Montgomerie, and at this time repre- 
sented Edinburgh ; in 1796 laid claim to the 
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earldom of Glencaim, bnt failed to establiBh 
hk right to it ; died 23d September, 1813. 

St. zni. 1. 4. The Laird d* Cfrakam. 

James Graham, then Marquis of Graham; 
bom 8th September, 1755: elected M. P. lor 
Richmond, Yorkshire, lltn September, 1780: 
member for Great Bedwin, Wilts, from 1784 
mitil, on the death of his father in 1790, he be- 
came third Dnke of Montrose : was at this time 
a Lord of the IVeasury under Pitt ; sabse- 
qnently held various important Minist^srial and 
other offices ; obtained the repeal of the Act of 
1747 prohibiting the Highland costnme ; is de- 
scribed in Wnucall's Memoirs as pnsnwwing '*a 
ready elocution, sustained by all the confinenee 
in himself necessary for addressing the House ; " 
died dOth December, 1836. 

St. xni. 1. 6. Dundas his name. 

Henry Dundas, the most distinguished Scot- 
tish statesman of his time ; f ourtn son of Rob- 
ert Dundas of Amiston, Lord President of the 
Court of Session ; bom 28th April, 1742 ; at this 
time member for Midlothian, and TVeasnrer of 
the Nayy under Rtt, one of whose best trusted 
colleagues he was ; was created Viscount Mel- 
▼ille 24th December, 1802 ; and died 28th Maj, 
1811. 

St. XIV. 1. 1. Erakine, a spunkie Norland 
biUie, 

Eidier Thomas Erskine, afterwards Lord 
Erskine (who, howeyer, was not then in Parlia- 
ment), or his elder brother, Henry Erskine, for 
a short time Lord Advocate under the Coalition 
Ministry ; Uie chief rival of Dundas at the Soot- 
tiflJi bar, whom he superseded as Lord Ad- 
vocate, notwithstanding Dundas's boast: **No 
one shall venture to take my place.** 

St. ziY. 1. 2. True CampMU^ Frederick and 

Lord Frederick Campbell, third son of John, 
fourth Dake of Argyll, was bom in 1729 ; sat 
for the Glasgow Burghs from 1761 to 1780, and 
for ArgyUshire from 1780 to 1799; appomted 
Lord Clerk Register for ScoUand in 1768 : died 
8th August. 1816. Sir IsUiy Campbell of Suo- 
ooth was bom 23d August, 1734^ succeeded 
Henry Erskine as Lord Advocate m 1784 : re- 
presented the Glasgow District of Burghs nom 
1784 to 1789, when as Lord Succoth he was ap- 
pointed Lord President of the Court of Session : 
author of several works on Soots Law; diea 
28th March. 1823. 

St. xiY. 1. 3. An^ Livistone, the bauld Sir 
Willie, 

Sir William Augustus Cun^nghame, fourth 
Baronet, of Milncraig, Ayrshire, and Living- 
stone, Linlithgowshire, sat for Linlithgowshire ; 
died 17th March, 1828. 

St. XV. This stanza was omitted by Burns 
from his press copy, and in an earlier MS. is 
marked to be expunged.'* The "sodger 
Hugh *' to whom it refers was Hugh Montgom- 
erie of Coilsfield, who had seen service in the 
American War. and in 1778 became major of 
the Argyll Fenciblest of which Lord Freaerick 
Campbell was colonel. He represented Ayr- 
shire from 1780 to 1789; in 1793 became Major 



of the West Lowland FenoiUa^ and in 179B 
Lientenant-GovemOT of Edinbnxgn Oartlt ; sae- 
oeeded to the earidom of H|gl8*i*«i on tiie destk 
of his cousin Arohibald, elsivsn^ eari, m 1798; 
in 1806 was raised to the BiHidi FbetMa m 
Baron of Ardroasan; rebniU EjgliiitflB GmUs 
and displayed grsat enefgy in tile ImpioTeBMit 
and development of his nrapcrtj; waa aa ae^ 
complished muaifliaii, and a eompoMr of pgpa- 
lar tunes, among them Ladp Momlgomerie*M Bed 
and Ayrshire Laseet; died 10th Doeoniber, 1819. 

St.xvii.1.2. Her Utt MUitia. 

The Militia Bill for Sootland waa lort in 178S 
bv reason of the attemptod inwrtioii of a daan 
obnoxious to the Soottiah rwiirooeulaUfeB. 

P^8. St.xxi.Ll. YfmgmdUmd^wdi 
Boeonnock*8. 

The Premier Pitt was the grandaoo of Mr. 
Robert Pitt of Booonnookf ConnralL 

St XXL 1.3. Nante Tinnoek^t. 

"A worthv old hostess of the Author^ is 
Manohline, wnere he enmo lim i w tt^if poBte 
over a glass of gnde aold 'Seofeoii 0riiik.*" 
(R. B.) 

Page 10. ThxHoltFaib. 

St. ym. L 3. ^ greedp glowr hiadb-hmmtt 

The elder who " officiated " at tho ooDoetiir 
plate, which stood at the entroiioa, waa assM* 
tomed to wear a blaek bonnet. 

St. IX. L 3. J%ere Racer Jeee^ oa* two-dine 
whores. 

''Racer Jess** was Janet Gibooo, the half- 
witted daughter of Mrs. Gibson or "Poosis 
Nansie** (see post, p. 884, Notes to 7%e Joiijf 
Begoars) ; being fleet of foot, she often raa er- 
rands. She died in February, 1818. 

St. XI. 1. 1. O happy is that man atC hltti ! 

Psalm cxlvi. Lme 1 of Venae 2, SeottiA 
Metrical Version. The vene waa psobaUty 
sung at the tent-preaching. 

St. XII. 1. 3. For Moodiespeds the htdy door, 

Alexander Moodie, minister of Rioeartoa, 
was bom in 1722; ordained at Colross 20tli 
February, 1759; translated to Riooarton 30th 
December, 1761 ; died 15th February, 1799, sad 
was succeeded as minister of the paiuh 1^ hii 
eldest son. He almost rivalled Rnssel of Kil- 
marnock in enforcing the '* tenors of the law.** 
But, notwithstanding affinities of doetzine sad 
character, the headstrong violence of both di- 
vines involved them in that ** bitter Uabk ont- 
cast" which is celebrated in The Twa Herds 
{ante, p. 107). In The KirkU Alarm (ante, p. 
112), Moodie is addressed as ** Singot Sawnie.* 

St. xrv. 1. 5. Smith opens otU his cadd 
harangues, 

GJeorge Smith, minister of Gidston, son d 
William Smith of Cranston: ordained at Gah- 
ton, 3d February, 1778; D.D. (Glasgow), 1806; 
died 20th April, 1823. Although reaUy '* mod- 
erate ** or *' New Light,** — and here refeind 
to in terms meant to be whollv laudatory, — kb 
theological attitude was ratner variaMe. At 
an earner ^riod the orthodox or ** Old light'* 
party was inclined to set a certain relianee os 
nim ; but in The Twa Herds it deoexibes him ii 



'*biit a gny niek quill." On th« other hand, 
tils " Nb* U^t '* party faniid him equally nt>- 
iriutttonliir mhen it none to llie uinch ; ubA in 
thB •* Irvin. lids " manm of TA* KiVi'. -Ka™ 
Bnmi, vhil« alla»ine him the "fienre "of man- 
luHid, affirou that eTe& hi» frtunda *'dare na 

"St-xvi, l.3.'°f«U«. 

WUtiam Peehlta, luinisMr of Ne<Fton<t>n-AyT ; 
■on erf a drsper at Inchtnre, Perthaiiire ; bom 
■buDt \~K; sohoultnaiittir at lauhtnre, and at- 
lenranla a«btant miolitijr M Diindoiuild ; op- 
dained at Nowtmwm-Ayr "^Sth June, ITTd ; dark 
of the Praabyterj of Ayr, ITHS; D. U. >Ameri< 
null, !'!» ; died llth (ktober, 1(UU. Author of 
■■ Tit Gma Tkinfii }Vk{eh tlir Lord hath doat 
for Ihit Xation, m two Sermona, preacbed on 
Mh NoTanber^ ITBH Ithe second contaimnE a 
valad but obnona altonnn to the doctrioea of 
Dr. Mae^U aa beinona in themaelvea and incon- 
natent with but aubaeription to the IStandarda: 
«e« Tht Kirk'i Alarml, to which ia luhjoined 
An Odt (0 iiibrrty," KUmaraack : PrinlM by 
J. Wilwn [Bama'a printer], IT88: Sermoiu, 
wiUt i/yiai. Edinban4i, ITM ; 7^^ Umvrr$alilv 
<lf Pyrt CkriUian Wankip: A Strmon, Air, 
irae ; Tkr Cruit, or (fa Prograt iff Rtv<i<aitm- 
ary Prittciplet. Edinbotich, IttCKl and iSIA i and 
Of» ami Elegitt. Qlaaepw, IKIO. Bs alao pub- 
lialied lanonynioiulyl " iliir>iaiiiani*a : the Celeb- 
rity of Robart iinmi coiuideTed in a DUcoune 
adareawd toaU t«a] Chriadanaof erer]; Uenom- 
inatiuo, to which are added EpUtlea in V«ne 
napnjtiH Peur Pindar. Bam*. i£c.. 1811;" 
it Hpeoially mndemna The Holy Fair and Tin 
c' Sianltr. Peeblw ww a Uader of the ortho- 
do* ^MWty iu the Preebytery, In doctrine and 
■enttnient hia ■emuina an atudiuiuly ourrect, 
aa they ar« ioTariablT poinpons in utTle. Bunii 
makes a withering allusiun to bis Odt to hihrriu 
is tb« "Poet Willie" lUnia of The Kirk's 
Alarm ; and in Tht Ttca Htrdt be appeara ae 
" Peebles Sbanl." 

" Whili ConKRon-unit has tarn 



"1 . 
the -'Ne< 



.. " while generally naed for 

Light party, is hen Ir^itionally 
Bums'! friend. Dr. Macken- 



" A street ao called which faces the tent in 
tUoehline." (R. B. in Edinbnivh Editions.) 
St. xni. 1. 1. Wee Miiltr nim, the guard re- 

" ' Wee Uillar,' the assistaat minister at St. 
Michaet'i." IR. B. in a copy of the ITSS Edi- 
tioKiiD the British Mnseuin.) AleKUider Miliar, 
who was short and exceedini; stout, waa pr^ 
Kotnl to the parish of Kilioanta, 9th April, 
IT-*? ; but. probably on account in part of this 
niiJiMleriiMC allusion to him, bis settlement was 
liiciisrly oppoaed by the pariahionen, who denied 
liim aooesa to preach, and abstained without 
asoeptum from alteadinii servioe wben the call 
—m moderaled. He nevertheteM waa ordained 

fc May, ITHH. and died 22d l>ecember. 11404. 

^^ »1I. St. xvm. 1.1. Bmandbrn. 



^ 



The entrance to the SoottiBh oottan was at 
the kit<ihet> end, a4iil the visitor jNused thrunfch 
the "butt" or outer apartment into the "ben" 
or inner one. 

St. XXI. I. 4. Black RuadL 

John RuBsel, then minister of the chjqiel-af- 
eaae. Kilmaniack, a natiTe of Moray, bom 
about 1T40 ; for some time parochial teacher at 
Cromarty ; ordained at Kilmarnock ^Mth Ikbunh, 
lTT4i translated to the aeooud ehaiKeof StirliuB 
ISth January. IMUO; died at Stirling 23d Febru- 
ary, lnl7. in his leteaty-MTetith year. Author 

Oaaiiont. Kilmarnock. 17KB ; The Haturt of the 
Goipft dtUntaXtd in a Strmon, Augnst. ITHG; 
The Reatoit of our Lord'M Afony, a sertnon. 
Utirliiig. IHUl : and four (ennona published in a 
posthumons Tolume of sermons by his son. Rev. 
John Rnssel of MnthiU, Gloagow. iK3t\. Rnnel 

au« dark and moroae and a ttviaendatu voice : 
both comlnning to heighten the effect of hia 
messaees of wrath. As a schoolmaster he 
imed an altogether unii 

"" - itiMu ot the 

? Mills" 

... — ,. .- o/ Sral- 

land. Others relate that, being off duty, be 
waa not without a certain geuialily. and even 
humour. Over bis parishioners he exercised a 
diaeipli&a well-niph as rigid as that which ha 
had maintained in hia aohool. Such waa the 
awe inspired by his mere preaenoe that when, 
on Sunday afternoons, armed with a formidabU 
cudgel, he began hia wonted rounds in pursuit 
of Sabbatb-breakiiig stroUera, bill appearance in 
tht- street was the signal for ao instant break- 
ing-up and a disappearing vitbin-doora of go*- 
sinine gronps. Kussel is one of Buma's fm 
lirrdi, and there aT« unoomplimeDtary allnaioiw 
to him in Tht Ordination, Tht Kirk'f Alarm, 
and the Epiat* lo John Goldie. 

St. XXI. 1. X. Our ptrra " wmls dot* Aarroio." 
"Shakespeare's Hamlet." IK, B.) 
Pae« 15. Pour Haiub's Ei.bi>t. 
St. via. 1. a. rcw thanttr, Mae. 
In Lowland Scotland the bagpipe was at ona 
time as common aa it it and was in the High- 
lands. Its disuse was doe to the action of Uw 
Kirk anthoritje* in eonoexian with dancinc- 
Page IT. Epistlc io Jaxu Suits. 



St. )t 
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ante, p. Sa. S 
and PraniT. 

Page 1^ A Dhxax. 

St. IT. 1. e. Than did at daf. 

Before the Aniaiicaa Culooies vara luet. 

Page 19. St. VII. 1. 8. Abridg' goar bo. 



In the spring of IT^ 
eduoe the Navy. 
.St. X. I. I. r«a>w PaenlaU 
Afterwaids Oeor^ IV. 



had been proposed U 
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NOTES 



St. XI. 1. 7. Funny, queer Sir John. 

''Sir John Falstaff, vide ^Shakespeare.'* (R. 
B.) 

St. xn. 1. 1. Right reverend Otnaburg. 

Frederick Augnstus, Duke of York and Al- 
bany, second son of GJeorge III.; bom IGth 
August, 1763 ; elected to the Bishopric of Osnar 
bnrfir in infancy (1764) ; had abandoned the title 
in 1784, on being created Doke of York and Al- 
bany ; was appointed Commande»n-Chief in 
179H ; but in 1809 was compelled by the Clarke 
Scandids to resign. He died 0th January, 1827. 

St. xin. I. 3. A glorious gaUey, stem an* stem. 

'' Alluding to the newspaper account of a cer> 
tain Royal sailor^s amour." (R. B.) The royal 
sailor was Prince William Henry, — appointed 
captain in the Navy 10th April, 1786, — after- 
wards Duke of Clarence, ana finally King Wil- 
liam IV. His connexion with Dorothy Jordan 
did not begin till 1790. 

Page 21. The Vision. 

Duan I. St. xvn. 1. 2. A race heroic. 

" The Wallacee." (R. B.) 

St. xviu. 1. 1. His Countn/'s Saviour, 

" William Wallace." (R. B.) 

St. xym. 1. 2. Bold Riehardton*s heroic swell, 

Adam Wallace of Richardton, cousin to the 
immortal preserver of Scottish independence." 
<R. B.) Richardton is now known as Riccarton. 

St. XYUi. 1. 3. The chitf, on Sark who glorious 
fell, 

"" Wallace, laird of Craigie, who was second 
in command, under Douglas, Earl of Ormond, 
at tlie famous battle on the ^ banks of Sark, 
fought anno 1458. That^ glorious victory was 
principally owing to the iudicions conduct and 
intrepid valour of the gafiant laird of Craigie, 
who died of his wounds after the action." 
(R. B.) The Wallaces of Craigie were de- 
scended from the Wallaces of Riccarton, John 
Wallace of Riccarton having married Maigaret, 
daughter and heiress of Sir John Lindsajr of 
Craigie. The heiress of Craigie in Bums^s time 
was his friend Mrs. Dunlop, whose maiden 
name was Frances Anne Wallace. 

St. XIX. 1. 1 . A sceptred Pictish shade, 

** Coilus, King of tne Picts, from whom the 
district of Kyle is said to take its name, lies 
buried, as tradition says, near the family seat 
of the Montgomeries of Coikfield. where his 
burial place is still shown." (R. B.) See ante, 
p. .'^25, Note to The Twa Dogs, 

St. XX. 1. 1. Thro^ many a wild romantic 
groi^. 

*' Barskiraming, the seat of the Lord Justice- 
Clerk." (R. B.) It lies two miles southwest of 
Maiichline. 

St. XX. 1. 5. An aged Judge. 

[llie owner of Barskimming], Sir Thomas 
Miller, son of William Miller of Olenlee, Kirk- 
cudbrightshire ; bom I3d November, 1717 ; 
culled to the Scottish^ Bar 21st February, 1742 ; 
appointed Lord Justice-Clerk 14th June, 1766, 
with the title of Lord Barskimming, afterwards 
changed to that of Lord Glenlee; Lord-Presi- 
dent of the Court of Session loth January, 1788 ; 
created a baronet 3d March of the same year ; 



died 27th Se^tembor, 1789. The artita k itill 
in the pcMMOonop of tbe fiunihr- 
. St. XXL L 2. Tk^UaniedSweaiidSoiilmm, 

" Catrine, the test of the late Dtoetor aed 
preeentPhrfenor Stewart" (B. B.) Itknte- 
ate about two milae tontheiiet of M^*»^ii— 
The eitate oame into the pnepe—ion <^ Dr. 
Matthew Stewart, — bom 1717. died 23d Jaai- 
ary^ 1786,— Prof enor of Methematini in tht 
UmTendty of Edinbozg^ thraogh his nairiege 
with Margaret, daughter of ATwribald Stewart 
Writer to the Signet ; and here lie apeot tin 
hut years of his life. The ''eon," frfdmn 
Dugald Stewart,— bom 22d Norember, 1753, 
died 11th June, 1828, the weU-known BMte- 
phyridan, — usually SMnt a port of the enmntr 
at Catrine, and them JBuziib made hie amiaaiii- 
anoe. 

St. zzn. 1. 1. BrydoiCs brave ward I well 
could spy* 

'' Colonel FuUarton." (R. B.) Cokml Wil- 
liam Fnllarton was deeoended firam an AynhirB 
family, which for fire eentnriee had piMiiisirf! 
the barony of Fnllarton, near Irvine ; bom rJth 
January, 1754; educated at Edinboij^ Ust- 
versity: spent some time in foragn tmTcl 
under tne eare of Patrick Brydone, author of a 
Tour in Sicilyj in 1780 pr o poeed an expeditioe 
to Mexico agauiBt the Spaniards ; raised for this 
purpose the 98th Regiment, of which he was 
appointed Lieutenant-Colonel ; was sent to the 
Cape of Good Hope — on account of the out- 
break of the Dutch war — and thence to India, 
where in 1783 he was appointed to the cod- 
mand of the Southern army ; published in 1787 
A View of the English Interests in India, and in 
1793 an Account of the Agriculture qf the Countf 
of Ayr ; raised the 23d or Fnllarton-s Dregoooi 
in 1794, and the 101st Regiment in 18U2; ap- 
pointed in April, 1803, Fust Commiaaiooer of 
Trinidad; died 13th February, 1808. In liVl 
Fnllarton introduced himself to Bums, who af« 
terwards corresponded with him, and sent him 
verses in MS. In his Account of Aprindtmf 
he notes that the method of dishormng cattk 
therein recommended was suggested ** oy Mr. 
Robert Bums, whose general ttdents are no leu 
conspicuous than the poetic powers whidi hare 
done so much honour to the country in which 
he was bom." 

Duan II. St. XII. I. 2. And this district at 
mine I claim. 

The district of Kyle. 

St. XII. 1. 3. J7ie Campbells, chitfs (^faw. 

The Cam{>bells of Loudoun, descenara on(ri- 
nally from Sir Duncan CampbeU. of the boaM 
of Lochow, who in the reign of Robert I. mv 
ried Sussanah Crawford, neirees of Londoan. 
In 1020 Sir James Campbell of Lawem niarTic<l 
Margaret Campbell, Baroness of Loudoun, and 
on 12th May, 1()3:), he was created Earl of Lov 
doun and Baron of Tarrinzean and MauchHae. 

Page 2:). Halloween. 

**Is thought to be a night when witchet. 
devils, and other mischief-making beings are 
flJl abroad on their baneful midnight errasdR : 
particularly those aerial people, the fairies, arc 



■ud on thkt night to hold a nand aniuTer- 

St. 1. 1. 2. Camlii Donmam. 

" Ceitun little, ronuntia, rookj, green hills, 
in ths neifbboniluHid of the ancient Beat at ths 
Earli of CwBili*." (R. B.) CaniliB, now a 
aeat of the Marqnis of Ailss, vho is alao Eui 
of Canlii, is the loenfl of the ballad of Johnaie 
Fob. 

St.i.L7. The Coee. 

" A noted oaTern near Colean Honse, called 
the Core of Colean ; vhieh, >■ well ai CaMilia 
Donana, ia famed, in oonntry storr, for being 
• fttTOnrite haont of Fairies." |R, B.) Colean 
Honsa, noir known ae Colzeao Caatls, is the 
prinoipal uat of the Maiqnia of Ailsa. Of the 
Corea, i^ William Brereton in bis Traodi re- 
lataa Uiat then naa to be seen in them in 1634 
" either a notable impoatim, or moat strange 
and mach-to-be-admirad footat«pa and imprea- 
■ions" of "men, obildren, don>, coneys, and 
diveis other ereatnrea," which were here 
oonoeived to be einrila." 

St. □. 1. 3. Whtra Bract anct nUd the 
martial ratikt. 

" The famons familj of that name, the an- 
eeston of Robert, the great deliverer of his 
oonntrr, were Eaila of Carrick." (R. B.) 

Page 21. St. IT. 1. 2. T^iV ^oclcM maun a' 
be ic^flit anct. 

" The first OBtemoiiT of Hnllowr-an In, polling 
each a 'itoek' or ptant of k»il. Tliuy most 

OaSs 



, )r earth, 

■tick to the root, that is " tocher." .it fortune ; 
and the taste of the "costoo," that is, the 
heart of the stem, is indicstiva of the natural 
tamper and disposition. I^astl?, the stems, or, 
to give them their ordioaiy appellation, the 
' runts,' are placed somewhere above the head 
of the door ; and the Christian names of people 
whom chance beings into ths hoose are. accord- 
ing to the prioritj of placing ths 'mnts,' the 
umcB in question." (R. B.) 

St. Tl. 1. 3. To pou IheW Ualki o' earn. 

"The; go to the barnyard, and pnll eaoh, at 
three seTeral times, a stalk of oats. If the 
third stalk wants the ' tsp-piakle,' that is, the 
grain at the top of the stalk, the party in qnea- 
Bon will come to the marriage-bed anytJiing 
bat a maid." fit, B.) I 

St. VI. 1. 8. Tht/auit-hoiue. , 

"When the com U in a doabtfnl state, by ■ 
being too green or wet, the stack-builder, by 
means of old limber, etc., makes a lai^ apartr 
ment in his stack, with an openioK in the side 
irhioh is fairest exposed to the wind ; this he 
oalls a ' fanse-house.' " (R. B.) 

St. TH. 1. 1. ITie aidd guid-vift'i leal-lioord^ 
niti. 

" finming the nnts is a favourite charm. 
They name the tad and lass to each partionlar 
nnt, as they lay them in the fire ; and aooording 
•B they bum qnietly together, or start from 
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bedds one another, the conise and isane of the 

courtship will be." <R. B.) 

St. Xt. 1. S, And in lie blut-due Oaxiujt thai. 

"Whoever would, with SDCoess, try this 
spell, must strictly observe these directions : 
Steal out, all alone, to the kiln, and, darkling. 
throw into the ' pot ' a olue of blue yam ; wind 
it in a new clna off the old one ; and, toward* 
the latter end, something will hold the thread : 
demaiid, ' Wna hands? i. e. who holdsT and 
answer will be returned from the kiln-pot, hj 
naming the Christian and soniame of your fn- 
tore spnnse." (R. B.) 

St. im. 1. 3. rUtallhtappUaltUslau. 

" Take a candle and go alone to a kiokii^ 
glaas ; eat an apple before it, and some tradi- 
tions say yon should comb your hair aJl the 
time ■, we face of yonr oonjngal companion, to 
bt, will be seen in the glass, as if peeping over 
yonr shoulder." (R. B.) 

P^(e 29. St. XIV. 1. 1. Tt littU iktlpie- 
limmer't-fact ! 

"A tAOhnioal term in female aoolding." 
(R. B.) 

St. zvi. 1. 6. He gat hemp-tted. 

" Steal ont, nnperceived, and sow a handful 
of hemp-seed, harrowing it with anything yon 
can conveniently draw after yon. Repeat, now 
and then, * Hemp-seed 1 saw thee, hemHeed 
I saw thee ; and hiin (or her) that is te be my 
tme love, come after me and pou thee.' Look 
over your left shoulder, and you will see the 
appearance of the person invoked, in the atti- 
tude of pulling hemp. Some traditions say, 
' Come after me and shaw thee,' that is. show 
thyself i in which case, it t' 
Others omit the harrowinir, a 
after me and harrow thee.' " {K. B.) 

St. XXI. 1. 2. To ict'nn tkra tctdds o' naething. 

"This charm must likewise be performed 
unperoeived and alone. Yon go to the bam, 
and open both doors, takii^ them off the 
hinges, if possible ; tor there is danger that the 
lieing about to appear mayahut the doors, and 
do you some mischief. Then take thst in- 
strument used in winnowing the com, which in 
onr country dialect we call a ' wecht,' and go 
through all the attitudes of letting down com 
uunst the wind. Repeat it three times, and 
the third time, an apparition will pass through 
the bam. in at the windy door, and out at Uie 
other, having both the tignre in question, and 
the appearance or retinue, marking the employ- 
ment or station in lite," (R, B,) A"wecht" 
was a close sieve ; i. e. the bottom was oovered 
with leather. 

St. XXII. 1. T. Midde7t4wile. 

"A goCter at the bottom of the dunghill." 
(R. B.In Glotsary.) 

St. xxm. 1. 3. The Hade hefaddam't Ikrire. 

" Take an opportunity of going (nnnoticodl 
to a ' beai^taek,' and fathom it three timea 
twund. The last fathom of the last time, yon 
will catch in your arms the appearance of yonr 
future conjugal yoke-fellow,'' (R. B.) 

Patfe 26. St. xxiv. I. 7. Whare three lairdi' 
landi aetata bum. 
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" You go ODt. one or more (for this ia a hh»&1 
spel]|, to a. Bouth-roDDUie ilirii^, or rivulet, 
vhfre ' three Uiids' UiidB meet.' and dip your 
left Bhirt-flleeTe. Go to bed in flight of a fire> 
And bang your wet nleece beforo it Co dry- 
Lie awake ; and, some time near midnight, 
jw apparition, having the exact figure of the 
grand object m qawtiou, vill some and torn 
the sleeve, am if to dry die otber nde of it." 
(R. B.I 

St. xxvn. 1. 2. Tht luggitt thrtt are ranged. 

" Take three disheg, put dean water in one, 
foul water in another, and leave the tJiird 
empty ; blindfold a person, and lead him tfl the 
heurUi Hhere the dialieti arc ranged ; he (or she) 
dips the left hand : if by thance in the dean 
water, the future (Luaband ur) wife will come 
to the bar of matrimony b maid : if in the foul, 
a widow ; if in the empty diah, it foiwtalU. 
with equal certainty, r- ■ ' — 



Bultf 

"iSoHons, with butler inntsad of milk to 
them, ia always the Halloween Supper." 

SI, B.) SowBBB are made froiu the liquor «it 
_ y steeping the seeds uf oaM in water. When 
it has ■oured, it ia hoiled to the thiokneai of 
porridge. 

Page 27. The Auu> Pabheb's New-Teab 
UoRMiMo Salutation to hih Adld Mabb, 
Maooig. 

St. VI. I. .'5. Sylf-Slrwarl. 

The northern diTiaion of the Aynhire dirtrict 
of Kylp. 

St. VII. 1. 1. Tlio' now IK daw b<a lun/tf and 
kobbtt. 

Buma explains " bnyte " as " the motion be- 
tween a trot and a ^op." the old mare's stiff- 
ened joinU preventing her from doii^ either 
{>roperly. 

St. XI. 1. ]. Thou was a noblt Jiaif-lan' . 

" Fittie-Lan " was the near hone of the 
hindmost pair in the plough, which was then 
drawn by four hones. (See poti, p. 33S, Notes 
to Tlif Invmloni.) 

i^t^ii. 1. 3. As eV in tug or low null draicn. 

..^were frequ . 

J/,) They were also made of 

Page 38. The Cottek's Satubuat Niobt. 
St. I. 1. 1. My iov'd, my honoT'd, nach re- 
tpntrd fritjid I 

Robert Aiken, eldest son of John Aiken, 



Ayiiihi re ;biHii 23d August, ITSil; becanit 

cifor and Surveyor of Taxes in Ayr ; was prob- 
ably acquainted with (he Bnme honsehold in 
theearl^ yoanof Robert's life ; introduced him 
to Gavin Hamilton with a view to his taking 
Mossgiel ; disptayed great skill and eloquence 
in his sncoessfil defence of Gavin HamiJtim be- 
fore the Presbytety of Ayr BKUnst the Eirk- 
Scmiaii of Mauchline ; especially excelled as an 
elocutionist, — lo much so Chat Bams said that 



he " read " him "into foma \" and ia nv- 
tioned by Bums in Us lMt«r to BMuBond, ITIt 
Febmaty, 1TH6, aa "mriduBf pMnm," who "is 
pleased to expreia gwrt apptobatHB oi My 
works." He is nid hj Buna in a mtf/ftKA 
letter to John BallaotiM, priatod hj Omam^ 



was any intermption in 
oorreapondenoe." (P. F, 
Bu™ p. 102.) He ' 



friandahin m 
_ JfcmimbV 

the Ejinuinook Editiao; anddSad at Ayr.Mtk 
March, 1807. Hektli«''riil>4ga(>adAiLn'' 
oiHols iriaie'(Prxiiier,-tha"OntorBob"<f 
Thf KWk-tAlarm; aadthe"Aik«i d«r"rf 
ThiFaraedl. 

Page 30. St. xn. 1. 4. "Hit htg W BOU. 

So called from ita on|[inaI oaa in the ooU*'* 
hall, wheiein Hw whole houdwld ai " * 
for religion, terriees. _ 

St. xn. I. 3. Bop* (pno^ c 
unn^an' — "-- " 



moiuf blaw. 

Ben Lomond isvidblB in the di 

hori^u. from various pcunta in Ayrahin. 

St. II. 1. 11, " Hair tpirr va. nor fear M." 

"Ramany." (R. B.) The line mcM nMib 
resembling this in Rainsay is " Noeht febfil, 
but cheirful," in TAr Finon. It closely rtMS- 
bles a line in Am Ballot <tf At Cttatiaii </ lie 
Warld: "Nocht feiring, but speiriu," aiid 
more faJnUy one in The Cherry andlh Slat: 
" Then fear not. nor hear not, which alsD oc- 
cnn u The Ba^ki J Helieon. 

Page an. To A Mochtain Daift. 

' 1.3. Stern Ruin' I plougli-ik^t drira 



Her plGPUgJi4lur« o'« 

Page ^0. Epibtlk to a Tdubo Pniuift 

St. VI. 1. 3. Th' iitiat rove. 

The use of " rove " aa a sobstantiTe ti nn. 
HoAt likely Bum* borrowed it from Tout- 
" Thou nocturnal rove." 

Page 41, Ob a Scotch Babd. 

St. V. 1. 1. Aidd, cantie Kylt iMir wtrfert 

Weeper* are atrip* of mnslin won oa tbt 
cuffs of moumen. Eyie ia a diatriet n Air- 
shire : not Kilmamoek, ai stated by mmt cat- 



mao employed tbeir 
the rock, or duUfF. 
■ very portable one, 



■OKTv homit ta sp: 
Tbk oniplH imp] 
u4 wall Bttod on 

3[ in > ■ud^bour's hoiue ; beuce the phntM 
going a-reriing or witA Ihr roci.^' 
Pbkd 4T. Second Epistle to J. Lafbaik. 



going a-roriing oi 
PaKe4T. " 

-iu xa. 1. 
Tlut is. ■ 



P.e. 



:b 47. To 



WlLUlN .SUUVOH a 



t>t- ui, I. I. Mp lensf) lead ftt in a cretl. 

A creel U u <nier basket. To be " in ■ 
Ctval " j» to be perpleipd, muddled, or fasd- 
natod: ■ mdm probkbl; derind from tbe old 
Scottish mUTJue cuitom of *' creeling." 

St, m. 1. 3. HT Allan, or wi' Gilbrrffietd. 

Allan Ramuy. of conne. and hii — ' — 



model.. 

ibe EilmarDoek Editi 
to kindle at their flam 



hu Preface lo 
I. "ralhLT with HTiew 
Chan for eervile imita- 



PW" *»■ St. VI. 1. I. Coila. 

The diitiiot of Kyle In Anahire. 

Pass 49. St. m. I. 4. Nm^hight. 

Id the EdinbDncb Editiooa Bum* refen to a 
DOte to TtK Ordinalim : " Nan Light 'a a oant 
pliraae in the Weat of Scotland for those teli- 

Cu opiuioDS which Dr. Taylor of Norwich 
defeuled ao streBDouily." The luunea, 
" New Light " and -' Old LiKht " were subee- 
qoeutl^ Bssamed by separate dtvisiou* of tlie 
Secesaun Chureb uf Sootlaod, which bcoame 
merted in the United Presbyterian Churoh. 

P^« 90. EPUTI.B TO JOHK ItAKKUfk. 

St. 1. 1. 4. Ytmr drrams and tricti. 

'^ A certain bamoarons dream of his waa then 
making a niuse in the cuuntry-ride." <R. B.) 

^. IV. 1. 2. The Sluf-gotpn badgt an* dnilh- 

Thia was the liven of a licensed order of hrr- 
fM* known as the King's bedettuen (no donbt 
w eariier yean a relinoua fraternity), whoH 
Bomber atuiaded with that of the King's years. 
ETtry Uamiday Thunday they receired a new 
ovtfit, wUch included a blue gown and a pew- 
tar badge on which were inscribed the wm^ : 
*' Pass and Bepaea." Sir Walter immortaliied 
tin lEeF" - - ■ 






-A a 



s Edie OchUtree of Tkt Anli- 



PaeeSI. St. II. 1.4. Mgoord gvinra. 
It was the cDstom of the Kirh.i?es«au to r» 
nuire tbe peiMn who had been disrapliued foi 
fuminitiou to testify to the liiicerily of hie pen 
a by cantribatine a jpiinea for the poor. 
' - BuotfthsI-jM' 
.._■" ia elaug for Virginian, and 

« M. ^Si Fabkitkix. 




The moMer of the Lod^ at this date was 
Caiitain Jamea Moulgamene, a yonnger brother 
of Colonel Ilngh Uontgoniane, afterwards Earl 
of Eglinton. 

Page M. Fob n» Avtbob,'* Fatheb. 

Far " cDCn hiM/ailingi leati'd lo virlue'itidt." 

■■ Goldsmith."^ 1R.B.) 

Page 5S. A Baku's Etitapb. 

St. u. 1. X Thai utrkly (hit ar*a thong. 

Sciae editom subetitDte arena for orra ; but 
Bums did not regard the churchyaid as an 
"arena" except ou the occunuu of a Holy 

Page 07. DiiATB amc pit. Bobhbook. 



WiUit' 



miU. 



ling to the 
"fly own 



_. , by Bums in the 

JCvitaph upon him {antt, p. 1 
fnend and ray father's friend." 

St. vu. 1. li. CUeki o' trunti. 

The wooden sides of an oi's bridle. 

St. Tin. I. '1. Whm itherfelk art busy HiHrrn'. 

"litis rencontre happened in the leed tini«i 
i7!».' (R, B.) 

St. I. II. 3. 4. 

Bui if I did. J roJ hi kiilU 
To U midtar-d. 

This phrase ha* occasioned some discuaaioa, 
Bonn in his glossary explains " misleared " as 
" mischievoDs. nnmannerly i " so that the ninat 
obvioos inteitiretation is, 1 would be quick 
to be taiachieroas." But "mislear'd" bus a 
ntber wider meaning, and would probably jua- 
tify such a reading aa " 1 would be hatti to out- 
wit." Either interpretation is to be pteferrvd. 
in any ease, before th«e attained by riolent 
changes in punctnatioo, e. g. : — 



■s then rsging in that 

Pij^ise. St. x'lT. 1. I. Jock Homhock. 

" IW gentleman. Dr. Hombook. is pRifev 
sionally a brother of the eovenrign oiAft of the 
ferula; but, by intuition and inspiration, ia at 
once an apothecary, surgeon, and nhysieiiui." 
IR. B.l 

St. XIV. 1. 2. Dtil mak hii kiag't-hood in a 

The kine's bood is the second stomach in a 
ruminant, but it is pivn that here Bnms uasa 
the term in a Tery differenl sense. A apleuchao 
1* a tobaoco-pooori made of an animal's pall. 

Si. ut. I. 3. Ilufhan. 

•■ Bnchan's DoRHntic Medicine." (K. B.) 
This work by Dr. William Buchan (bon. ItW ; 
lUed 1H(»I was firal puUishnl in lT<i!), and von- 
tinned U> enjoy ita popularity in oiiuntry huD*i- 
holds long alter the death of Bams. 

' - ' - Johnu GtdU UaU. 



TliiH vas tiis ohildieti'B *' fainn." Bot Uie 
word came to be med, m here, uroutLoallr, 
to siKnif f a beUJUK. Cf . Tom a' ShatUtr ! — 
" All, Tub 1 (b, Tus I thon '11 gm thy filrla I 



t the Anld Bng end. 

Tie drmcty Dunpom - Clodc had mmber'd 

" Concerning the " clock " and the " Walhuie 
Tower "of the next vane Bunanotea: " Tha 
two Bt«eples." The fonner atood 13a fMt high, 
IroDtad the old jail trnar the new bridge, and 
was remored, t«^ther with the jail, in 11136; 
the latter — a small baronial atrootnio in the 



Bopenoled In 1«31 by a 



GoUiio building 113 feet hifh, in whioh mm 
placed the clock and belli at the old Dnngeon 



a, however, distinct from the falcon 
both in omitholoKy and in fBloomJ.] 

Yet, teuyhls doure, he bade an unco bang. 

" Bang refera to the great Dumber of yeara 
the brid^ had atuod. [See Glouarial Jnaex.] 

Page til, Naealiefpihanlc. 

See note to Semnd EpiiUt to J. Lapraik, 

Xiier'e '> mtn qf taHe lamld (dt' the IhKat 
" A noted ford, jnat atiOTe the Anld Brigr." 



nc^-ecarinE l>ein^ known by the name of 

haiata. atiU continne pertinaceoasl; to in- 
nabit." (R. B.) 

And from Glrnbuck down to the Baitim-Kry. 

R. B. eiplainB that Olenbnck ia " the aoorce 
of the riTer A^," atid that the Ratton-Key is 
" a amali landiD^ place aboye the large qaaj." 

Fancifn that our gttid bntgh denia pratectton. 

Bntli ])r. M'Gillof ATraodhiscollcagneMr. 
Dolrvmple belonged to the New Li^ht party in 
the Churrh, which pnrt; was consequently pre- 

ten Wfore the M'Gifl prosecution. (See ante, p. 

110, TAe Kirl'i Alarm.) 

_ Page <>:;. O, kad iTLaucklan, thairm-intpir- 

™ A well-known nertormer ot Scotliah ranaic 
on the violin." (R. B.) He wa« aconatomed 
to_give performancea in the West of Scotland. 

Pneetil. Neit/olloutd Coarage. 

The reference is to the Mon)«onieriea (see 
ante, p. ;S2S. Notes to The Author'i Earnttt Cru 
and Prayer), throi^h wboae groauda the Teal 
flawed. 



'lie reference _ , 

. who resided at Cabrina Hooaa. (tin ■■ 

1'^. Notes to The Vititm.) 
'a^e as. Tbb Obdivatiok. 



In iTMi, mianatly, Begluaaooaedad Q 
Fwhoae name ^ipeaii in the line i* A Ml. 
m the inn — now the Ans«l Hotal — nsi 

oloae ao namw that winahippei* had tt 
em> it in Indian file. 
St. n. L 1. Cvra C 



" Common aanM " waa snnNaed lo b* a^*- 
mal attiibnte of the modaiata olsiKy- 

St. n. 1. 3. Cam in wT MaonaXaaAr. 

"Allndinc to a seofflH SOIad wU«b««* 
mad* an ib» mimimiim of &t late tUwmmt 
and wordiT Hr. lindsay to the I,algb Brk." 
(R. B. in ^87 and anhMqiiaat EdiliaMj — "1 
■nppoae the anthor hara mnana Ifas. lindnii 
wSe of tha lato Ravetend and worthy Hr. liad- 
■ar, a* that waa her uaidan Bama/I am taU. 
If. B. —He got the Ucfa EIrk ct EImi- 
Dock." <R.B.iBHs.) Tfw"toaiifaKlaIIad" 
ia reprinted in U'E^'a HUlerv tf ffifswiMfl 
Aooor^DK to emrort tnmonr, tJM Bar. ITO- 

throngh hia wife's mtereat (ihe had been boBt- 
keeper, or goysmeas, in the Gleneaim famih 1, 
presented to the Lugh Kirk. KilnuuiKick. W 
the Earl of Qlencsim, 30th November, ITEi 
But a Mr. Henderson, her deeoesdant, mua- 
tains, in a series of letters to Robert Chamlnn 
(MS. correspondence in an interleaved e 
Chamhera'a Burnt IKfll, vol. i„ in the 
Dock Honnment Museum), that aha never* 
member of the Gleneaim honaefatdd in si 






tety refused to snstain Ihe call, tmt it «■ 
finally anatained by the General ^Miimlilj ii 
the teeth of ao determined an opporitioB (1k< 
the oidination (IZth Jnly, ITM) tool- ' 



ipaatunu) 






; BoMp'i 



lult, of whom three wep 

and whipped through the town. 

St. □.].:*. O/ijAant. 

Jamea Oliphant, bom about 1' 

Eredeceasor in the chapel-of-< . . 
hurch. Kilmarnock, to which he was tnv- 
lated front Gorbals chapel-of-eaas. GlawD*: 
was ordained at Kihnamock. 17th May, 176); 
translated to Dnmbarton 23d December. ITTl; 
died loth April, IKIH, in bis eiehty-foortb jta. 
— Anthor of a KoiAct-'i CaterAiVn (freqaeuly 
reprinted), and a Saeramnttii Calrckim. 

St. U. 1. i. Ruitril. 

See on(e, p. 327. Notes to Mf Hcly Fair. 

St. U. 1. 5. Markiniau. 

See Prefatory Note. [Aleoport, p. 3S3,S»'-» 
to Tarn Hamion't Ehgv-] 



Ml. 1. ; 



DoMe vtTte. 



Mrlrical Ftalmi an set forth in 
KODpoKd of ■ double qnatrwn. 

■ SoDtti*h Pnlin tnne in tbe luinur 

St. IT. 1, :(. How gracdeii Uan 
ad. 

.■J3.- m.n.) 

Ztpparak, rAr teaairlinjad. 
asA (k. H.I 



oyd, born 1T4T, wu p 
rVBnwiokhTOwrxe.K 
pMmbnr, ITHU; but uo uwoniit of 
B of tile pomliioiura (who barri- 
noh) a aettleniene «u not off eoUicI 
BUD. ITtfJ. when b? order of tba 
t Ol^iiution look place at Irrine. 
ird won the napeet of hia pariili- 
Iwd ITtb October, 1828. 

Rabertioit. 
rteon, ordauied to tb« fint chai^, 
25th April. IT'in, iU«l Ath June, 
ditT-asTenth yeai'. He belonged 
uiM«iM pATty. See aitit, p "" 
Ke to Tam Stinum'i JStgj/, 
to the vunp. 

Th Ncihrrton. 
Mtiinc diiUiot in Kilnuunock. 






lie, lindwT'ii (nccewinr. uid prsdu- 
Uulay in Uie second chuxe of the 
WW ordwDed Sth March. 1TT3 ; he 
I ITM, in hia fortiiitb year. 
Jamit Btattie. 
Beattie. author of The Etsa^ on 

BL XIT. 1. 3. yew Kgil. 

■fct * a a cant phnue in the W«*t 

br ihciaa religruoa opituana which 

l( Koririeh ha> so Mrenuonaly d*- 

t.B.) 

leimKM TO TRR Uxco OCID. 

b A ivnnla icmafr, 

l"ni«an*"a*ery little;" moMlj 

ebeivraMTed or known. 
.!t SAMSOK'i ElKOT. 

MaelniJay. 
I pFMebxr. a nwat faTonrite with 

Vide TV Orfinorinn. St. ii." (R. 
M «nt(, p. U3. Prefatory Note (o 

yrvachar. an eqnal favourite wit)i 
J*ai at that time ailing. For him 

1 Itr^imMinm Kf. it ■' iR tt \ 



S?v.i 

** ta Ruaid " I* ti> dHfend h iiliin> 
ihioa by plaoinK aiuillier iippoKitv 
" i« to aeiid it into .-i good poailion. 
vlth inal the righl force ; and ' ' to 



>, which the enrling 
It of play attd be re- 



The hog-ec 



PaRetlM. St. IV. 1.1. Ytt whal remtad t 

CI. T/u Jpaaypka, Wad. ii. I ^ "In the 
death of a man there it nu nunedy ; " and 
iSenipill 11iePiper<ifKitbarcian,:ii..l.l.i. 

Pkb CohtkA, 1. 2. Kiilie. 

"Killie ■■ a idmH the country folka sonie- 
timea use for the name of a eertain town iu the 
weM." (R.B.I 

Page TS. ADDKBSH to flDIVKUIUIII. 

St. IT. 1. 5, Fair Bamn. 
See aMe, p. ITG, Eiegii «i lie Late Miii Bur- 
Ml qfUo^ioddo. 
Page 79. No Cburchha^ am 1, 

Liffitarti ihry are fornfiirtt. 



letter to Mra. Dunlop (Tth Febmary, 
ITDl, if the date be rightly given). Bono men- 
tioiM that, hie horae haviuK fallen with him. tor 
«OQie time be had been unable lo van hi* baud 
and arm in writiue. If thia accident happened 
before Febmary. be had nainiilar miwfaanee in 
the end of March, wfaen. aa he atatea in a letter 
to A. F. Tytier, his horee came down with him. 
and brake his right arm. Tlie hart to his leg 
i« menCiuned in a Utter to Petir Hill, a* waU a* 
in the l-tter (o Graham of FTutrj. 

Pago 1«0. Tam o' Shaktek. 

Thua Jrant: >"■"' Ktrjhoa Jean till .Vomfay. 

The Jean referred to i* ■oppnied lo hare 
bwn Jean Kennedy of Kirkoswald. who with 
her nflter kept a very respectable taTem. som^ 
timcB called the Lad1«i' Boas.. 

PMge 91. TV landlnnfi lattgh nt mtJp 

On a MS. Robert Ainslie has noted that 
when Bums reriiad to him the poem at Ellia- 
land be added theae Unee : ~ 

"TIh oiibite Hasd the eMratna en. 
The kltUIn cinima ber tail ttitfrj.* 

Or likr Ihe eww/alU in lie river. 

The relative "fAol" or "rAifA" shonld b* 
nndenituod betwoen "stow " and " faU." 
Chambem lara this pteprntoioiu ailampt a) 
amendmenl; "Or like the *»<r/aJf in the 
rivor: '' and ^loott nnaelaa look apon him to 
affirm that Bums would nBret>Tefrri<nl "anow- 
Hako"befoni--«iowfaII." Pulnly Buna pre- 
ferred the line as it ia. 

raicellll. NatfdMion.bmitnru'/ni'Ftitae'. 

Brt-nt new [brand n"w] m*ans quito new ; 
new from the lire or forge. The term is no 
doubt aKrioultiiiml. 

Page W. Btrn inaa-viile nvatHB Ivwfrr 



U'<iieB in a nwd of ITm ili 
lligwvodit kogt leorf fmtn , 
The rigWDodle is the tope or 



tMI. 



334 



NOTES 



the saddle of a hone. Some editon tnuulate 
the phrase as gallows-worthy. ** Rig " is also a 
name for a strompet, and the word read back- 
wards might mean ** ydlo wa sU ' u mpet.** On 
the other hand, the simile refers to a mare, and 
it is probable that ** rigwoodie *' here means 
ancient or lean. 

When plundering herds auail their byke. 

Boy herds who were in the habit of plunder- 
ing the hives of humble-bees. 

Ah, Tarn ! ah. Tarn I thou *U aet thyfairin ! 

See ante, p. 332, Notes to Death and Dr. Horn- 
book, 

And toin the key-stane qfthe brig. 

'* It is a well known fact that witches, or any 
eyil spirits, have no power to follow a poor 
wight any tarther than the middle of the next 
running stream. It may be proper likewise to 
mention to the benighted trayeller, that when 
he falls in with bogles, whatCTor danger may be 
in his going forward, there is much more hazard 
in tunungbaok." (R. B. in Editions '93 and 'M.) 

Page 94. On thb Latb Captain Gbobb*8 
Pereobinationb thbo* Sootland. 

St. ui. 1. 1. By some auld, hondet-haunted 
biggin. 

^^ Vide his Antimities of^ Scotland.'' (R. B.) 
^ St. VI. 1. 2. ^ustg aim caps and jinglin 
jackets. 

'* Vide his treatise on ancient armour and 
weapons.'' (R. B.) 

Page 95. St. yui. 1. 6. Lawg-kail gtdlie. 

A large knife used for cutting the stalks of 
the colewort. 

Page 96. The Humble Petition of Bbuab 
Water. 

St. 1. 1. 8. And drink my crystal tide. 

** Bmar falls are the finest in the country, 
but not a bush about them, which epoUa much 
their beauty." (R. B. in MS.) " Bruar Falls 
in Atholl are exceedingly picturesque and beau- 
tiful ; but their effect is much impaired b^ the 
want of trees and shrubs.'' (R. B. in Editions 
'93 and '94.) 

Page 100. The Whistle. 

St. n. 1. 1. Old Loda, still rueing the carm qf 
Fingal. 

"See Ossian's Caric-thura.'' (R. B.) 

Pa^e 101. St. VI. 1. 3. Trusty Glenriddel, 
so skilled in old coins. 

See ante, p. 142, Prefatory Note to Impromptu 
to Captain Biddell. 

St. VIII. 1. 3. 1 HI conjure the ghost of the great 
Horie More. 

" See Jolmson's Tour in the Hebrides.'' (R. B.) 

Page 102. The Jollt Beooars. 

The personages of Bums's Cantata — ruffler 
and strolling mort, trull and tinker, ballad- 
singer and bawdy-basket — are more or less 
the personages of the treatises and song-books. 
But they have been renewed by^ observation 
from the life, and they are made immortal by 
the fire of that inspiration through which they 
were passed. Bums, if we may believe his 
own words, could sympathise with such out- 
casts, and had at least a sentimental fancy for 
the life they led. . . . 



Aa eariy as 1784 he it moved to oonfide to lit 
First Comwum Place Book that he Iim "oftaa 
observed^ in the ecyone of his ezpetisBee of 
human life," — whibh already iwcJuded Iiriac 
andtheCaniokamugiB^eES, — ''thmtevaiymia, 
even the wont, has ■omething^ sood about 
him;" for which leaaon, ** I have often eouted 
the acquaintance of that part of »»«-V8«J moh 
monlv known by the ordinaxr phnee of * black- 
guards,' aometimes farther uiaa iraa nmnistiiif 
with the safety of my dianuster.'* It b sheer 
impertinenoe to assome. with eettain nowimw 
tators, that he figured himaelf in the penoe of 
his own Ballad Singer. Bnt it ia "~i^~M> 
that he set forth some of his own phikeopliy of 
life at ihat disrepntable artist's lipa ; also wi^ 
him it was ever ** the heart av *s the part sy 
that makes OS lii^t or wraog ; " and it is pntty 
safe to argue that his regard for the ** frattniit ie 
of vaoabondee " was so tar both tempereaMitsl 
andsinoere. Andthi8,inhiidUbw&]iatihev 
Arnold nref exs the Bums at T%e Jmkf Beggon 
before the Goethe of the '* Scene in Anenedi'i 
Cellar." With a superb inteUigenee, the Seoc 
oreatee his people maax within ; while the Ger- 
man's appnheneion of his oompapqr is msrafy 
intellectaal and pedantic. 
Redtativo. St. 1. 1. 2. ThshawdcuUri. 
'* The old Scotch name for the hat." (R.BJ 
Perhaps beoanse it hides in the toniB of noaM 
near the ** banks " or crossbeams. 
St. 1. 1. 9. Poosie-Nansie. 
'* The hostess of a noted caravanserai b 
Mauchline well known and much frequented hf 
the lowest order of travellera and pUgrina.' 
(R. B.) Also, '' Luckie Nansie is Racer Jos'i 
mother in my Holy Fair. Luckie kept a kind 
of carayansery for the lower order of w ay fsriig 
strangers and pilgrims." (R. B.) The epitkt 
"' Pooeie " \a of somewhat doubtful sign^Bestios. 
A very similar word, **pouaie," is a nJckntiM 
for a cat; and in Soots and EngHsh shop a 
definite sense has attached to both these vorai 
('* cat " and *^ pousie ") for oyer two centnrieiw 
*' Pose " is also Scots for a purse, or a stoet 
hoard of money. But most likely **Pooiie" 
stands for pushing. Cf . Beply to a TWausny 
Epistle, p. 132, st. u. 1. 2 : in Cdsfateenth Centvr 
slang, ** pushing^school " signinea brothd. Il» 
lady figures in the Kirk-Sesaion Records for 
1773, when she was handled for drankeaMK m 
*' Agnes Ronald, wife of George Gibson,'* wxtk 
whom — and with her daughter — ahe appnred 
to answer a further charge of *' fencing'' itoleB 
goods. As regards the earlier diaige, ilw 
calmly but firmly^** declared her resolntiaB to 
continue in the sin of drunkenneas," vhert* 
upon *'the Session, considering the ferflnki 
foolish resolution and expressicHDi," excluded 
her *' from the priyileges of the Church " Butjl 
she should ** profess her repentance." There it 
no evidence that she came to terms with the 
Session. She is clearly to be distinguished from 
Elizabeth Bhick, also the keeper of a '*do» 
house," but in no way a connexion of Georiri 
Gibson. See further ante, p. 115, I^efotorj 
Note to Adam Armour's Prayer. 



.St. L 1. II. GirdU. 

The KiKlle u ■ rounil pUta of neUl wad in 
SduiWuI trum tims immemorial in fiiins the 

M. II. 1. 2. Mtalybayt. 

Thd m^al'tug was the begnr's mun Hiajp- 
mnut. oa uatiueal wu the ataplH aim* uid might 
Iw ukfltiwraod oTeirhuiRed orwild. C(. ihe 
i-nmii&CKiig. " When the totberbse 1 sell." «t«. 

Nkw. St. n. I. 2. Thf litiiAtKtf .ibram. 

\iaUm Quebec, when Wolfe beat Moutvalm 
>m tha l.lUi ^wpUmber, 17IKI. 

Smff. St. U. L4. TAf-Uoro. 

El Mora, the caitte defendine the harbour of 
NsntMipi de Cuba, atonued b; tha BHtiah io 
AnnM, ITtE!. 

lW"t')It. First fSouB. St. III. 1.1. CurtM. 

Sir Ro^r Cnrtin. AdmtnJ. — bora 1T«>. iIImI 
l*lJi Nuiember, lUlii, — wlio,b«in|{inooram»iul 
uf (lie /JnV/ianJ, deetrnfed tlie Fiemb fliutins 
battuif* before GibTsltu',i:khSHptsmb«r. 1T«^. 

Ht. ui. 1. n. Eliaa. 

Qmareu AuKtutdi [Uiott, — bom 'jntli DMem- 
\tn. t71T, died Utb July, nou.-who. for hia 
lianiio detFuue ot Qibnutar, «M ratWHl hi the 
peeranMLanmeathfield.BanmDFQibraltJU', 
Htb Juno. ITBT. 

ISacond Song. St. ir. I, 3. Spimlgo«. 

A weapon carried \ij aoldier^fficera imteod 
of a half-pike. 

St. T. I. 2. CunninvAavi. 

The oartbern omoug the three anaient dia- 
trinla uf Aynhira. The OUucoinu derive their 

I'atle im. FintjimB. St, IV, I. 1. Tyl up 
lilt a friri. 

■ ■ i with tba "jougs." a nort ot imn 



eolUr. 

.■>t>aolld ItecitJlti*D. L. X Far mm 
^hadkooltd. 

" Book " ia old along [or (I) • E 
Ikief. Burua'* heroine, who oiu 
•nmutb to the "bai'dy-baBket"of tli 
waa, in fact, a piekpocket. 






- - . original lenae. and Bigoifjnng 

lilf dreaaed, Ihe rafenuce being Io the tavdrf 
_neT7 uf Iha Highland vocobond. See at. ii. of 
the ■noeef-ding aong. " - - 



^t, 



Pne* I'K. Firat Smie. St. ii. I. 4. Budgrl. 

A Unker'e bag «t toola. Cf. KUkaapeare. 

K'< nra-'a Tafe. Act 1 V. H. 2. A ulolyeue' Song ^— 



Knt ReoitalJTo. St. i. 1. 8. .if n' made lit 
hatUt clani. 

"Clonk " (FV. fain giaa-gloa) deannMB tlia 
aaand of emptying a namw-meked bottle, 
(japedoUj by appbratiun to the mooth. 

St. 11.1.5. Avighl <if UoMtr', rri^. 

nger on re< 

St. n. U. «. -- 

Ah' thar'd (Arm " Damtu Davit 
O' boot Ihat mghl. 
See the old eoDe : -~ 

" Being pqrnieil bv the in^vmm. 



ufollin 

(ITW). 

ihuarelaWd by<*>pt«inCraiohlaninhiaIfr- 

moira, as pnbliahed by Swift I H'arki, td. N»lt, 
vol. lii. pp. !■.<, 'Jtt>: "I had been annted thiu 
Williiunaoii did mnch frvqueot the buuae of 
my Lady CherTTtTee, within ten mike of Edia- 
butxh: but whan I anited with m* party 
about the house, the lady, wall knaini« our 
errand, put WiUuuttion ti ' "" ' "" ' 



rtHim. bar mother pretended tl 

well; and WiUiamaon ao managed the 

that, when the d>ui|[bler niaed henclt ■ little 
in the bed to let the tioopera nee her. they did 
not diaoover him. and ao went off diaanpoiDled. 
Bui the young lady proved with chud. ami 
Williamaon, to Uka oB tile eoandal, married 
her in noma time after.'' Crelchton i« the aole 
authority for thia hiiloritUr, wfaieh ia plaaed in 
1KT4, and wbooe hem died, at aeTentt-nine, in 
1T03. Bat it is oertiun that Mim (Votrtne 
became the third of lua seven wivaa. altnou^ 
there ia no reocrd of bar bearing him a ekUd. 
Crfichloo'a slory waa tar* nnenlly belieied. 
WilUanwon. wh.He eiphnl en n>artv toiirhed 
the heart of Chorlea tl, Ihat I'l ii wiidi hia at- 
tendonep waa romnuinded at Whileball. did 
more. In fart, than endear binualf lioth to writ- 
pn of ungs sod to wtiten of auch luiiuaiiin a* 
7%> Cardinal't CoocA CW«' (I'll : m Buna's 






Whtrr IXInlf Datla K: 
it} Ixly'i <luiiM« 
And boMlr n 



ilalascliter :"~ 
and the rather soaoHoInns temes rolleoled b* 
Mudment in A Hawlfid of r,uilna PiwniU 
iPriTstaly Printed, no daUI. tla added. In the 
" Dainty DaTia " of tlu> text, a srniinym isna- 
KHptitile, it sesma, nf mm than nne inierpnta- 
tioQ)to f>R>N leneFMl aUng. Whnl. in eff< ' 
is signified in Boma'a lines n Iliol ihsra 
Iham the Bard piwnted the FIddlvr Hitb 
doxjfmia bia tnunot three wbrnu hv liait 
but BOW IB ,ll<mraiH dMitlo ,• and thia Isl 



b umI 



lined after the 



Bvmerie's " fantaine Uelioon " in The Chtrmatul 
the Slat, Agiua, it may be that, 
n whisky was. and BtiU la - ' 

place of its proiiuotion, and 

Karded it aa a nounie of iiiBpiratioo, he giiuply 
meant his Bard to talk of " UelicDn " aa hia 
Caird had spoken of " Kilbaigie." Cf . Bjron, 
£ngliih Bards (1809) : " Freah fish from Hel- 
icon ;" corrected (MB. 1816) to " Hippocrene." 

Laat chonu, I. i. My aearist blaid, etc. 

Cf.tlie Bonnet attributed (a Marlowe: — 
"To do thee good. 



mtp 



fs, 



lOT. Thb Twa Hebdb. 



Isolds 






. Miiodit, ma«, i 



Page ---- 

wordy RuurU. 

For notioeB of Moodie and Biuaell lee anU, 
pp. 32fi, 32T, NotM to The Holy Fair. 

St. m. i. 3. NtvfLighl. 

See antf, p. 1)31, Nolea to Epialt lo WiUiam 
Bimpion if Ochiltree, and the hnmorona dinei~ 
Ution in the EpiilU itself (ante, p. 47). 

St. IV. II. 3-ti. Ye Tsha Kere no by lairdi re- 









aemed fit 



is nnnsnal. nnleaa "re- 
nevhut etnuned meaning, 
wear the plaid" aiffnifiea 
ear the pl^." If ■' ra- 
■peckit " be nsed in itii common sense, the tines 
may be read thus: " Ye who were_ elected lo 
wear the plaid, not by respected lairds bnt bj 
the bmtee themselvia to be their guide." 

St. TV. I. G. By the brutei IhemttlveM eledcil. 
The reference is to popular election by the con- 

^^.°L2. Duntandeepan'FrtUe, Aa<ii. 

Robert Dunoao, ordained mini»ter at Dnn- 
donald Ilth September, ITKt; D. D., Univei^ 
aity of Glasi^w, ISOG ; died 14lh April. 1810 ; 
was defined latellectual. and pnbliahed li\fidtl- 
ity the Growing Evil qfthi Timet, a Hrtnon, Air, 
jflM, For Peebles, see ante, p. 337, Nolee to 
The Holy Fair. 

t^t.K.l.y. AjHolIeAutd. 

Williata Auld, minister of Maachline, 
in of the Uird of Ellanton. Aynhire. 
0!>: trntdnated M. A. al Bdin- 
ImrEti in M-i.f, and afterH-nrds stndied divinity 
Kt Glasffow and Leyden ; ordained minister of 
MiLUcbline in April, 1742 ; died 13th Deoember, 
17t)l. in his K.td year. He pnblished The Paato- 
rrU Dtity Brif/fu Explaineri, a sermon. Qlas- 
Eow. ITin. like hiH elder "Holy Willia," 
Auld was giren to liqnor, and. also like him, 
was a bitter Calvinist and a rieid disciplinarian. 
He is not allnded to in TIte Holy Fair, beoanse 
aa minister of the parish he had to preade at the 
eervicea within the ehorch. Auld^s discdplinaiT 
-dealings with Bnnu are referred to in the Rtply 






to a TTimning Epiilte fiom a Tailor (■•• oMt, 
p. 132). SeTtnal writaiB Lave credited turn witk 
a certain magnanimiljr with noud to Ua Mir 
Ut. But Bdtui, tboivli be Mrtainlf o^bU. 
did not attaok taim pMMaaOy — az«n>t iaika 
isthef aattecinc aUoncn in tha taxt— Mm 
he had left Ajnhin. Ha is Dot inmniT b ^ 
earlier venden of Heiy WiOu'$ Fn^r am^ 
as "God's BID Kiart; " and M for mapMBB' 
ity, there is no pnwl of any oa Ua put. Hi 
rebuked Unrns and Annonr in 1780^ tontW 
with other three, in tanna a^pBonUa to Ml fin. 
He coold not with Aeomtej aingla Bnma oat tar 
a special rebuke. On Sth Anxiurt. 1T88, Bam 
and Armonr were rebuked for tlmr hrarilar 
marriage, after which discipline titer eooH aut 
be rebuked for a aecond caea of bindeatiia. 
Auld was now an old man ; henee tbe apithat 
" Daddie " iu a atanza of The Kirk'a J^w, 
with the line, ** And gif ye eauM bite, je ntj 

at. xu. I. 1. Datrymple, 

William Daliympla of Ayr, younfar mm tf 
Jamea Dalrymple, ihaiiS-alBil A Ayr ; boa al 
Ayr, 29th August, 1733; ordainad to tte Mi^ 



chaiee of Ayr, DeeemW, 1746; tn^atad ta 
the first obarge 13th Ihj. 17M: D. D- 8l 
Andiewi, 1779 : Modentor of the fliiiraal As- 
sembly of the Kirk of SooUai^ 1781 ; dkd XM 
January, 1814, in hia Qlat jraac. ABtber J &r- 
mosj, Olaaemr, 1766; Edinbmrgli, ITaizFamSt 
Worship Erplaintdj 1787 ; Hiitarv if Chi^ fa 
which he referred with apPToral to Ua coUeapt 
M'Gill's PraciieiA Eitai), EdinbuKh. 178:; 
Faith in Jtsiu CAri'it. Air, 17B0, elc^DaliTn- 
ple was liked and teapected aien l^ds op|»- 
nents. Bums, whom he bwtned, demtei ■ 
stsnia of admirable eulogy to him in T%t fint'i 
Alarm, p. 111. He told Kanuay of Oehtertrn 
that bu father wari "so much pleaaed" vA 
Dalrymple's etrain of preachinc and beovn- 
lent conduct that he embraoed Ida rcLuiigai 
opinions, "though he practii^y ramaintd > 
Calviniat." (ScollaTidand Semtmtn intiKli^ 
tetath Century, ii. AM.) 

St. xij. I. 3. U'Qtihae. 

William M'Quhae, son of a magislrals <t 
Wigtun, was bom 1st Hay, 17^7^ studied ■( 
Gln^uw, where he was a faTonnta pofnl c* 
Adam Smith j ordained at St. QniTDi. Itt 
March, 17ryt: D. D., St. Andrews, 17M; ditdW 
March, IKCt, in his 86th year. Author of D^- 
eallin whidi attend tit Fraetirt qf J{<(i?im m 
juMt Jryurnenl againtl it, a Sermon, EdinbDf!i> 
178D. 

St. xn. 1. 4. Bailh the Sham. 

Andrew Shaw, son of Andrew Shaw. Piofc*- 
■or of Divinity at St. Andrews, was ban a 
1730; ordained at Craigie, aGth Septenbn. 
176.1; D. D., St. Andrews. I79n; died 14t]) 
Seplember. imH. He was seholsrly, but noir 
what diffident, David Shaw, no rrlatioa tl 
Andrew, was son of Alexander Shaw, miniilft 
of EdenkiUie ; orduned St Coylton, Sttb Jin'. 
1749: D. D., St. Andrews, 1775 : Hoderator d 
the Genvtnl Assembly, 177S ; died 3eth Avri. 
1810, in his 92d year. 



nooroVi £iuiun«r oi imrDoiton, 

a of John Wodroir, the ecoIenBiticaJ 

kkhxuB, bam 1T13: onlained kt Tarbulton. 
IStk Angnat. 173S ; D. U.. ^t. Andrews. 17K4 : 
died I7lh April, 1T!)3, in bin Nlit year. Author 
of B LrOrr [■igned Jahn Oillim) addmscd (o (Ac 
SdtTt r^ tkt Sjinod qf Glamom and Air icith 
Ob$rrcalioni Moral and TTuological, 17W, 

St. ziii, I. 4. Ane to twxiea kim. 

The Muatant and ituBwnar «» John M'Math 
— nfcrrad to bj Dams in stanza irii. — ur- 
daiiMd 16tb May. IWi ; deniitted h'u ahwxe — 
■M •ooonnl of iMqviTia) babiU — 21at DacBm- 
ber, mi 1 retired to Hull. »her« be died 18th 
Deoember. 1M25. H'Hath vu an acqiiauitaiice 
of Bona, who at M'Malh'i reqneet enuhMsd 
him a «py of Hoiv Willie't Fraytr, adding the 
RhTmed Epirtle )antf, p. ISti), to bimaelf. 

St. itv. I. 4. Smith. 

R«v. Gcorse Smith of Oalston. Sea anit, 
p. 3% Notes to Tkf HbIb Fair. 

Si. DV. I. 5, G-Tvynfff . 

In En|[luh slang tcray " BKUtfiee a eoin (for 
toastnc) with two heads or two tails ; while 
"nay-coat parwn " ntrniflt» a lay-iinptoiirtator 
of tiUiM. A " gteynrvk," then, is a peiwm of 
indfltertnuiate principt««. — aii« wbn u OHither 
blac^ nor white, but indifferent alike "to God 
and to Hie snenuee." 

Pace IW. St. IVT. 1. 3. Commim-ierur. 

See ant*, p. 332. Note* to The Ordination. 

Phv 110. Bolt Wilijk's Praieii. 

St. EI. I. 9. God'l Uii. Privet. 

William Anld, minister uf Maucbline. See 
oatr, p. 336. Not« to Tlv Tu'a Mtrdi. 

St. zu. 1. 6. Kaii an' potolori. 

OlM of the charvee s^ainat Garin Hamilton 
«a* Oiat be not hia senanta to dig potatoe* on 



St. ziv. 1. 1. Thai plib-tayv'd Aiin. 

Robert Aiken of Ajr, who snooeaafnlly de- 
teaded Hamilton. See aalr, p. 33U. Notes to 
TV Catler't Saturdau yight. 

Pace 111. Tbb Kisk's AtjtHM. 

St. II. 1. 1. Dr. Mat. 

Dr. U'Oill, of eonrae. See the Pr«fatot7 
Note. 

St. in. 1. 3. To naddlt leC maditf a-*ron- 



^'See the adtertisement." (R. B.) The 
muistratea of Att, vben a ixitnplainl was laid 
Wore the Sritod aeainat Dr. N'Oill. inserted 
a adTertiaament in the newepapen, teatifying 



iwards him. 



lo the reapeot of t 

St.mX<. F, 

3otm Ballontipe. Proinat nf Ayr, to whom 
Bams dedicated Ttl< Brigi of Aj/r {anir. p. Kli. 

St. m. I. tl. Orator Bob. 

Robert Aiken, Writer, who defended Dr. 
M'Gillja weU aa he had already defendod 



m-' 



■a weU aa 
Haauhon. f 



:adT dei( 
). Note, b 



ir»))'< mild. 



^S JJ7 

William Dalrymple of Ayr. See ante, p. 336, 
Note* to Tit Two Htrdt. 

St. VI. I. I. Rumblf JtAn. 

John Rosael of Kilmamoek. See anie, p, 
321. Notes to ThrBoiy Fair. 



Si. V 



. 1. 1. 



lautT 






PagelU. St. vm. 1. 1. Singit Savnit. 

Alenuidet Moodie of tiiccartcn. See ante, u. 
32l>, Notea to TIk Hoi/, Fair. 

St. u. 1.1. DadduAuid. 

William Atild of Manchline. See anlt, p. 
336. Notes to Tilt Tn-a Herd,. 

St. U. I. 3. A tod atiklt aaw than tke 
drrk. 

GaTin Hamilton, whom Anld had prenonaly 
proieeated. See anit, p. lOti, Prefatcn Note to 
Holt WUlit'i PraiKT, and ante, p. 11, Ptvfator; 



Note to A titdict 



1. 1.1 



Davit Bant. 



David Grant of Ochillree ; bora in Madderty. 
Aberdeeoabire. in 17.%: for some time teaBher 
in G«Rve WatHffi'i Hoafntal. Edinburgh; or- 
dained Preabyteiian minister at Newcaatle-oo- 
Tyne, 11th November, 17M1 ; admitted to Ettor- 
ick pariah, 1th May. ntK; and tranaUted to 
OohUtree. 7th November of theMue year ; died 
]6th July. 17U1 . As convener of the Committee 
on M'GiU'a publicationa, and one of the moat 
persistent of bia prosecutora, Grant made hint- 
self eapeciallj obnouons to M'Oill's anpportaia ; 
•o much so. indeed, that his ladden death cre- 
ated the impreaeioa that it bad been brought 
about by them. He waa the author of two rin- 
gle sermons tEdinbuiyh. 1TT<) and 17H2I, and 
SfmiDM Dortrinal and Frartical, 'J vols. (17»«). 

St. II. 1.1. Jamie GooK. 

" JnmMi Tonntt of Cnmnock. who had lately 
been foiled in an eeeleaiaatioal jroaeawtion 
aeaiut a Lieatenant Mitobell." rB. B.\ Re 
waa ordained at New Cumnock. 3d Hay, )TS8, 
t. ITW. in bia SSth year. 
1 Wiili>. 



and died li 

St. III. I . _ . 

"William Peebiea _ _ . _ 

poetaatrr who. among other things, pnbliahed 
an ode on the oentanacy of the KeTolatiou. in 
which was the line : ' And bonnd in Uberty^ 
endearing cbiun.'" (B. B.) For Peebiea aee 
also aim. p. ;CT, Notes to The Hoiu Fair. 

,St, KIU. I. 1. At^m'Gowt. 

Andrew Mitchell of Uanktanand Preatwlek, 
aon of Hugh Mitchell of Dalgain. U* motbet 
being one of the Campbella of Fairfield: er- 
dained at Mnirkirk. lllh July. ITAI ; traaabtad 
Monkton in November. 17T4 ; died 11th Oe- 



r. 1811, 



n hie 8Tth yea 



d lb. 



estate of Aviayard, near Cnmnook, 

to have " kept a carriage." Being rich, he had 
a kind of inBuenee amone the Orthodoi ; bnt 
he waa mentally the weakaat of the bietlutai. 
He was anther of Cauiei qf Oppotition M tkt 
Gotptl (EdiDborsb. 17MI. 

St. IIT. 1.1. BarrSteir... 

Stephen Young of Barr. wbo. aftw fl 
■ at OchUtrta, 1 
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NOTES 



darned at Barr, SOi Maioh, 1780, and diad 21st 
February, 1819, in hia TM^ year. 

St. xv. 1. 1. Irvine-nde. 

George Smith of Gakton. (See airte, p. 396, 
Notea to The Ho/y Fatr.) The town atands on 
thelrrine. 

St. ZYi. 1. 1. Muirland Jock, 

J<Ajk Shepherd of Mnirkirk, eon of Bar. 
George Shepherd of Newbattle : ofdainad at 
Hemel-Hempetead, Herts, 90th October, 1772 ; 
transUted to Mnirkirk, Ist September, 1775; 
died 14th Aagn8t^799 Jn his 00th year. 

St.xvn.l. 1. HulyWiU. 

''FiV/e the 'Prayer* of this Saint.** (B. B.) 
See anU, p. 109, I^wfatory Note to Holy WU- 
he's Prayer, 

Page 113. Poetsoript 1. 1. 1. AJUm's Laird, 

John Logan of Enookshinnooh and Afton« 

PostBcript 1, 1. 6. ClacUeith. 

Mr. Johnson of Claokleith. 

PoetBcript 2, 1. 1. Factor John, 

Either John Kennedy, factor to the Eail of 
Dumfries (see anttt p. 128, Pke£itory Note to 
To John Kennedy)^ or John M*Mnrdo (see ante, 
Pzefatory Note to To John M'Mwrdo, p. 143). 

Page 114. The Iitvibmtobt. 

My lah*-a'fore, etc. 

The old wooden plong^ was drawn by foor 
horses : two on the left hand, named respeedTsly 
the **lan'-a-fore** (the foremost on the nn- 
plonghed land side) and the " lan'-a-hind *' 
(the hindmost on the nnplonghed land side); 
and two on the right hand, named respeotiYely 
the "fur-a-fore'' i[the foremost in the farrow; 
and the *' fur-a-hmd " (the hindmost in the 
furrow). 

As eW in tug or tow toas traced. 

See anU, p. 330, Notes to The AM Farmer'i 
Salutation, 

A gaudsman ane, a thrasher V other. 

The gaudsman was the driver of the plough- 
team. When it was drawn bjr oxen he used a 
eaud (= goad). Before oommiills were in use a 

thrasher '' had almost constant work with the 
flail. 

Wee Davoc, 

David Hutchieson, whose father, Robert, had 
been ploughman at Lochlie. The father died 
of fever, and Bums took oare of the boy, to 
whom he also gave all the education he ever got. 

/ on the Questions tairge them tighly. 

The Shorter Catechism of the Westminster 
Divines, on which the Kirk compelled house- 
masters to examine their servants and children 
every Sunday. To ** tairge " = to "tarswt," 
t. e, to pelt or riddle with importunities, alius 
Galium Beg, intent on constraining Shamus an 
Snachad, *' as he expressed himself* targed him 
tightly ' till the finishing of the job.*' 

He Ul screed you q^*^^ectual Calling,'' 

Tlie answer to the question, ** What is Effec- 
tual Calling ? " embodies the essence of Calvin- 



ism. 



My sonsie^ smirking, dear-bougltt Bess. 

His daughter Elizabeth, bv Elizabeth Paton. 
See ante, p. 113, Prefatory Note to The Poet's 
Welcome, 



F^ie 115. A MamsLmi Wnoore. 

Si.ii.Ll. Biofkndmm. 

'*Ahi]L" (R.B.) 

St.n.L3. NMomiBme. 

'*lCller*a two ihtan." O^L BJ Nan ym 
tibe eU«i,~tiM IfiH Mnkr of d« BAi ^ 
J i a i tei it iis (fmjM^ p. 171). 

St. IF. n. If 2* 

BMiwow^gommwPrmidin^mmid 

''Tho ladiaa* flMdk bowb,coI lor «htee> 
oaaion.** (R.B.) • -• 

StY.Ll. Siamdy. 
''Driver of the PoatHihaaa.** (R.BO 
St.Y.L5. AMJeknl^rvi. 
''MiUer'a father." (R.B.) 
"Page 110. Adak Abkodb's Fbatbb. 
Si. ▼. L 2. Avid drudoem if ome. 

See aale, p. 884, Notes to 2^ Jclilr Bwv*- 
St. Yi. 1. 1. Jock an' kan'rd Jeaau 

Tliey were the son and d a ari it e r. Jeaa or 
Jenny is die RaeerJeM of ZleBo^r JUr. Sss 
aiiU, p. 10, at. jx. 1. 3, and Notaa, p. WtL 

Page 116. Natubb*8 Law. 

St. m. 1.3. CaUa'sptaiiu. 

Coila, idantiflal with ^^^GoQ ** in si. ▼, fa poilk 
for K^, ooe of the distrieto of Aynhna. 

l?uge 117. LafWB ok Ujaaato wixh Loo 
Dakb. 

St. n. 1. 5. O* the QMonm. 

Certain Justioea, without whom ilia Cooit 
oould not sit. 

St. m. 1. 4. An* sic a Lordl-^lai^ Setid 
elltwa. 

A Scots ell is over a yard. 

St. y. 1.2. Or Scotia's sacred Demmikhtei. 

This would seem to show diat I^. Hagk 
Blair was of the company. 

Page 118. ADDRB88 TO THE TOOTBAOBS. 

St. lY. 1. 2. Cutty-^ooU, 

Cutty = short or small. Some derive the vts 
of the^ word in '* cnttr-stools '* from "eottj" 
or " kitty,** occasionally emnloved to tiaSij s 
loose woman, as in the deligntfnl bsuad d 
Robin Red-Breast (Herd, 1760) : — 

** Then Robin tnmad hfan round sbonk, 

E*en like a UtOe king : — 
' Go, peck ye out at my ohembtr door, 
Te Uttle ootty queen.* ** 

It is very commonly applied to a mJaeliieTWi 
ungrown girl ; it is alao a nickname for a hart ; 
it ukewise signifies the three-legged miUdir- 
stool. The present reference is, of course, to 
the stool of repentsnoe. Thia waa eonspice- 
ously placed in front of the i>nlpit, and the pea* 
itent, the opening prayer being done, was eoa- 
ducted to it by uie beadle ; aat on it thros^ 
the service, — m the olden time dothedin lan- 
doth (Scottic^, **a ham gown**): and at the 
close arose from it to receive the rebnke. There 
were two kinds of stools, a lus^ and a low ; the 
high being known as the *^ piUar.** 

Page 119. Lament for thb Abskncb or 
William Cbesch, Pcblibbbr. 

St. 1. 1.1. Auld chuckie Beeh'e, 
Anld Reekie ** = Edinburgh; not beos«e 



tt 



Edinbnrifh a abDormollj snokT. bat becanwi 
tier rauoke u visible from many heiebta. 
St. IV. 1. 1. Gawkiet, tawpia, gowhi, and 

"Gavkiei" nod '*t«w^«" ue faera the 
dtimnntiTta or feminineB of '* ipowka " and 
"fool*." "Oawkie" (ef. the wnne Bm the 
Gavtif] a derived [rum gowk " (the euokoo, B 
■iddy-pated birdiijuhieh ia Scots, u "onckoo" 
B fShsksip'-ariiui Engliab (cf. FirtI Hrnn/ IV., 
U. IT. ; " O' hanebBck, JB cuckoo "> for a daft 
Dr atutnd Htnon. 

St. VII. 1, I. IKortAy Greg'ry'l Latin/acr. 

Jamca Gngory lb. 17S3, d. 1H3I), the fonioiu 
Profeaaor of UedimiWj was a great hnnd at 
Latin quotation, nnd a (Old bx Cockbi 
bave had "a Mrikin^If powerful o — *— 
" — Qrw;orj'B Btnngvnt — '*'- 
wfeii Han. aee anit. 



n'amdtd . . 



i. 'J3, PrafatoE7 Note 

TytUr't and GrtenfiM't aalat 

^"HoI William TjtlBT the hutorian. then u old 
man. but hi« son. A. F. lytler (b. 174T, d. 1813). 
aftervaids Lord Woodhonaeliie, at this time 
Profanor of Civil Historr, who wrote a Life of 
Lord Kanci (18UT>. as Hiatarical and Critical 
Knot on tkt lift of Petrarch IIHIO), and a sen- 
ahleimmronTkeGtnitaand Writing,, <<f AUan 
Itamtat flUOO). He sat on that ■* jury of lite- 
rati" to whiub Banu submitted the Dew mate- 
rial for the Pir«t Edinburgh, and aAssted bim 
iu r«viainK the prooft for a later edition. Wil- 
liam Oreenfietd was minister of ^tr. Andrew's 
parish and Profeeaotof Rhetoriu. but in 1798, 
k«BK ohaigad with a nameless offeoee, ha Aiff- 
mitMd bis offien and left Sxitluid. In hi* Srr- 
ond Common FUue Book Bums extols " bis 
IS hilarity, his 



le. SteiBOft, mch i 



hnjt^oi 



ru. J. :(. 



j/Sfs 



Henry M'Eeuzie. anther of Tiii- Stan efFrtl- 
ing. who had written an a[ipr«ciation of Bonu's 
Porais in The Lounger for Deoember. 1786 .and 
Dngald Stewart, described in the Seroml Coin- 
■OR Place Boakaa "the most perfect chaisoter 



Pa«el:JO. Elbot 
17i«, 
.^n' iriitiU ye be haerte ai 



THX Dkpabtkd Tbab, 



ouprt. 



" «M aN(c. 11. U-JA, Notes b 



The 



Amhtr't Eanml Crp ami Pri 
Ah' gieit ge a' bniUt fiear an' meai. 
Even yet the eleix^en of the Church of 

Smiland at* paid in kind — their stipend hnng 

rwkanad in cbaldets. 

Foe Embro' tretli are ffnlten dry ! 

(taring Deoember. 1TS8, thete wm the voldiat 

weather in Sootland, and the Edinburgh wells 

weni all famnu 
J¥o. kand-rnff-d. mial'd. half-tharM'd II-^ 






>. 154, ProtaWry Note to Ode (o 
rotncy Bill. 
Oh th« DurHMS or Gobdok' 



Wallop. 

awkwardness: I 



le of rapidity and 
If.) of a Dsh ont of 

later. It isnaedof gallomng, sain DavidUnd- 

«y, Comjilaunt to the ning, lii 

ryohtilie waUope ouer the san 



le sandii ; " also, and 



" Hie up u' mi 
fit brswJr Hi 



yCJimel. 



St. a. 1. 3. The midden dub. 
Bnnis in his gloasary de&nes the midden bole 
as " a gutter at the boMoni of the dnugliill.'' 
Page 1^. Oh Captaih Grobe. 
St. V. 1. 3. At for the Deil, he daur na aerr 

That Is, attempt to carry bim off, the rfifer- 
enoe being to Orese^s exceeding corpulenoe. 
(See ante, p. ItHi, Spigram on Captain Fraitii 
CrOH.f 

Pago 123. Nbw Tbak's Dat, 1791. 

Coila 'j fair Baehel'i cart lo-day. 

" This young lady was drawing a picture of 
Coila ftom The ViiioH." (Note b Curne, 1800, 
probably supplied by Mrs. Dupl"" 1 

Page 134. Fbom Bsopus t 

Thisli 

named Gilleanii 

The eraflti Cc ... 

Colonel M'Doual of Logan — " Scnldudd'ry " 
{[. e. Bawdy) H'Dcnal of the Second Heron 
Ballad (see aslr. p. 166, St. x. 1. S. and Ptefk- 
turr Note to Young Peggie, aitfr, p. Sol). 

The hopiifu] voutA, in ticeUiii male bW, 

Who Lvai a Buihby'i heart without the head. 

Mr. Mutlaod Bushby, advocate, the "MVik- 
(on-e new sheriff" of the Second Heron Ballad 
(p. 163. St. ni. I. 1>. with "the heart" but not 
'' the head " of ht« father, John BnshbT, " hm- 
eet man." (Set Epitaph on John ButibK. anil, 
p. 198.) 

Page 121. To John Rahkihe. 

St. It. I. 6. A vtaup 'j i" the ntH. 

This is a Dwdifioatian of the Scottish pniverti : 
"There's a whaup in the rape " = " Tbai« >■ 
•omethiug wrong." In Aynhite, "whanp" waa 
also tlie name of a goblin lUppiwil to haunt th* 
eaves of hooae*. But in Buth's Una " whanp" 
is probably curlew : and the meaning seena la 
be. " what is wnuw will soon be known." 

Page Vii. To JOHH OOLDU. 

St. n. 1, 3. Black Jock. 

Russell of Kilmarnock. Sas ante. p. 33T, 
Notes to The HUy Fair. 

fit. n. I. n. Uatu. aU W oune up in the 

Fenons at the point of death atr aemislinoed 
to renuosl the prayrra of the HingregatinB. 
Pure l»>. To J. Lu-BAtK. Tbdui Erisrut. 
St. III. I. n. Whuo. 
Froiu llie Srtitii " whiu" or " wlwat. 
ont with a knife, i.e. "whittle-" 
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NOTES 



The old-world ale-wife always biew«d tlie 
ttuff she sold. 

St. vu. 1. 2. Till kye be gaun without the kerd. 

The grain being all harrested, the eattle 
ooold be allowed to crop at large. In olden 
times there were few or no fences on forms, and 
cattle, were watched by a boy. 

St.Az. 1. 6. Yours, Rab the Banter, 
Cf . me old song Maggie Lauder : — 



" For I 'm ft piper to 



trftda. 



For 1 'm ft pipor to my vnat 
My nftme 1* Bftb the Bftnter. 

Page 126. To thb Rev. John M*Math. 
St. n. 1. 2. Gown an^ ban* an* dofue black- 
bonnet. 
The clergyman, who on Sundays weais a 

Swn and band : and the elder^ho in those 
ys wore a bhusk bonnet. Cf . 2%e Holy Fair^ 
ante, p. 10, St. yin. 1. 3. 

Page 127. St. v. 1. 1. Oau*n, 

Gavin Hamilton. (See ante^ p. 41, Prefatory 
Kote to the Dedication.) 

St. VI. 1. 1. 

The poor man* $ friend in need. 
The gentleman tn word an* deed, 

Cf . Dedication (nnte, p. 42). 

Page 128. To Dayie. Segomd Eputlb. 

St. u. Hale beyowr heart, etc, 

Cf . Epistle to Major Logan, St. m. (p. 133). 

St. lY. [This stanza] describes the writer's 
mental condition and mode of life under Ar- 
mour's repudiation. 

St. ly. 1. 1. I*mon Parnassus* brink. 

That is, about to publish. Bums was prepar- 
ing the Ejlmamock edition^ and had sent a few 
numbers for Sillar's inspection. 

St. VII. 1. 5. Rough an* raploch. 

Raploch = a coarse and undyed woollen. 

Page 128. To John Ksnkedt, Dumfsibs 
House. 

St. n. 1. 1. Dow, 

[John Dow, or Dove — " dow " is Soots for 
** aove," — was] the landlord of the Whitefoord 
Arms, on whom Bums wrote one of his clever- 
est epitaphs. (See ante, p. 195.) 

Page 129. To Gavik Hamilton, Esq., 
Mauchljke. 

Like scrapin out auld Crummie*$ nicks. 

The rings on a cow's horns tell her age. 

Ay when ye gang yoursel. 

Hamilton had been prosecuted for neglect of 
ordinances. Nor was he partial to the Shorter 
Catechism, 

In Paisley John's. 

John Dow's tavern. (See supra. Notes to 
To John Kennedy.) 

I ken he weel a snick can draw. 

*^ A snick can draw ** = *^ can draw a latch.*' 
The phrase is primarily applied to a stealthy 
entrance into another man's mind, so as to reaa 
his thoughts and take advantage of him. 

Page 130. To Dr. Mackenzie. 

To get a bland o* Johnie^s morals. 

The origin of morals was one of Mackenzie's 
favourite topics. 

An* taste a swatch o* Manson*s barrels. 

Manaon kept the tavern where the lodge met. 



Page 132. Reply to ▲ TBnamrai Erani 

BBGBIVSD FBOM ▲ TaILOB. 

St. I. L 6. Daddie AM, 

The Rev. ¥niliam Ankl (ms aafs, p.336, 
Notes to The Two Herds), hj whom Bum wm 
rebuked befofe the eonggegation. 

St.n.L2. Pause, 

See ante, p. 834, Notes to 7%0 JaUm Beggars, 

PagelS. St.YZi.L5. UessJdm. 

That IS, '' Mass John.** Used in eoBtempt 
Dating from before the RefbsmatioB, tlie^tt- 
name denotes, first, the small vegaid of the 
people for the old Catholic paikh prisst; and 
secondly, that after the Reformation the maMP- 
ity held in extreme derision tlw anthority w&h 
the minister essayed to wield — espeoialqriB n- 
speet of penal discipline. Writing in tlw oppo- 
site iuterast, Ramsay, in his Address qf Imb 
FVom the Society qf Bakes, thus dramsfisss the 
latter sentiment : — 

^ Down, down wl* the rspaDtlBg.«l 
Hist gart the yoonken lookUke 
Before the ooBfragAtkm i ** 

and again in the same brisk oopj of 

"For tboee whs Klik albin «i«nM 
Tbdir eeMloa books may bom all; 
flinoe f orniestioa's pipe *s pot oat 
What will they liK?e to craok aboot 
Or Jot into their Journal ? *' 

See further, ante, p. 50, Epistle to John Basr 
kine. 

Page 133. To Major Looak. 

St. m. Hale be your heart, etc. 

Cf . St. n. of the Second Epistle to Dane (anU, 
p. 128). 

Page 134. St. ZL 1. 3. Adearane, 

The reference is to Jean Armour. 

St. xin. 1. 2. Sentimental sister Susie. 

See To Miss Logan (ante, p. 72). 

St. xiu. 1. 3. Honest lAteky. 

The Major's mother. Though oommoo Scots 
for *' grandmother," "Lucky " has often as 
evil sense (as in the ill sprinpr named by WDIw 
Ste'enson in that story of his gudesire, which 
of itself would make Redgaundet immorUL 
WedHoddled,Ludcie), Den ved from 'Moek." 
or *' fortune," it was probably first used to dei- 
ignate a spae-wife (= a fortnne-teUer). Bawds 
and alewives wero commonly called *' Luckr, ** 
as in Ramsay's Lticky 8pence*s Last Aatia 
and his Elegyon Luckv Wood, 

Page 135. To the Guidwifb oy Waucbopk 
House. 

St. y . 1. 4. The marPd plaid. 

The '' Guidwife "had offered to aend Bona 
a party-coloured plaid. 

rage 143. To Jakes Tekkaht oy Gliv^ 

OONNEB. 

Perusing Bunyan, Brown, an* Boston. 

P ^ Bunyan ' ' needs no explanation. The other 
reierenoes are to] Brown's Se{f' Interpreting 
Bible and Boston's Fourfold State, long &Toar- 
ites with the pious Scottish peasant. 

My heart-warm love to guia auld Olen^ 

The father. John Tennant, who was witaeei 
to the poet's iMiptism in 1769, and nnder whoee 



ulviKe he nude an offer for EUialuid. The 
other refgreocea an to meiub«n or rtsUtioiis of 
the familj. 

Page H4, EpiitTLE to Dm. Bi^cklock. 

St. n. 1. 1. Tht Hrron. 

B'>bert Heron, eon of a vatier - born ■[ New 
QalkiwBT,iithNo*enibFr,lTdl. When hfl Turited 
Bnme in ITMI. be «aa a student of divinitj. He 
was next sHutant to Dr. Hugh Bluit. but «ooD 
look to UteraiT potsuin; got into debt, and 
while in Perth gaol hesKa^iiiUoriifif Brollaad ; 
VM liberated on engaging to paj' hie oredjtoti 
fiflMn abiUing* in the pound from the proceeds 
tbamoF : waa the anthor of man; worka, includ- 
ing a Li/t <tf^ liana. 1T!IT. bj no means withont 
merit ; was in IHOG conflntd by his ot«ditor* in 
Nawgate; took ferer there; nnd died on his 
nmiiTal to St. PutcrM Hoapitsl, I3tli April. 
1807. 

St. VI. I. 1. ilroH. 

Bniae is properly meal wid warn) wator, bat 
Itie word ia commonly uaed aa a synonym for 



T; 



'agelU. ToiOBNTX-EUAJt w 



not viU dovp-iidper, Emptrar .loteph. 

A Dotoriooi whoicmitster: died 30th Febru- 
•fT. ITW>. 

Or !/■(*, Sit*dt. htfoit ht hait. 

GnataTDB HI. of Sweden waa then at war 
with Runia. 

Pwe IW. To WiujAH Stewart. 

In lumeM Bactm't ingle-ntuk, 

" Honeat Bason " Jiee At Bnuimhiil Ian, anlt, 
p. 187} was lan^ord of the ion at Browobill, 
and a reUtire of Stewart, who »aa factor at 
Clnaebom bard by (bm Lmetv PoU» Slewarl, 
ante. p. SSO. and Ym 'n WtUamt. Willie Sinn- 



"Wi«v 



.V. 1. 1. 



Page 149. PROLoarE 
Wcwiw, 
Pkiletophv- 

Tie meranoe is to D™ 

a, p. 338, Notes to TAe r 

*-» HitUni. 

DM uid Rob 



To COLOHSI. De Petster. 



lid Stewart. See 



irild ShaJctipean itUo 

poBu't Douglai. The ridicolon* rrne -~ 

■ hope* the Bard knew better — reads like 

-triant on the Edinburgh pittite'i " Wbaur 't 

_.Jr Wnlly Shakespeare noo ? " 



To Lady Elizabeth 



Cnnniugbam (probably) he wrote, 23d Decem- 
ber, 17^. that for this pnrpoee he had reeoNed 
to make himself "muter of all the Ununade 
Authun of any repnto in both E^lish and 
French : " and on 2d Hanih. ITM), he ordered of 
Peler Hill oopies of oertain EogUsh playwrights, 
of Moliire, and of "any other good Freneh 
dramatic authors in their native langnoge." 

Pago Ifil. vis ablt — aKd at avrl~~a$ tht 
Dtnil 

BuRU waa a strong partisan of Mary Stuart, 
and a rmbid anli-ItJiiabethiui, as witnewes ■ 

taasago lomitted, of course, by Curriel in a 
itter to MiB. Dunlop, 20th February. 1701: 
" What a roaky-beaitod. perfidioni lueeubua 
waa that Queen Elizabeth.'<^Mi7. 

Page 1.12. Tbk Riarne or Womah. 

Would neagger. ticiaT.grldnini. kiciupariat, 

Acoordiug to Currie, the reference is to the 
Satnnialia of the Caledonian Hunt. 

Page hVi. A New I'haui roft TOM COAfH. 
OF klLKASSOCK. 

.St. IV. 1. y. That Yoanff Man. 

William I^tt. 

St. V. I- ;i, 7^ Judgr, 

Lord Thni4ow. Cf. Oifif (o thr DeparUd 
lttgaKvISiU.aHlf.p, I.V.: 
" By dread Tliorla* 



tory Note to THe &irl:'i Alarm. 
Pag« 1X>. Tub FtrE CBAMrfiru. 
St. 1. 1. 7. Him uha Ud. 
James Boswell, the biographer of Samnal 

St. I- L «. The mdJde Vtm Major. 
Samuel Johnson. 
St, U. 1. *- GImcaird. 
Sir John Whitetoord of Cloneaiid. 
Paee leo. St. TIL I. 2. Slirr-lan*. 
Adder^tone. Tka adder-Mone was used hr 
the Druids as an amulet. 
Page len. The Fite Caruss. 
St. HI. 1. I. Maimir h (Ae l/antt o' Itilk. 
I>ua]friea. 

St. m. L 3. Ami Marjan, o' ilu Montt Ladig. 
Loohmaben. situat* in the midM of ais noall 

St.'iv. LI. And Bltnldn Btn 1^ AnaamtaU. 

St. V. L 1. And aiatk Jain, fiat CridUMi 
Peti. 

" Saoanbar. near which is the oU caMie of 
the Criebtons." (B. B.) 

Pa«e I'll. E1.ECT10N Baluid roR WMtr- 

Cho.' L 1. Vp and «iiB- Ham a'. 

In a note to Up ami Wawr Thrm A', WilUt 
(interieared oopy of Johnaaii's ifeaniial, Burm 
BBya: "The ptnper expreanon ia'Upaiid worn 

a'. Willie,' alluding to the Crantara or '-- 

of a Hi^iland elan to anna. Kotwl ' 



SooUfor" 
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NOTES 



Page 102. 8t. ly. 1. 1. WhutUbirk. 
Alexander BirtwhisUe, Provost of £jrkoad- 
bright. 
Page 163. Election Baulad addbb88KD 

TO ROBBBT GbAHAM OF FiNTRT. 

St. VI. 1. 1. Drundanriq^s haughiy Grace. 
Dmmlaiirig was the residenoe of the Duke of 




St. IX. 1. 5. Westerha' and Hopeton, 

Sir James Johnstone, the Toi^ can d idate, and 
the Earl of Hopetonn, lus principal supporter. 

St. XI. 1. 1. Mona-Meg, 

The old historic cannon which still stands on 
the ramparts of Edinburgh CasUe. 

St. XII. 1. 1. M'-Murdo and hi$ lavdy nxnue. 

See ante, p. 143, Prefatory Note to To John 
IPMurdo, 

St. xui. 1. 1. Craigdarroch, 

FerguBson of Craigdarroch, the hero of the 
Wliime (see ante^p. 99). 

St. xm. 1. 4. Cflenriddell, 

Captain Robert Riddell of Glenriddell (see 
ante, p. 142. Prefatory Note to Impromptu to 
Captain Riddell), 

St. XIV. 1. 2. Redoubted Staig, 

Bums's friend. Provost Staig of Dumfries. 

St. XIV. 1.4. Welsh, 

Then Sheriff of the County. 

St. XV. 1.1. Miller. 

Patrick Miller of Dalswinton, Bums's land- 
lord and the father of the Whig candidate. 
Captain Miller. 

iSt. XV. 1. 4. Maxwelton, 

Sir Robert Lawrie or Lowrie of Maxwelton, 
of whom Craigdarroch won tiie whistle (see 
ante, p. 100, Prefatory Note to The Whistle), 

St. XV. 1. 5. Lawson. 

*^ The famous wine merchant.' ' (R. B.) 

Pagel(>4. St. XIX. 1.6. The Buchan BuUers, 

Caves on the Buchan littoral. 

St. XX. 1. 4. The muffled murtherer of Charles, 

^' Charles 1st was executed by a man in a 
mask." (R. B.) 

St. XXI. 1. 2. Bold Scrimgeour follows gaUant 
Graham. 

Bums gives "Dundee" for **Bold Scrim- 
geour;" Gallant Graham'' he explains as 

Montrose." Apparently he supposed that 
Claverhouse was a Snirimgeour. 

St. XXIV. 1. 6. Stewart, 

'\Stewart of Hillside." (R. B. ) 

Page Kk). Second Heron Election Bait 

LAD. 

St. 1. 11. .">, G. Murray commander, An"* Gordon, 
Murray of Broughton was uncle of CK>rdon, 
the Tory candidate. Murrav had left his wife 
and eloped with another lady (see post, p. 343, 
Noten to John Bushbp^s Lamentation), There- 
fore 11. (>-«S in one set run : — 

'• An«l Gordon thai keenly trill flart ; 

Why shnmeleM her lane is the lassie f 
E'en let her kind kin takapart ; '» 

and for the name reason in 1. 8 *' kin " of the 
text in another set reads "«rn." 



St.n.Ll. Atidtkere'abeliaeiHiMaJckmk. 

John Bnshby, see ante, p. 196, Pr^EKtocy Nets 
to Epitaph on John BushSg. 

St. n. 1.5. Kempleton's birkie. 

William Bnshby. John's Inotfaer, whe ^d 
made a fortune in me Esst Indies. 
,St. m. L 1. An' iken'U be WigiomU mm 
sheryjBr. 

Mr. Maitland Bnshl^, son ol JoIib Baihlv. 
See ante^ d. 339, Notes to FromBtopmstoMttn; 

St. m.' 1. fi. Coftf ousts, Etqmin* 

David Maxwell of Cardonesik See ante, y. 
197, Prefatory Note to Epitaph on a Gaiioieag 
Laird. 

St. lY. 1. 1. DouglaMsee domghtg. 

Sir William and Mr. James iXniglss. The 
former got the name of Cailinwaik owced to 
Cutle Douglas by royal warrant. 

St. rv. 1. 5. Kenmure sae genermum 

John Gordon of Kenmnre. 

St. Y. 1.1. Redcastle. 

Walter Sloan Lawrie of Redeestle. 

St. V. 1. 5. Our King's Lord Li^Uenaut, 

Lord Garliesj who was ealled to answer for 
keeping the wnt. 

PagelGG. St. vi. 1. 2. Mmrhead. 

Minister of Urr, author of an epignm oa 
Bums, To Vacerras. 

St.Yi. 1.3. Buittle's ApoetU. 

Maxwell of Bnittle. 

St. VI. 1. 6. FoUcfrae St. Mary's. 

The Earl of Selkirk's family. 

St. vu. 1. 1. Wealthy young Richard, 

Richard Oswald of Auchencruive, who inhe^ 
ited Mrs. Oswald's fortune. See anU, p. 81, 
Prefatory Note to Ode, Sacred to the Memory (f 
Mrs, Oswald. 

St. vu. 1. 5. Rich brither nabobs. ^ 

D. and J. Anderson of St. Germains. 

St. vu. 1. 7. Collieston, 

Mr. Copeland of Collieston. 

St. vu. 1. 8. Quintan, 

The son of Mr. M^Adam of Craigen-giUaB. 
See ante, p. 129, To Mr, WAdam €f Cmigen- 
gillan, 

St. vm. 1. 1. Stamp-Office Johnte, 

Mr. John Syme, Writer, Dumfries, an enpedal 
friend of Bums. See ante, p. 191, PrewUny 
Note to To John Syme. 

St. VIII. 1. •^. Gay Cassencarry, 

Colonel M'Kenzie of Cassencarry. 

St. VIII. 1. 4. Colonel Tam, 

In some sets ** gleg " is inserted before '* Colo- 
nel Tam." He was Colonel Heron, aooordiii| 
to the Museum cony ; but Cidonel Goldie ol 
Gk>ldielea is given elsewhere. 

St. viu. 1. 5. Trusty Kerroughtree, 

Mr. Heron of Kerroughtrie, the Whig candi- 
date. 

St. IX. 1. 1. The auld Major, 

He was brother of the Whig candidate. 

St. IX. 1. 5, Maiden Kilkerran, 

Sir Adam Fergusson of Kilkerran. See ante. 

?. 32.5, Notes to The Author^ s Earnest Cry and 
*rayer. 

St. IX. 1. G. Barskimming's auid Kni^, 
Sir William Miller of Barakimming, son of 



Sir Tliimus MiUer. Lord BankitntDini;. tSee 
ale. p. '-eii, NutM M 7^ VitioH. 

St. IX. L '. Roaring BiTHchUtic. 

Aleuadei Birtwhiitle, Provont uf Eiicnd- 

^t.I.l. 3. Ttuch Joinie. 

John Maxwell of Tertauelitie. See aiiU, p. 
IW. PrafMoTT Note to To John MaxwtU, JCty. 

in. I. I. 5. Legan'i M-Doual. 

Culiinul H'Douol o[ Logan. Ses and, p. 'JOl, 
Pniuorf Note to Yoaag Ptggv- 

St. X. I. 8, &scnn[f, gunjMiaker Blair. 

H&jar Bl^ of Dunake]'. 

Pagn 160. JOBH BubBBT'8 LaxemtaTioN. 

St, lit. I. I. Ytri Galioifo]/. 

See oRfc. th IK), Pnfatory Note to Eiagram 
aoaiiut tht Sari of OaUomty. 

St. TU. 1. 3. H'i' wiiuid ii.ur,. 

The nference u to Murni;'< elopement, » 
winged »pur beine the cnM, of the hoiw) of 
Ji^natone. to which the lari; — " the uuld gny 
nud." as tinrna ^uteelly deacnbea her — be- 

FWO 170. TaS UONAUM OF THE BeTTNAUI. 

St. Kill. I. 2. Tical' kundrtd. 

Linen wo»on in a reed of CwbItb bnndred di- 

fage 173. The Faukweix. 

.St. 1. 1. 7. Jtfb B«). 

The piwt'i child h; Eliiaheth Paton. bom in 
X.ivBniber, 17M. See ante. p. li;i, Prefatory 
Note to A PoH', WttfoiHt. 

at. 1. 1. \2. My Smith. 

See anU, p. Ifi, Prafatuty Note to EpiHle to 

Si, IL 1. 7. Thrt, HamiUnn. and Aikn dror. 

For Gavin Hamillon eee anit., p. 41 , Prafatory 
Note to A Diditation: for Aiken eee anh, p. 
330. Note* to Tht Coner'j Salardav Nighl. 

Paite IT.t. EtAdT on the Death of Sib 
Jamea HvimtR ButiR. 

St. U. 1. 2, Oner tht too'd hatinti iff Seelia'i 

"The king*! Park, at Holrrood HonM." 

St. ii. 1. 3, Wlim limpid Xrwinu, once hal- 
JowV, »)Til. 

"Saint AnOioDj'B Wrll," iR. B.» 

Si. U. 1. 1, Jiaaid'riitg ntiru iiaTi iht taertd 

"St. Anllicii 

the watheaat of Uol^rooil Tic. _. . 

Page IS!, Sketch rou as Elkot. 

St. I. L 1. CraigdarTach. 

Alexander Fecgnnon of CisiedtUTOoh, the 
hero of The WhitlU iante. p. W). 

Si. u. 1. 1. Blade Jamti. 

PoedhlT Junes BoaweU. 

St. III. 1.1. Philamnthic SmrUir. 

William Sntllie. S-m ante. p. Va, Prefatorr 
Note to On WiOiam amtUir. 

Pa«e I«a, Pamiok'b fit*. 
"I btrn, 1 burn, at vktn lAri ' 



yj^aar. 



preceding poem, J 
Page ItKI. Oh Sukbiaue. 

Tht bait liftkingi. 

The nioknamo -tho Be»l," o 



ChH< 



endoni, 



Song, ISrlhiiitt tht Poor Town : " I know what 
I mean when I drink to the Beat ; " and BochM- 
ter. Thf Behrartal (Warki, ITIM. inih "Mine 
HoBC drinks to the Beet in (.'hriateudolD, Aud 
di^cendy ray Lady qnita ihe Room." 

Page l'.H. On Jusd Kakkikb. 

Bg AdawhiU. 

Kankine'n farm, lu Seotlaad it ia Mill tlie 
cualom among farmer* to call each other by 
their territorial nunee. 

Page ItlT. MOMDUT OM a LaDT PAMBI) fob 

St. V. 1. -i. UtT idiol Igrt. 

"The lady affeota to bo a poelaw." (R. B.) 
He had carefally fortered the iUngion. 

Page :^1. BONIE UUNDEB. 

St. I. L I. Hauvrr-mtai banitori. 

A synonym (common in the North of Trnglrn^ 
and eoroe parte of Scotland) for the oaten cake. 
the Bl^le bread of old Scotland. 

Page -XG. To TUB Wkateb's oik tk oo. 

St. n. 1. i. To rarp a plaiden leab. 

To form thread* inM a warp for a web of 
coarse woollen. 

PageHOS. lu o'eb Yoitko TO uabhv rn. 

St. I.I. 4. Etrie. 

ApprehenaiTe of ghosts, hut the word ia used 
here in a boDiaroua Muse. Pertij^i* the oeareM 
Knpliah equivalent la " creepy." 

Pagt SIM. Ut HioauHD Lawik. O. 

[It aeemed inejtpedier' -- ' '' "^ " 



lengthen the Pref*- 



of Bnma, the nalement of the edilora is kmo- 
duood here.} On the strength of aporadio aUo- 

ble more than they raTsal — aud eapeoallyof 
certain ecalalJa eipreauonn in the song, l%eK 

Mrs. Ihinlop — prnn. _ 

" groaning nnder the miaeriea of a diaeseed aer- 
Tooa (ratem " - Utaj CaiapbeU has «nne to be 
reearded IvM as an average Soots passant, la 
vbom a merry-begot was then, if not a nseea 
sarr of life, at all events the oommonvrt *ltMit 
uf Inch, than as a sort of ban-Ugged IttMlioe 
— * Sptritaaliaed Ideal uf Peasant Womaii- 
hund. Serioiwty examined, her cult — for colt 
it is — is found au alxuntity ; hut ^arsoua of re- 
pate have taken thi- craie, so that it isnuafnl la 
remark that the iltry Campbell of tnulitiuB ia 
a figrnent of the Oenaral llrain. tor *huM aa- 
eential featote* nut » ronch •■ the faintest DaU 



which U ail that we have Ui enligbten n,. 
Boms. Further, it is fiHgutbm that ] 
CainpbeU'a death revealed her to her P ' 
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new and hallowed lupeot. Whatever the date 
— whether 17MB or an earlier year: vhetlier, 
that \a to BBj, she preceded Amour id Bunu'i 
regard* or conaoled him e|naodically after Ar- 
mour's repudiation of him — tusigned to the 
famous farewell ou the banks uf A)^, the nn- 
derhaJidedBeBii of the eiigneement, with the ei- 
treuio discretiou of. not merel; hie refemncea to 
it, bnt the nifereuc«a of hie relativea and hen, 
leaiea room for much conjeotore. Here Bnnu. 
ior once in his life, waa reticent. Yet, what 
reason had he for reticence if, as ia hotly con- 
tended by the more ardent amonK the Maiiola- 
t«ni, the affair b«loD[:ed to llHi, or earlier? 
And why, in 1T»4, when lie had no partioolar 
reputation, good or bad, should Mwy's kins- 
folk {or Mar^ heieelf) hare couceired so arrant 
a grud)^ i^ainst him that it impelled them (or 
her) to obhlerute the famous Jnacription in bis 
Bible, with ita solemn ecriptaral oatha — which 
were unusual under the circnmstapoes, and 
whith, aa bein? recorded for the KirFs comfort, 
tend to show UuC thcoe oireumstaneei were fo- 
ouliar — and to destroy his erery scrap of writ- 
ing to her ? It wero le»i difficult to explain the 
position if the amonr belonged to ITHGifor then 
the Anuour buuness was notorioos. But then, 
too. Bums's constancy in crying oat for Jean 
must of necefisity impeach the worth of his pro- 
fesdooB to Mary. In any case, it is a remarka- 
ble oircunistaute tbat the latter heroine left her 
aitUHtiun with the vagneitt posnibie outlook < 



„_ , __r. though Bums does say that she 
went to make arrangements for their union, 
there is no scrap of proof that immediate eepon- 
satsweredenignrd. Indeed,DopTOKresB>taIIa|i- 
pearstohave been made in mch arraneements m 
all the five months preceding her deatn : andaa- 
Huredly Bums did not intend to take ner witl] 
bim to Jamaica in 17^- Finally, there is the 
guarded, the offlcial, statement of Currie that 
^' the banks of Ayr formed the scene of youth- 
ful passions," the " history of which it would be 

and t no tractw of which wUI soon be diaooTei- 
able only in those struna of nature and Benslbil- 
ity to which they gaye birth." On the whole, 
it is a very pretty tangle ; but the one thin^ in 
it worth BfknuwlBdfmient and perfectly plam is 
that the Highland Mary of the Manolater is 
but a ^* devout imagination.'^ 

Pi^B SON. DiiBCAii Davison. 

St. I. I. C. Trmper-pin. 

Tlio pin which regulated the motion of the 



Page 20H. Ladt Onue, Hohbst Luokt. 

Cho. 1. 1, Monat Lucky. 

" l.ucky " is a common designation for ale- 
wives. See further, anU, p. 340, Notos to To 
Mgjur Lagan, 

Page -Hfl. DCNCAS QrAT. 

[For another set of Duncan Gray stsniaa, see 
enlf. p. 'il2. Both are] founded on a aong pre- 
served in the Herd US. 



Page 211. Blythk was aiB£. 

Cho. I. 2. Jitm and btn. 

See anU, p. 337, Notes to 3^ Hola Fair. 

Page 230. Tbk Sh-vkb Tabsix. 

St. 1. 1. 7. Tie Bervid-LoK. 

North Berwkk Idw, a conspicDoDa In^ 
in Haddingtonshire OTarlooidng the Fiith of 
Forth. 

Page 222. O, WKRB I OM PABXAann Hiu. 

St. 1. 1. 2. Hdiem. 

See ante. p. 336, Notoi to TAt Jdig Btggan. 

St. I. 1. 7. CDTRflRCOn. 

Cocsanoone, a hill in New Cnmnook pari^ 
Ayrshire (visible from EUiitand), whnv tbe 
Bard (not qoite correctly) plaoed tae aonrcas of 
the Nith. 

Page 225. The Bbaks o' hKLUxSwtix. 

St. I. L 1. Thi Cdtn'M woodt, 

Catrine waa the residence ot Profeaor DoaU 
StewaR. (ISee antt, p. 328, Nairn to Hb Vi- 

Mary Anne Whitafoord, the eUeat dan^ttv. 
who mBiried Henry Eeir Craustonn, giaadana 
of William, fifth Lord Cranatonn. 

Page 226. The Raktik Doo, thx Daumi 



The ale for the midwife and herjeoanpa. For 
the epithet, "groaning" is good Ka gliA fori 
lyin^in. Cf. Uamlft. iii. 2: "It would eoR 



The stool of repentance. See ante, p. % 
Notes to Addrtu to tile TooAache, 
St. rv. 1. 2. Fidgin/ain. 
Tingling with fondnea. Cf. Tan o' Siat- 
ter, ante, p. 92 : 

^* Even BaUn glovr'il, ud lld^'d tu* fain : " -^ 
and the old song Maggie Lauder; — 

^' ' UkggJa,' qnDth he. ' and by By bact 
1 'm Mgln falB lo »« tlws.' " 
Page 3S8. TovBo JocKU was the Bltts- 
rsT Lad. 
St. 1. 1.3. Gaurf. 

The p]ongh-oien were driven with a gnad. 
Page 230. Kiujeckahkib. 
St. m. 1. 1. Thf. bavld Pitatr. 
Halibnrton of I^tcnr, slain at KilliecTuktr. 
A Jacobite song in the Rtcaim MS.. eatitM 
Amatr to Kitiitcrankir, has this stanu: - 
" My Lord Dund« Ui« beat o' ye 
Into tb> fleldi did la' tb« ; 
And great PItonr fall In a rurr 

Page 230. The Baksh Of NrTH. 

St. I. 1. i. Where Cxfflmlni aa« had ti«il 
eomiiofd. 

"My landlord Millar is boilding a hgaMia 
the banks of the Nith. just on the rains of tli 
Com jn'a Castle." (B. B.) 

Page 231. Tam Glek. 

St. VIJ. TU tan Haliauxm. etc. 

See onfr. pp. .126. 330, Not«a to H/dlcacm. 

Page 233. GmDwim, couvT The Lawr. 

St. la. Jf|i coggit I'l a holy pool. etc. 



«/«! 



PMW 3»H. I BAB A WlFB O' MV JUIC. 

St. rv. n. 3. 4. 

/ care far nafbodi/, 
CI. ne J«U„ Mitler. H» Uved on the river 
Dm. ami tbia w«a tha bardeii u( his widk : — 

And Dobgdjr 

Pa^ •i?S. 0. FOB Anb-and-Twxktt, Tak. 

St. II. t. 1. ^(/^rifta' Jun'. 

Tha common meanluK of Eleib U. e. glebe) in 
Seotluid U oborch land — that ia the land pos- 
■iiwiiiil br the pariah minuter. Here it probabl; 
maana a portion of land about the aTuragu aize 
at ■ kirk glebe — 30 aoros or thereby. 

Page 344. WiLuE Wastls. 



81. u 



H,«- 



Sometimsa vionglv printed "Hen-«hiu'd.'' 
and mon often " Uein.|ibin'd." The referenoe 
■a to the "Haima'" or "Hema" of a borae'a 
aollai', whioh bend oatwanU. 

St. IV. I. 5. Middtn-rmts. 

Hamm-baakfta slimg acnai banea like pan- 

Patta 2«8. Hbt. ca' tobo'. 
a. L L 1. UpieV. 

TIm pbnaa Tcaamblea the Oennaa Bodt. 
Vfa 348. O, OAM TB ijtBot'B Lka. 
(%a. L 1. O. can yt latour lea. 
"Labour lea " = plough paatiue-laad ; bat 
tka pbiaae ii tued in an equivocal eenae. 
Page 249, St. ul., 1. 3. Matin ^. 



Probabl]' nr 



J .o be undentood IQ the Uteial 

Eingliah Mnae, but u " fondling " or " petting'.'" 
Page 24<). Ths Deuk 'h da^o o'bb mt 

St. u. 1. S. Baarr'd my brote, 
Ct.^itotitForA'ThaliaThieMerrvlluta: 



St. II.1. T. BatdoieKa-dii'tixmto'miuiiaiB. 

Thia line ia foaod in Skt '■ Hoctd Me Out iff 

Lo'idadaU. » aong preaerred in Thi llerry 

Page 349. Thb DEn,'s awa wi' tb' Ei- 



Tbat ii. Mabanwt. an old name for tbe Devil. 
Cf. DunharU Damx of iht Stvfn Dradly Situ : 
" Tim criad Mabevn (or ■ BItlud PadfUs." 

The Kwne of the aang U a Highland Tillage or 
nlanhan. Uenoe tha reference la "hompipea 
and atnttbapeji." 

Page 261. Atru) Lamg Stke, 

Cho. L 3. A np. 

Soma mng " kiu " in plaoe of " cnp." (Nota 
h Johnwm. pTobablT br R. B.) 

n .._. ■>. _ .j_ Guid-willie i^ufhl. 



h Johnwm. pTobablT I 
P*g*i02. St. T.I. 



coane analopjus to that of " oup of kin 
ID the Chorus. 

Page26J. Had I the WiTE? 

St. IV. 1. 8. fVanlo« WillU. 

Ilamiltan of GilbertGald Bumetimvs oo mgned 
himoeif J but theta is a carton " Wanton Wil- 
lie" referred to in the Ponat of AleiondBr 
Tait (ITOO). Aa Tait made both Boma and SU- 
lar anbjeota of hia aatire, it maj be that Bnrna 
hef« refera to the aaiue " Willie," whoever ha 
may haxe been. 

Page 253. CiiABUB UB 'a MT DAauno. 

St, III. 1, 2. Tiri'd at the pin. 

Sounded the " raifiinK-pu," wbieb waa a 
notched rod of iion, with a ring attached. 

Page 2114. The Lass o' Eccuvkchax. 



St. 1. 1. 6. A keick koute and a laick . 
A hooae irith a porch, or it may ba 
attached. Cf. theDld■ang: — 



I. 1. 1. Luda. 
ante. p. 340. Note 




See ante. p. 340. Notaa to To Maiar L 

Page 25a. The CardiH o't. 

St. 1. 1. 1. Uariock i™. 

Fine wool from tbe neck of tbe abeep. 

Here "hoary gray." Gt. Henryaon'a 
louni'iiir BftwtJi Af/e and Youth, 1. n, " Lfait 
lokkia hiHT," and bir Kiobard Maitland'* Fai)ii 
<tl'an Auld Man, " Qnhan that hia bur ia tumit 
Irart gray." " Lyart," tbough, like the Old 
EnKliih '^tyard" (Latin Uardtu, Ital. Uarda. 
Old Pr. liarl). it originally vaa njuiTaleBt to 
"gray," and waa alao. like tha KnglJah " lyarid," 
oeed la a geoaral nickname for a gray hone, 
gnulnalljr came, aa in tha praeedins axanmlaa, 
to ngni^ the peculiar diamoration oanaed b* 

rand deoaj. Tbua alao in tbe ballad of 



and in Donbar'a P^lti 



In lyart cliang«d 
" ia that tha 
turned inUi 



"gray hone , 

■inbyt ") ie no loDger " gray." The muat alrik- 
ing example of Uiia use ia prubably that in 
the fint line of TAf Jollg Srgf ' ' 



i>^ 



Odt h 



102), "Lyart leaTea." where 'T^ 
meana "old." "faded," or " witherad. 
too, "Lyart Timi"" ~ ' "' 

Bft. 

Page2»T. Tin Rkel o' Snnarix. 

St. n. 1. 2. Made mnalic. 

"Haoty" (from Fi. mamleaa) ia SooM for ■ 
gnwii, and " Hactymaker " Soota for draa- 
Thia aeema to ba the maaninf hara. 



a the word be reUtvd t 



prophetic). 






g be that aba taU 
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NOTES 



Paee 257. I 'll AT ga' n BT Yov TowH. 

**Town'* in Scots ib oommonly aiipBed to » 
set of f arm-baildings. 

Page 257. O, watte WHA*8 IV YohTowv. 

See supra. Note to preoeding Mog, VU aif 
ed* in by Yon Town, 

Page 263. Thou Glooxt DBOxmnoBU 

St. u. 1. 1. Fond lovers' parting is sweety 
painful pleasure. 

Gf . Snakespeaie'a Romeo and Jvliei^ Aet n. 
Scene 3 : — 
'* Good night! Good nlf^I parting IimmIi 



ft 



Page 266. Does Haughtt 6aui« IxrrAnoy 

THBSAT? 

St. 1. 1. 5. Corsincon, 

''AhighhiUatthesoaieeoftlieintli." (R. 
B. in Courant, etc.) See anie^ p. 344, NotM to 
O, were I on Parnassus Hid, 

St. 1. 1.6. Criffel. 

** A mountain at the oonflnence of the NHh 
with the Solway Firth.** (R. B. in CamoM^ 
etc.) 

Page 268. Meo o' the Milz- 

St. lY. 1. 1. O, ken ye how Meg o* the WU 
was bedded f 

Among the Soots lower olansm the newlj 
married pair were bedded in p roac ne e of the 
company. 

Page 272. When Wild Wab*8 Dbadlt 
Blast. 

St. n. 1. 5. CoiV. 

A stream in the Kyle district of Ayrshire. 

Page 272. Duncan Grat. 

[For another set of Duncan Gray stanzas see 
ante, p. 209.] Both are founded on a song pre- 
served in the Herd MS. 

Page 273. St. n. 1. 3. AUsa craia. 

A rocky islet in the Firth of Clsrae, opposite 
Ayr, much frequented hj sea-fowl, whose 
screaming it has endured for ages without re- 
monstrance. 

Page 278. Bt Allan Stream. 

St. L 1. 2. Benledi. 

'^ A mountain to the north of Stirling.*' (R. 
B. in Lochryan MS.) ** A mountain in Strath- 
allan, 3009 feet.'* (R, B. in Thomson MS.) 
His geopraphy is f amtv ; Strathallan is to the 
north of Stirling (the Allan flows by Dunblane 
and Bridge of Allan into the Forth) but Ben 
Ledi is alx>ut 20 miles west-north-west. 

Page 279. Contented wi* Little. 

St. 1. 1. 4. Cog. 

See ante, p. 325, Notes to Scotck Drink. 

Page 282. Last Mat a Braw Woobb. 

St. IV. 1. 3. Gate-Slack. 

" ' Gate-Slack,* the word you object to in my 
last ballad, is positively the name of a particu- 
lar place, a kind of passage up among the Low- 
ther hills, on the confines of this county ^Dum- 
fries]. . . . However, let the line run, 'He up 
the lang loan.' '* (R. B. to Hiomson.) 

St. V. 1. 2. Dalgarnock. 

** Also the name of a romantic spot near the 
Nith. where are still a ruined church and a 
burial place.'' (R. B.) 

Page 286. Scots wha hab. 



St* Ti* 

''I h»T« booowed tib« lut 

fwmwMin steU edHian ol WaOam: — 



fromtW 



And liberty 



laswy fds^ 



skwmpk^watQxTciBamatJ^ (B. B. tonos- 
■on*) 

Fi8»201. YoyRosrBnnu 

St. IT. L 2. CMoris. 

See.<mte. p. 289, Fkefatoiy Koto to Xoint vT 
the Ijinl-Mufs Looks. 

Vsngb 292. FoiBi^XBir, jit Lots. 

St. XT. Li. CUmris. 

See ante. p. 289. PkAtoiy Koto to Lam% wC 
the Lint-wiSe Loots. 

Page292. CA'THEYoWESTOTBOiKBOim. 

St.i.Ld. A^Mina. 
To nther the aheep into tib« fold. Cttto 
ioog. Jnf Peggy m a Toumg TUmg^ in B«BnyV 

Qetme Stamerd, 

Fiige 29£l8 TBE8S voiB HdxxR PiomErr. 

St.iT.Li. Fa' thai. 

Thk phnae baa pnsdad tib« Editois. Brno 
tiieyutaaUy tnuMOatoh'^attonipt.*' Bnt tto 
oommon mwiniiig ia **haTe" (i. c ^ntomm^)^ 
or, better stilL '"^olaim," or ** lur dalntlk^ m 
in the loUowing ezamplM: *^Wo Kodinii 
manna la* To eat aaa nioa and ODs worn bonr** 
(Beattie); ''The Whigs think a' that wwl b 
won. But faith they manna fa' that.** {CoOte- 
tion of Loyal Songs, ut sup.) '* He that some 
ells <^ thia may fa^ '* (FezguMon) ; ''Orwhaia 
a* the country round. The best deaerrea to h^ 
that** (Bums). This, too, is the aense in th« 
arohet]npal sons : ** Put butter in my DonaU't 
brose, ror weel does Donald la* that: *' as ia 
the present deriratiye. where *'*' Gnde laith, he 
mauna fa* that ** plainly means that the poirar 
of making an honest man| aa a belted km|ht it 
made, is one no king can be allowed to ebum. 

Page 294. Mabk Tondeb Poxp. 

St. m. L 1. Chloris. 

See ante, p. 289, Prefatory Koto to Lassie rt* 
the Lint-whUe Locks. 

Page 297. There was a Law. 

St. V. 1. 1. Tryste. 

[The word] may here refer to the appouited 
meeting^place of loYcra. (Cf. Mary Moritn, 
St. 1. 1. 2. ante, p. 299, "' the tiyated lionr.**) It 
is also a conunon word for a oattle fair. 

Page 302. The Labs op Cesseock Baitks. 

St. xrv. 

See ante, p. 236, It is na, Jean, thy Borne Faa. 

Page 304. The Mauchldte Ladt. 

St. 1. 1. 1. Stewart Kde. 

The northern half of the Kyle district of Ayr- 
shire. Bums remoYod from Mount Oliphaot 
(in King*s Kyle) to LoohUe Cm Kyle Stewart) 
in 1777: and in March, 1784, he changed to 
Mossgiei (also in Kyle Stewart). 

Page 304. There wa8 a Lad. 

St. I. LI. I^e. 

An ancient division of Ayrshire. 

St. u. 1. 2. Was Jive and twenty days begun. 

'" Jan. 25th, 1759^e date of my Budship^i 
rital existence.** (R.B.) 



St. II. 1. 4. Hanad. 

TIm BiM sift. In Sootlaiid, " Huwel Mun- 
lUj" U the fint MoDdar of the New Year. 
wbaB childreD va Bccoitomed to gn in bands 
to bag " hwuel," wbicfa maf be givflu either in 
bmwT or ■Done]'. 

Pnge an. Tbe Bona Law or Alrahie. 

^it. lit, I. 3. A tawH rffaiM. 

Rolheuy.inthekleotBute. The el.lmt hiib 
of the :>;ottuli Ku«s were Uukea i>f Rotiimay. 

P^e 3UH. AxAHii THE Tbbkh. 

St. 1, 1. 3, DrOM. 

The part of the banpipe which produces tbe 
low bai* nol4i. 

St. u. I. I., Capon rraici. 

Caatnta (■'. e. squeakyl urowingi. 

Si. n, 1. a. A royal ghain. 

Jaaiea I. of Suodanil, a i;niat patron of mmi- 
otan* sad artUU. 

Page 310. Caucuonu. 

St. ir. 1. 1. CamtlroffHavogt. 

The }^ct, trhu ityed anil slAined and Tuie- 
■ateit hU pennn with viud. 

PVM :)ll. bt. V. I. \ At Lar,/f mil (an 
vitntH, and Lonrarlii Irll. 

Haeo tbe NotMniaa wai defeated at Laim, 
aeounlini; U> the chnmioten. Zj DuUiWr. 1»i:< ; 
and Kennetb 111. nf SmtUitd orerthrew the 
Puiee at I,DiicBitj. I'erthahire, b ITIi. 

Page 311. You "BU W»u.-o*», WiiAiK 

flmWAIIT. 

St. 1. 1. :i. Tfit i-iai>,t A™. 

A bottle ■haped likea hen, and holdine three 
^BBTiB of ckr«t. Cf. AlUo Ranuwj'B ^n Odt 
ta (A> r*- — :— 

•' T1>H miilcWiin •tnap il Iwli but rbiba, 



dtheolilw 



r H'l" if. > Cutty Gnn.- 

'■ roT «■■ mh* id-n] . ib<nd[ (ni. 

And leuKb to iH ■ nppit Iwn." 
Page 31'J. Hjekb 'h a Rkaltb to vent 

1, 1. S. ft ■« (;«i(/ Inhr nirrrji and w 



■al alto [6nu» the refrvna of other 
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bLMk'Ietter ballads, as Thr Fatirr't Wholaome 
Admomlion (Crawford. Pep7«. and BoxbtUffae 
Collect ional 1 kuil s U(« derivative, Bi Mart 
ami WiH. included in a ehnp. of whioli wa 
have seen a copy uritb tha dMe ITM : — 

But • nailm » good osnl lea orwn b> leld. 
Than utend to my ung. nor u]' muluia J»iia, 
For I qieui to b« marry* but marry and wlae.'' 

St. u. 1.3. CAoW.V. 

Charlee Jamen Fox. 

Si. 111. 1. 3. Tammit. tfit NartaK" Saddu. 

The Hon. Thaidw Knkine. afterwarda Lord 
Erakine (lln)- ]»<-.»), who in ITIU, beiiiK raUitwd 
for Thoroaa Paine, rowived to obey Uia (wll to 
defend him, and was thereupon dlamiaaed fnaa 
hi* nffise us AttorDer-Qaiwrw to the Prince uf 
Wales. 

St. IT. 1. 3. Maittand and W»a-mb,. 

" Maitland" vaa Jainee. eielith Earl of Lwt- 
derdsla (1T5S-1831I), who in July, ITUU. was 
elected a Scot! repreaautatii't^ peer, and during 
the dabate in the Bodms uf Lordi, 31»t Mav, 
n\*i. cm the Kiiv'a ProcLauatioti "agunst swfi- 
tiouswritiiin," had Dome forward "toTindiul* 
hiiutelf, atid tboae with vbom he anuciated, 
from tha eron ealamniea levelled asainiit tliMn 
by the Proclamation," which be " stiicniatiBed 
aa a nioet malignant and impotent measare." 
In Annist followiait he left tor Franee along 
with Dr. John Uoore. He became a atrong 
■ympathiaer with the French Revolation. pro- 
tested againit the war with Fivnee, nod on ona 
occauan appeared in the Houae of l.ordt 
"clothed in the mniih nrb of Jooobiniam.'^ 
"Wycombe" was John llennr Patty, Hoood 
Harqoij of Lansdnwne IIIiUV-lklB). who. fnnu 
ITMuoIilhei J J 1- •- 



cceeded his father la IMun, waa 



n th* IIonM of 

Pwe^LX St. v. 1. a, VhUffnmil-Lr«f. 
CtTonel N.>ru>an U'Leod of M'Leod IKU- 
Vnm. Member for luvemoH, 
Page 31S. P<i«n OB pABTolUl. PolrrkT. 
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A-laci, (1) bdund: "gMd k wm »-bMk," 8; 

(2) awBT: " aback tru oooita," 4. 
Aoeii^h, abieg/i, tioot. oB : " atood kbUgli," 27 1 

"■tBnd alHilh," 272. 
AUifu, V. ^.-iS'u. 
Aboon, (1) above {the anal »am) : (2) 19 

heart will neter ^t "' " — — ' 



abooD " —hu heart will 



Abrtad, abroad : " baaotiea a' abnad," 44. 
^bwf,uibraadth(It.B.]: " ipnad abraed thr 

wed-6U'd briaktt," ST. 
Ado, to do ; " Ruokle ado," 248. 
j4ifk, oaw4ut, putrid waMr: '*i 

Hka adle." HI. 



^^ 



'-lumidtU Dao« ; " a oarpet woarar aS-hi 
'marruga aff-haad." 282. 
* >S-haad, sxtampora : " jmt eleai 



A-Sel, Uield. 

Afon, beforti. 

4/1. oft. 

lytcH, oftm. 

jliWtv, aakew ; "■awaftaele?," 3 

^I7a, behind. 

AiUint, aUiiu, may be, pariu^a. 



a'^U. oM. h 

pemir." 23; 

Airla, hanae 



not : " aiit nw to mj ti 
till her a inid ^ueV*' 1 



aiioblaaiTar,"19. 



.dirt, directioD. 
A iri, to direot 
"airted ' 
^^, oatb. 

jj I wr, an old bona ( R. £ 

Aiilt, a Dindar ; " an aiila bmat," ZB. 

A-Jet, (I) ajar: " the baok-jett be a-jea," 

(2) to one ude; "hia bonoat he a the 

a-io^" 237. 
Alalx. alai. 
AlauB, alone. 
Atang, along. 



Amang. amen 
-4 a, if. 



Anwitr., another, 
jlinia-indie, whiikr. 

AJcUnt, (1) lakew, in an inanlar nuw 
" cam to the warl' aaklent," 113 ; &> laka 
"laok'dBBkLmt,"272. 

^ipor, aaptead: the laaaM li« avar," 30< 

A'tXtgiAer, altcsethar. 

^lAort, athwart. 

M(B«J, in truth; " «h t atWMl na," aBB. 

Atvten, between. 

Aught, Bt^t, 

Avjjht, po onM iiOP 

l.'.l 

Aughten, eiebWMi. 
A ugkltint, at bU, in aar way : " aaghtlina fav- 

Boui." ISA. See alao O^jwiai. 
AM. old. 
Atddfiirran, anldfarraiit (old-faTosriBs), nam- 

ine to bsi«< the lacMitT of w«, ■uacaana, 

7; ■■your anldinanl frieB% letter," 127. 
Atdd-U^. See Kotea, p. 331. 
Auid-»<irld. old-worU. 

.ilmiioiu, almi : " jiut lika an annwiii ditb," 109. 
Am, at all. of all. 
Ayea, away. See Htrt Awa. 
Awaid, baokwaya and bent together: "fdl 

awald bimda it," 268. 
Ateaui:, awake. 
AtoauJctn, awaken. 

.daw, owe: "deTUaibiOiv I awe, man," ITO. 
Amkart, awkward. 
Awnie, bearded: "aite lat np thur awaie 

.A^il, beyond. 

Ba\ a baU. 

Babf<lomU, babie^e^t, baby olothM; "Uka 

bab]r-<l(nit> B-dryin." A); " O, wha my balna- 

elonta will bnv." 226. 



Backil, baoked : " howe-baokit now, a 

gi«," 26. 
Batldin»-comin, oominBb 



Back-yttt, back nte : " the baek-yett be »-iee," 

302. 
Bade, aaked: "and bade nae better," 144. 

See alao Bid. 
Aiufc, endured: "bade an iuioobanc,"60. Sa* 

alaofiiifr. 
Bagoit, the belly, the atonach : " a ripp to thy 

uld baccie," 'X. 
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Baig^neU, bayonets. 

Bauie, baiUie^ magistrate of a Scots bnrgli. 

Bainie, banie^ bony, bi^boned : the ** brawnie, 
bainie, ploughman cmel,** 6. 

Baim^ child. 

Bairntime^ brood, issue : " thae bcmie bairn- 
time,*' 19 ; "" my pleugh is now thy baimtime 
a'/' 27. 

Baith, both. 

Bakest biscuits : ** bakes an' gills," 11. 

BcUlats, ballads. 

Balou, luUaby: ''The HighLind Balon." 260. 

Bamboozle^ to trick by mystifying: wicked 
men bamboozle him," 120. 

Ban, swear (special Scottish meanixig in addi- 
tion to curse): **the devil-haet that I sad 
ban," 128. 

Ban\ band (t. e. of the Presbyterian elorgy- 
man) : *' gown an' ban' " == the olergrnian, 126 
(see also Notes, p. d40) ; ** and band npon his 
breastie," 131. 

Bane, bone. 

Bang, an e£Port (K. B.), a blow, a large number : 
** he bade an unco bang," 60. See Notes, p. 
332. 

Bang, to thump: ** bang your hide," 261 : ** she 
bang'd me," 265 ; '' bang'd the despot,'' 320. 

Banie, v. Batnie. 

Bannet, bonnet. 

Bannock, bonnock, a soft cake, senerally of oat- 
and pease-meal, sometimes wholly of the lat- 
ter: *Hwa mashlum bonnocks," 8; *'sax- 
peuce, an* a bannock," 143; ^'hauvermeal 
oannock," 201; *' bannocks o' bear meal, 
bannocks o' barley," 260. See also Notes, p. 
343. 

Bardie, dim. of bard. 

Bare/it, barefooted. 

Barket, barked. 

Barley-brie or -bree, barley-liquor = ale or 
whisky: "barley-brie cement the quarrel," 
5 ; *' taste the barley-bree," 229. 

Barm, yeast: *'that clarty barm should stain 
my laurels," 187. 

Barmie, yeasty : ** my barmie noddle," 16. 

Barn-pard, stackyard, 210. 

Bartie, the devil : " as fou as Bartie." 130. 

Bashing, abashed : " bashing and dashing," 135. 

Batch, a number, a company : *' batch o' wab- 
ster lads," 10. 

Batts, tlie botts (applied to horses), the colic : 
*' a countra laird nad taen the batts," 58. 

Bauckie-bird, the bat: ** wavering like the 
bauckie-bird," 102. See also Not«i, p. 334. 

BaudronSt baudrans, the cat : ** a winkin bau- 
drons," 64: 'Mike baudrons by a ratton," 
148; ''aula baudrans by the ingle sits," 
244. 

Bnuk, a cross-beam : " grapit for the banks," 
24. 

Bank, v. Bawk. 

Bauk-€n\ a beam-end: "or whether 'twas a 
bauk-en\" 24. 

Bauld, bold. 

Bauldest, boldest. 

Bnxddly, boldly. 

Baumy, balmy. 



Bauihee^ » bal^^enoy (pfobftUy * ^^babM" 
penny). 

Bav)dr(m9^ t. Baudront, 

Bawk, hoMk, » field-path: "» oom-iiieloiM 
bawk," 213. 

JSatcs'ftf, white -streaked: ^*aooiiie, bawt'at 
faoe,"2. 

Bawtie, pet name for » dog : '*mj anld teeth- 
less Bawtie," 120. 

Bear, bailey. 

Beos', beasto, Tennin (t. e. Boe) : " wmr wi' 
beas'," 153. 

BeagtiA, dim. of beatt. 

Beck, a onrtan^: ''she '11 gie ye a beek," 169. 

Beet, to feed, kindle, fan, add fuel to: "or 
noble Elgin beets,'^ 30; "it heats me, it 
beets me/' 33; " beet his hymeneal flaooe," 
43 ; "it ^B plen^ beets the Inrer's fire." 211. 
Cf . Chancer, " Two firee on the Mitor [ahsr] 
gan she beete," Kniffhi's Tale, CanUrbin 
Tales, 2292. 

J3</a', befall. 

Behiiv, behint, behind. 

Beild, T. Biel. 

Belang, belong. 

Beld/hM. 

Bellum, an assault : " brawlie waxd thor bel- 
Inm,'^ 119. 

Bettys, bellowB. 

Belyve, by-and-by: "belyre the elder baim," 
28 ; '^ weel-swall'd kytes belyre are bent," 72. 

Ben, a parlour. See Notes, p. 327. 

Ben, into the spence or parlour (R. B.). 

Benmoit, inmost: "benmost bore," 103 ; ''ben- 
most neuk," 153. 

Be-north, to the northward of. 

Besom, a brush of twigs for sweeping. 

Be-south, to the southward of. 

Bethankit, the grace after meat (R. B.), 72. 

Beuk, a book : " devil's piotur'd benks '* = 
playing-cards, 4. 

Bejfont, beyond. 

Bicker, (1) a wooden cup : " in cog or bicker,'| 
5 ; (2) a cupful, a glaw : " a hearty bicker/* 
125. See also Notes, p. 325. 

Bicker, a short run : " I took a bicker," 57. 

Bicker, to flow swif tlv and with a sli^t none : 
" bickerin, dancin dazzle." 26 ; " bicker'd to 
the seas," 304. Cf. also * smoke and bioke^ 
ing flame," Milton's Paradise Lost, vi. 7(itt. 

Bickerin, noisy and keen contention: ''there 
wiU be bickerin there " 165. 

Bickering, hurrying: : " bickering brattle,*' 31. 

Bid, to ask, to wuh, to offer : " bid nae bet- 
ter,'' 153 ; " ne'er bid better," 131. See sko 
Bade. 

Bide, abide. See also Bade. 

Biel, bield, beild, a shelter, a sheltered spot: 
" the random bield o' clod or stane,'' '.^ ; 
"hap him in a oozie biel," 41; ''the ras 
bUnks kindly in the biel," 240 ; " roses bUw 
in ilka bield," 241 ; " but buss and bield." 
261 ; " thy bield should be mv bosom,'' ."^IS. ^ 

Bien, prosperous, comfortable : '* Inen sn' 
snug,'^ 32 ; " her house sae bien," 208. 

Bien, bienly, comfortablv: " bienly clad," 113: 
" that deeds me bien," 240. 
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Bif. to liDild. 

Biggin, aatraotore. a dwelling : " the anld 0U7 

bieffin." 20 ; " houlet-hanntM biggin," 94. 
Bikf. y. flvie. 

BUl^ibaU: "a* yell '• ihe bill." 13. 
Biltir, ftdluv, comTBde, brother. 
Biagt, htaf* '■ " VpUiUie-hingt" IS. 
Bitdit, dim. of bird^ also niaidea ; '* bouie hii- 

•titia,'' 11.1. See alao itw-i/iF. 
ilirit, Ibe birch. 
Birktn. birelien. 

Birtir, ■ fellow (luoallT implies ooncaitl. 
Birr, for™, yifour ; " wi' a my birr," ItO. 
Birring, ■tlaTtmg : "bimng paitricka," GT. 
Ainu, brittlea; "tirl the hollioiM to the bii^ 

Birth, berth : "a birth afore the uut," 41. 

Air. «ni>U. 

iti'f. niek of tinie t " jiut at the bit," 13. 

Bitrh-ftni^ cumplfitely drouk, 117. 

Bin, ■ flarry : " that day when in a bin," 13. 

Bia. 10 boo. 

Bitzard, the bnxurd. 

Biaif. bimy. 

A/oot-bonncl.tlieelder^ " a neody glowr blaok- 
bonnet throve." II): "uTdoiiM) black-bon- 
net," 191. twe uleo Nolea. p. 'M\. 

Black-nebbil, black - beaked : " black - oebhit 
Johnie." IG,1. 

Blat. blue, livid. 

Blattfi. blailil. blacted (lued In oontempt and 
eqniTaleiit In dantn'di : " vae, blnatit Con- 
ner," til " unie blunit, moorland toop," IS; 
" oreepin, blaatit wiinner." 4:!. 

Blattit. a bUsted 11 
blaniB 'a Tnakio.' 
blaatie," 114. 

Blati. (I) niodect; " owre blate to «eek," TA-. 
iS) baahful, ah/ : "nor blaU nor wanr." 12-, 
V bUle." 24 : " but blate and luth- 
IB'," •£); "youDR. and blate." 133i "iteer 
her up, an' tie na bUte," 'X>i. 

_ila(*fr,UftAfl'. bladder. 

olnml, • Uive iiuantity, a Kreeil : " a heBrty 
bland." tU; "a bland o' Johnie'a morale, 

Blaml, to ilap : " be 'a the boy will bland her," 

BluuHin, dri'ring, peldng : " the bitter, blaadin 

•how'r," 136. 
SUkp. (I j to blow : (3) to brag, to boari : " bUw 

•bunt myiel," 45 1 * he bragi and he blave o' 

bk ■Uer," 230. 
Biar, to blear. 
SUrr'l, bleared. 
BIttxi. a blue. 
Blw. to blaie. 
Birllum, (l)ababbler: "drnnken blellnm "DO; 

(3> ■ miler^ " •onr-tnon'd, gimin blellom, 

llOlOJablaiterer: " to oowe the blelloma, " 

127. 
Blrti/r. Urtirr.. nauienie. See aba Blatktt. 
BlrtlUT. to talk uonHUH. 
niin-. blind. 
SViV, to blind. 
Blink, ID a gUnor : |Z) a moment, a ibort pe- 



0;^)t« 
BUnkert, {II iniee : " eeiie the blinkers." IJ ; (21 

uglam; "deliciuuB blinkem," 11^. 
BltUrr, the soipe: " bUtter trae the boggie," 

■JIW. 
Bluf.you>n. the livery of the Uoensed beenr : 

" tbe Blui)«uim badge," SO. See alao Notea, 

p. XII. 
BluiJ. blood. 
Blaidii. bloody. 
Blunr, tu bluum. 
Blunlit, a BtniMd (i.e. one who isn't aharp) : 

- gar me look Uke bluntie." 23I>. 
Blvpfi, ihrcda : " till akin in blypea earn haiu^ 

lln," 26. 
Bobbid, onrtaied: "when she cam ben. ihe 

bobbid," 2;». 
Bocktd, Toniited: "or thro' the mining outlet 

booked," (M. 
Boddlt, a farthing (properlr two pennlec iff»ta. 

or one niith of an EngUth penny) ; " he nar'a 

na doili a huddle." !>1 ; " PU wad e boddle. " 

fil. 



Bo^gif, dim. of hog : " the bUtter trae the bog- 

Boglt, B bogie, a hobgoblin : ' ' len bogles Catoh 
lum unawBi«a." Ul ; " the sill]' bogjea. Wealth 
and State," 276 : " uae niKhtly bogte mak« it 
Berie,"'278; "ghairt norlmgle," 2'-". 

*■ ' ' ' " ' thewall: "tbete 



■at a bottle in a bole." : 
Bonit, U/nnit, pretty, beautiful. 
Bmilir. pretbly. 



Boorlrtrt, "the ihmb-eldeT. planted noeli of 
oldinhedg<aafbainyardi"^<R.B.>: " tkn' 
the booTtnee oomin.*^ l.t. 

Booif. behoTe. moM needs : " 1 shortly boeel to 
tWBtnra," IS ; "like a blookluad. boiBt to 

Bool, payment to the banvn : " the boot and 
better bone." 3S1. 0'£im(^ to boot, gistii; 
" the ssul o' bout," M ; " o' boot that night." 
IfW. 

Sere, a ohink, a email bole, an opelUDg : " to 
guard, or draw, or wick a botv." <~ isec 
Notes, P. 3XU: 'thro' ilka bore ihs beams 
wore glaniiiug. ' Ul ; " the bsomiwt bnre," 

BotcA. an angry tvmonr (R. B.): "aoaba and 
botches." 13. 

Bout, a hnman trunk (Eoc. bnlk ^ ef. "lo 
shatter aU his bulk." Sbak. flaKln, iL i.i: 
"luid monie a bonk did fa'," 327. 

'Bow. about. 

Bmc-hinigh'd, handy-thighed : "she's bow- 
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Bow-kail, cabbage : ** wandered thro' the bow- 
kail," 24 ; '* hu bow-kail nmt," 24. 
Bow^t, bent : *' like a sow-tail, sae bow*t,** 24. 
Bracnens, ferns: '*amang the braohens," 26. 

iSee also Breckan. 
Brae, a small hill, the slope of a hill. 
Braid, broad. 
Braid-claith, broad-oloth. 
Braik, a harrow : '* in plengh or braik." 46. 
BraingU, pulled rashly : ** thou neyer oraing't, 

an' fetch't, an' flislut,'* 27. 
Brak. brake, broke. 
Brankie, spruce : ** whare hae ye been aae bran- 

kie. O," 22i>. 
Bratucs, a wooden curbj a bridle : ** as cheeks o' 

branks," A7 ; '* goavin 's he 'd been led wi' 

branks," 117 ; if the beast and bninks be 

spar'd,^' 12(> ; '' wi' braw new branks," 131. 
BratCy, brandy. 
Brash, short illness : '* monie a pain an' brash," 

(i. 
Brats, small pieces, rags : *'*' brats o' olaes," 8 ; 

" brats o' duddies," 144. 
Brats, small children : *'*' our ragged brats and 

callets," 107 ; *' wives an' dirty brats," 153. 
Brattle, (1) a spurt, a scamper : '^ wanr't thee 

for a brattle," 27 ; '' wi' bickering brattle," 

31 ; (2) noisy onset : *' brattle o' winter war," 

(iK. 
Hraw, Rraily dressed, fine, handsome. See also 

Not^H, p. 'XMS, 
lirairlif, finely, perfectly, heartily. 
Braxii's, Hh«ei) tnat have died of brazie (a dis- 

i'iihh) : '* giiid fat braxies," 49. 
Hrvastie, dim. of breast. 
BreuMtit, Hprauf? forward : '* thou never lap, an' 

st^Mi't, an' breaatit," 27. 
Hrechan, n liome collar : ** a braw new brech- 

nn," i:U. 
Jirt-ckan, fvrns : " yon lone glen o' green breck- 

Hii," 2WJ. Soe auo Brackens, 
Brredin, l)n>(Hling, i. e, manners: **has nae sic 

l.ivodin," 12(>. 
Hrrrk'H^ hreiH^hes. 
lirrt-r, briar. 
Hma, \m\ni\ : " brent new frae Prance," 91. 

S«« hImo N(»to«, p. I^'W, ^ 
lirrtit, Mtrai^ht, 8teep (i.e. not sloping from 

hiililnoHH) : '* your bonie brow was brent." 228. 
lirif/, writ : " King David o' poetic brief," 133. 
liriu. l>ri(l»;o. 

ItrUrt, lin'ttMt: " tliy weel-fill'd brisket." 27. 
lirithtr, lin»th«^r. 
lirtM'k, H hjulgt^r: " a stinking brock," 3 ; " wil- 

oiii, l>rork, un' tod," 108. 
Itnti/uf, a trick: ''an' play'd on man a cursed 

lir<iKi«»," 13. 
iirtm, Houp, broth, liauid, water: 

bnio r«»weB," 61; "I've bom 



**the snaw- 
bome aboon the 



ImM)," 1)2; *'the flesh to him. the broo to 
int.," 2:il; **suppin hen-broo,'» 266; **dog8 
liko briMj,*' 26ft. 

llrimnes, wedding races to the home of the 
hrideirroom after the ceremony : '* at brooees 
thou na<l ne'er a fellow," 27. 

Brosr, u thick mixture of meal and warm wa- 
ter, also a synonym for porridge : '* they maun 



hae brose," 144 ; '* their eogs o* brae," 227; 

" ye buttered my broee," 249. See Notes, p. 

341. 
Browst, malt liquor (and properly tha whole 

liquor brewed at one time) : ^ the Inowat she 

brew'd," 206. 
Browtter wives, ale wives: **browster wives 

an' whiaky-atilhi," 126. See alM Notes, p. 

339. 
Bruahj a burgh, a boroufi^. 
BrtUyte, bmUie, a brawl: '^tiban mind sie 

brulzie," 50; *'HeU mixed in the bmlyie," 

163 ; '* wha in a brulyie," 260. 
Brunttane, brimstone. 
BrufU, burned. 
Brtutj burst. 
Buckte. dim. of fradt. a smart yonnker: **that 

daft buckie, Geordie Wales,'^ 145 ; "• envkm 

buckles," 146. 
JSudUe, a curl : '* his hair has a natural buekle," 

222. 
Buckskin, a Virginian : ** the backsktns daw," 

76. 
Buckskin, Virginian : *' the buckskin kye," 51. 

See also Notes, p. 331. 
Budgti, a tinker^ bag of tools: **the budget 

and the apron." 106 ; '' here 's to budgets," 

107. See also Notes, p. 335. 
B^f, to banff, to thump : '* buff our beef," 108. 
Bugntin, folding (i. «. gathering sheep into the 

fold) : *' tells bughtin time is near, my jo," 

298. 
Buirdly, (1) stout, stalwart : *Vbuirdly chieli," 

3 ; (2) stately : " a fiUy buirdly," 26. 
Bum, to hum : " yont the dyke she 's heard yon 

bummin," 13; ''bum owre their treasnn," 

48. 
Bum-clock, a humming beetle : ** the bum-dock 

humm'd wi' lazy drone," 4. 
Bummle, a drone, a useless fellow: ''some 

drowsy bummle," 41. 
Bunker, a seat : ** a winnock-bunker in the 

east," 91. 
Bunters, harlots: "and kissing barefit bust- 
ers," ig;^. 

Burdie, dim. of bird or burd (a lady), a maiden: 
" ae blink o' the bonie burdies,'^92. See sko 
Birdie. Ci. Burd EUen. 

Bure, bore, did bear. 

Bum, a rivulet. 

Burnewin.ihe blacksmith (t.^. bum the wind): 
" then Bumewin comes on like death," 5. 

Burnie, dim. of burn (a rivulet). 

Burr-thistle, speai^ thistle : " the rough boir- 
thistle spreading wide," 135. 

Busk, (1) to dress, to garb: '*New Brif wai 
buskit in a braw new coat," 60 ; " thev *ll bosk 
her like a fright," 119: ** busking bowers.** 
169 ; (2) to dress up : busks his skinkUn 
patches," 318; (3) to trim, to adorn: "her 
Donie buskit nest," 119 ; '* weel buskit up see 
gaudy," 240. 

Buss, a bush : " but buss and bield," 261. See 
Rash-buss. 

Busde^ bustle. 

But, without. 

Bui, butt, in the kitchen (t. e. the outer apart- 
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ntentl. "bolt the house "= in ihe kitchen, 

IM. :we Abo Bin. 
By. paat, MOiile. 
Bv. boide. 
Bg Aiiih'. bcaid« hiiuaelF, off bii wiu : " roanie 

a day ww by himMl," 2n. 
Byr irtttmr fi. t. " by uid attour "). inoreoTor ; 

'* b)re Mtoor my gDtober hu,' £>4. 
Bfkt. bikt. (1) » hees' neEt, a bive : " sauil ibeir 

byke." tO ; (21 ■ »"»rni, a crowd : " the glov- 

rui byke," lOK ^ " the hnnery bike," 308. 
Byrtt a Dowhooae. 

Co'. ■ cuU. > knock- 
Co' (1) to caJl ; (21 to knock, to driw (». p. • 

null. U> drive (e. v. oattU). 
Cat/trrr, " hftwker : aoadger povtiie'a d»th," 

44 ; "' like onie cadi^r'a wknp." Vfl. 
Cadw, caddie, arailet: "b'™ cowe the oadie." 

Ji ■ " AiUd-LiKbt cwldies." 41'. 
C-y^, cliaff. 
Ca-T'l, It tinker. 
Caff-rard, n e^avng plot for calTee (>'. e. k 

Dbarcbyard). 
CtiUan, eallaHt. a ■tripliiiK'. 
Co^frr, noo], lefrechiDg: "the c*Uer air," 9; 

■■little fiihisi' caller real." 240. 
CoJ/rt. a tmll: "lay bottle, and my onllet," 

liKti "our ragged brats and c&UetV' lOT. 
Cam. oame. 
C'oniV. canni'e. (1) notle, tracMble: "Uirie, 

Suiet. an' eannie, 27 ; cannie yoDug man.' 
.ITi bonie i^ee tMnK, osnnie WM tbinK," 



te: 



d) unlet : ' 
i,"17;"ac« 



Cmrnr. (llBepUT: "a 
quietly : sUde can 
enrefnlly. eenaibly : 



r bed," sal (3) 
.'; 24ll '(4) ex- 



Canmilie, cannUy, quietly, prudently, a 
If : " oannilie ha haina them," II ; " 
keekit ben." 214 ; " oannily atsal OD 



■tnue caotnup 



... "nntnip aleigbt,'' 91 
hour." 134. 

Camti. n) meri? itorin: "mauie erack* and 
oaata," GOi (3J iprees or merry doingi : "a* 






Capr-itaitr, oope-etone. 
CoHN, oaatratfl : " tbeir oi^Kin i 

nJao Notes, p. 31 7. 
Con sa hf, loc«n not, tooare nothing, T6, Z!I, 

.il4; ■•ra»r'dn»by,"237. 
Carl, earU (ohnrl), a man, an old man. 
Carl-htmp, male-hemp: "thon stalk a' curl- 

hemp.'* lU. 



biJdam, a witch. 
CaTvusgnole, a viulent Jacobin : " that outwt 

nrmosnole Auld Satan," 1414. S«e also 

Notes, p. 341. 
Carta, pUyins oarda. 

Citm>, dim. ofcarC-'orhnrlinaoanin," !.■», 
Catdnkt-ptark, the hnnt fur ooin, 4ri. 
Caudron, rauidnm, a caldron : " fry them in bia 

caudrona ," H4; " clout the cauldrun," lOTi. 
Cuu/; a calf. 

Cauf-ltatier, calf -leather. 
Caui. chalk: "o'cank and keel " = in obalk 

and raddle. M. 
Cauld. cold. 
CaM, the Dold. 
CaMiitu. eoldneaa. 
CauidroB, V. Caadron. 
Caup.awoodendrinkiiitr-Te«el(i.e.Dup) : "th' 

lometcaap," 3; "yill-caup comnwntaton." 

11 ; "in cogs an" caupa." U ; " that kiaaM bia 

CauMm-cUartrrt, oanaewBy - cleanera, atroet- 



Cawr.al 



ehint the cluekvo cnvie," 



Chimer, rJiaiimrr, chamber. 

Ciangr^ouit. t««em. 

ChaHttr, (II bagiupea, the [upe of the iMwjupaa 
which produeea the m?lody ; " your chanten 
tune," 16; "chanten winna hiun," 4ft; (2) 
ayn. for n«)7 .' "guat my chanter." 120, ]4:i. 

CiJtp, a fello*, a youiuF fellow. 

CSop. T. CluiHp. 

CAuji, to strike : " ay chap the thicker," I'-iH. 

CAopnun, a pedlar 



CAear, cheer. 

Chtar. to cheer. 

Chtarfit'. cbeetfal. 

Cliearlta, cheerlna. 

Citaiy, ohiHiry. 

Cliirt-for-iJiBiD, cheek-hyoowl (i*. e. oloea bamde, 

aide by aide): " ohook-f or-cbow, a ohuiSe 

vintnec." 7; "«heek-(or-chow, ahall JOK 

the^tber," IM. 
Chttp, squeak, peep ; "wi* lunefn' cheep." tH; 

" cheeps like some bewilder'd chicken." IIH. 
Chiel. chitid (oluld) a fellow, a young fellow 

i indicates apptOTul). 
imla. chimney. 
CAiw. T. dudc-for^lwie. 
Chotft. chewa. 

CAur<t. ahen.adear: "themartialchuck." 103. 
Chvi-kit, dim. of ehurk, but usnallj' aJgnifiM 

mother-hen. an old dear: "anid cbookie 

Reekie,'' 110; "a daintte ohockie," 145; "a 

dainty chnckie," 308. 
Ckngif, fat-faoed ; " a cboSe rintner." T. 
Chiut, to choose, 

Cil. the civet : " the cii and polecat stink." HS. 
Cil, a citiien. a meicbant. 
Clackan, m email ▼illase about a chnnh. a 

hamlet (R. B.] : "the dadian jill," STi 
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'* Jock Hornbook i' the olaohaii," 58 ; '' within 
th« clachjui/' 115. 

Cltudina^ elaithina^ clothing. 

CiatM. daite, dotnes. 

Claith^ cloth. 

OiaithinQt Y. Clcieding. 

Ctaivertf y. Clavers, 

(Jlattkif, a nevere knock: ^'CUyen gat a 
oUukie, 0,'' 230. 

Clap, the oUpper of a miU : ** and atill the obq> 
iiUvH uhitt4»r,*' 6(). 

Clark, a olork : '' like onie okurk,'' 126. 

dark, clerkly, eoholarly : '^ leaned and olark," 
17;». 

ClarkiU clerked, wrote: '*in a hank and 
clarkit ** 20. 

Clartu, alrty :* ''oUrfy barm," 187. 

Clank, au idle tale, the story of a day (R. B.) : 
** the couutra clash,** 16. 

Clauh, tu tattle : '' e*en let them olaih,*' 113. 

Claittr. (Unube: ''the clap phqrs clatter," 66; 
** iMule me iiiak nae chatter," 252; (2) tattle, 
tfuMip : '' kiutra chatter," 113, 261 ; (3) taUc : 
^ iMuipi and clatter," 91 ; *' anither gies them 
clatter," l.M) ; (4) dkputation : *'a* this clat- 
ter," M); (d) babble: '' riiymin datter," 128. 

CkUitr, (0 to make a noise by striking: **the 
iiiiit-iitowp clatters," 11 ; '* gar him clatter," 
4A: ''cUtter on my stnmpe," 103; (2) to 
liatihle. to prattle: ''the gossipB datter 
kiri|{ht,** 5 : '' clatters, ' Tam Samson 'b 
awal,'"ti7. 

( 'UiUiht, vUught, clutched, seized : " dau^ht 
Kur by \\w nimp/* S!H\ "danoht th'nnfadmg 
uurluiul,** 177. See also CUek, 

{Haughtin, olutohUig, grasping: "danghtin 't 
Uiueiher,*' 170. 

(Vuu/, (I) a clutch: "our sinfa' saul to get a 
oluui uu,** 148; C-) a handful : "a dant o* 

( Yuu/, tu Mci-Hpe : " the laggen they hae dantet,*' 

( Va<>«i', dovvr, 

('/(ii.'<i«, i/u*(yr«, (1) gossip, nonsense: "olaY- 
(tin <iiul haters, \^\ ^' heaps o* daYers,** 

< VuM', u tKti'Htoh, a blow. 

( VuM>, Ui Mitiatoh, t«> strike. 
( 'lay xaM, day^Mkhl. 

Vlaaiuon , » tMo-haiMled Highland sword : " an* 
miiil oUNUiore,*' UM; " wi* dirk, daymore," 

< Vr « Am, u bitHHl : " its minnie and the deokin,'* 

( Vf ii/, to oK>tKo. 

(Viil, vi» u» tuKe hold: "they oro8s*d, they 
*Uuikit," ^tl; ^J) tosimtch: "deck the ster^ 
liii/' piuoh the remW, 104. See also Claucht. 

(Vf|/, 4 k;mltl> : ''the clegs o* feeling stang," 

ru. 

( V<(i( , (h tt ohai'p stn»ke : " her doup a dink,'* 
I Hi; (J) juiiiKi: "u'rhyrain dink," 128; (3) 
v-utu, uukAe>, \keaUh : '' o* needfu* oUnk,** 143 ; 
*' thii uMiw o* vliuk,*' U14. 

( Hi nk\ U » to ohuiK : *' he *11 clink in the hand,*' 
UiU ; ^J) to jiuAiKs to rhyme : " mak it dink,*' 
\W, "u^r ihvuicliuk,'' I'.'S. 



Oftfiibtn, with a smart motion: ^'elinkin' down 
beside him," 10. 

C^inkum^ CUnkumbdl^ the beadle, the beDmaa: 
**aald CHinknm at the inner port." 133: 
*' CKnknmbell, wi' latUin tow," uT 

C(tM, shears : " ne'er oross'd the elina,'* Ifi. 

(Jlith'mardavery nonaeose, idle talk, sosni. 
tale-telling: ^'for a' their diak-maHslam^ 
19; *'what farther oHsh^ma^claTer migU 
been said," 62. 

Clockifiriime, ducking- (»hatohlne^) time: 
" the obokin^time is by,'* 61^ 

Cloot, a doYen hoof, one of the diYisiflns of a 
doYeu hoof : " upon her doot she ooost a 
hitch,'' 14 ; "an' wear his doota," 14. 

Clootie, Cloots, Hoofie, Hoofs <a niokname ol 
the doYil): '*Nick, or Ckxitie," 12; "AnH 
Cloots," 14 ; " anld Qoren-aooiie's haoati,'' 
133. 

Claur, a bump or swelling after a Uow (R. B.) : 

dours an* nicks,** 49. 
C/oitf, (l)aoh)th,a rag; (2) apatoh: **perhs|» 

a dont may fsil in %" 266. SeealsoB^ 

dout, 

C/oitf, to patch: ** reft and doated," 18 ;" dost 
the cauldron,'* 105 ; " chmt the bad giidia 
p't," 209 ; " dentin a kettle," 224. 

Clud, a doud. 

Clunk, to make a hdlow sound : " made tlie 
bottle dunk " 106. See also Notes, p. 335. 

Coatte, dim. of coat. 

Coble, a broad and flat boat : " wintle like a 
saumont-coble,** 27. 

Cock, the mark (in curling) : " station at the 
cock,** 67. 

Cockie, dim. of cock (applied to an old man): 
" my guid auld codue/ ' 145. 

Cocks, lellowB, good fellows: "my heartr 
cooks," 8 ; "the wale o* cooks,** 50. 

Cod, a pillow : " a ood she laid bdow my head,'' 
256 ; "the cradle wants a cod,** 269. 

bought : " ooft for her wee Nannie,** 9Q ; 
coft a stane o* hadock woo,*' 255 ; " that 
coft contentment,** 271. 

Cog, (1) a wooden drinking>Ye8sd : " in cog or 
bicker,** 5 ; "in cogs an' caups," 11 ; "cor. 
an ye were ay fou," 210 : ' a cog o* gnd 
swats,** 279; (2) a porridge-dish: " their 
cogs o* brose," 227 ; (3) a com measure for 
horses : *' thy oog a wee bit heap," 27. See 
also Notes, p. 325. 

Comie, dim. of cog, a little dish. 

Cotl, Coila, Kyle (one of the ancient distrietBof 
Ayrshire). See Notes, p. 325. 

Collie, (1) a general, and sometimes a partiealar, 
name for country curs (R. B.) ; (2) a sheep- 
dog : " a ploughman's oollie," 2. 

Collteshangie, a sauabble : " or how the eoUie- 
shangie works,^ 145. 

Cood, cud. 

Coof,y, cuif, 

Cookin, cooking. 

Cookit, disappeared suddenly: "oookit unde^ 
neath the braes,'* 26. 

Coor, coYcr : " coor their fnds," 106. 

Cooser, a stallion : " a perfect kintea cooser,*' 
145. 
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Cautl (cait), (1) looped: "coost k failch," 
a) tfanw off ; '' oooat theii' olaiie, ' 
"ooort her dnddie*," 92: (3)t«'d: "1 
EieDooathorhesd." 3T2i (4) ohncked: "o 



CoBlie. m, wowleii diah: ' 

12. 
CoodV. leK-ploined : " O' 



Corn fB<ni, ooni heap; "and tbe lkuii moa," 

•m. 

Cnni'C. fod wiUi com (oaU) : "thou wm oom't," 

37. 
Caru, cran: "Mauijliliiie Cotss,'' HaH. 
Caa'diut, eouldna, couldn't. 
VouHtra, oonntiT. 
Coup, to capaiis : " coop the onui" = optet the 

put, 133. 
Co¥lkif, tomMv. kind. Iotuib. affable : " oontbie 

Fortune." 1*6 ; " fu' couftv and neet." 2M2. 
Ci>m(Am, oorolortably : " kindle oautlue, *ide b; 



-Jo.'' 34. 

CiMIW, to cow, to S 

C«Be."8: "oow 

UinU." 109: '■ 

" ouwe the tebel 

Cant, to crop: "l 



«ck," = 



chnt, - 



cove tbe 
cown tbe 
»." m; 

ouMaure shotter," 
r oraok.;; T^Oja 



(:i) talk : 

our crack," M. 

alk : " onckiD 



Cwia.<l 



eraek tbat da;." 11 ; " ht 
Crati, to convene, to ohat, 

oroiBe," 3; "the father cracKs oi none*," 
: " wba will crack to me my lane." 236. 

' IB ; "oracks and cantB," SO; <3} 

--- " ganhiDic at thair oraoka," 2i; 

"an' frietuU; otBuks," 'Jb. 
Craft, croft. 
Craft-rig, croft-ridge. 
Craie. Una throat : " that nicket Abel'i erais," 

no. 

Craig, a ong- 

Olii0iV, dim. of mii'(7. the throat: " wmt my 

oraigia," IMi ; " thy bonie ct«eie," 300. 
tVmjm, oragKy. 
Ooi*. iha oom-crake, the land-rail : "monm, 

clam 'ring oiaika, at clow o' day." Si; "the 
-"' ■' ' IT hay," m 



'ma, the mpport for a pot or kettls : " coup 

ibe MU," 133. 

Viintmu, Frvtfol : " in ciankous tnood." T. 
V'lnt), oreakingi: " what tunelem cranlia."il. 
VunrmrA. hnar - fnwt, ttinH : " onuirench 

ruuld," 33 : " in hoary cranniui:h drMt, " 102. 

Viii>. to crop: " thnt trap th>> heather bud." 



creel " = 1 abcmld be parplexed, 4T (lee al*o 
Notea, p. 'S.n\ ; " in Death's fiah-cteel." 67 ; 
" nieTea, like midden-creeli," 'J4t (see alao 

Cntpit-eiaiT^ nao) of repentance: " mount tb« 
crM^a-obair," 2'J6. bee olwi Notm, p. .'KW, 
(" Ciitty-atoala "). 

CretiAie, jpvj ■ 

Ororki, old ewte : " tent tbe waifi an' crooka." 
ION. 

Crvni'e, acrony. 

Crood, to coo : " the oiuhat croodi," 4til ; " a 



gae a croon," 26; " melsncholiaui, aains 

croon." IM. 
Croon, (1) to booni : " jow an' eroan." II ; (21 tu 

bum: "crooniBetoabDdy'aiiel."'lS i " itudd- 

iiiga'«rainnHantdSoutaeanaet,"lU ; eroon'd 

hia gBinat," 106. 
Chxiit, rroutf, (1) Eoekiuie: " keen an'craaM," 

13; (2) Uyely. jolly; "when 1 gnw eniUBe," 

132 : " croDM and canty." 3T3. 
CVoucAw, hnnchbaoked; "cronobie Merran 

Humphie,'' 23. 
CrooMf, T. Crooir. 

CVonM. cbeerfnlly : "crackin oronse," H. 
Cruiue/v, confidently : " cruosely uraw," HT. 
" ' * oatmeal and cold water, oatmeal and 



<sowdie. twice crowdie," 



milk. 
CroieJie-ti 



CroicliHj erawling : " ye crowlin ferliir." W. 

Crummie, a honied cow: "anld Cruinmie'a 
HJok^"' tSt. 

Crummott. cHminsrJt. a endg«t. a crookod staff 
|cf. tbe (Gaelic or Wekh cam or fun^the 
crook of a etiok. and coRoa = [risli hockey) : 
"loupiog aod flinging on a emnimnok." 1>2; 
" on a cnmiDock driddle," IM. 

''rump, oriap : "farla . . . fn' onunp." 1<*. 

Crunl. a blow on tbe head with a oudgel : " wi* 
hearty cnint." 4H. 

Cuddle, to fondle : " bMrns' bairm kindly rai- 
dle,"I2)(: " cuddle my kinuner," 224 ; "ood- 
dl'd me late and eariy." 240. 

Cvi^, ciw/', a duU, ipiritleaa fellow, a dolt, a 
ninny: " fnmbluv Ouf*. " "; " bloekhead I 
coof 1 " 30: "ooofa on eonaUoB thooiBBda 
nut," 33 : ouifi of later time*."ltl i " aooif 
like him.'' 194 ; "a wcalthT ooot." SX); "a 
ooof . . . wi' routh o' g«ar. 'MM ; " he '■ hut 
a euit." 294 : " will b« nae onut." 304. 

Cummodc, >. Crummofk. 

Curd, a kerohief for the head : " lier ontoh aa* 
cUan." BOS; "I tint my ourch." 2W. 

Currhif, a enrlay: " wi a cnrehia low did 

Curlrr, one who playa at curliDg (a game no tha 
ice) : " the mrlcr« qaal ibeir roarinE play," 
'JO ; " to the loogfaa the curten flock. IR. 

Cirmurriiui, nuuhling: "cunuurrlng in his 
gut^" M. 
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Curpir, Uie Diupper (r. e. battoaka) : "hingin 

owr« my corpfe/^ 135. 
Cuihal, the Tiwd pgeon. 
Cuafoot. the Btalk of the ooleirovt: "gif the 

oiiatock 'a Bweet or aonr," 24, 
Culet, ankles : " her bonie ontei aae una'," 121. 
Cutfii. nhort : "ouCtysark." !)2. 
Catly-ilools, bMoIb of repenbuuM: "daft bar- 

gnina, (■utty-atoola," 118. See also Notei, p. 



'Cit: ■'IiiianntilI'dBeaiii,"270. 

Dacf, daddif, fallwr. 

Daei'lt dozed- 

i)qjt!n, lorkme, fan: "to spend an boor in 

daffin," it; ' fita o' daffiu," 6f>; "towsuiK a 

laea V my daffio," 104. 
Dafi, moil. fooliBh. 

DaiU, daala, pUaks : " aoms oar^ia daita," ID. 
Daimm Icter, aa occaaoDal ear of corn: "adij- 

men icker in a thraTe," 31. 
Dam, pent up water, urine: "ye tine four 

Damie, dim. of damt. 
Dnng, dangipiet. of diBfl). 
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Dart, 






Darg, damk, labour, task, a day's labour; 
^^ Don^bt but hia han' darg*,*' 'A; ^'monifl a 
sair dfir^," 27. 

Dartlins, in the dark : " an' darktiua grapit for 
the banks," i4. 

2)ajAino, confounded, pnt to Bbame. abashed : 
" basbinc and dtubing, I (ear^ a; to speak," 
135, (This Beeraa to ba an intraraitiTe and 
refleiive use of a vorA whieli is used not nn- 
commonly in the sense of " to eonfonnd. to 
abash." "llaahiug" is a similar cose, but 
there is good authority for ita use in thia in- 
tranidtive sense.) 

2}aiuj. to pelt: "set the bairns to dand her," 
itl i " tbe bitter, dandiii sliowew," 12fi. 

Daunton, daninn, to daont. 

J>oiir. dare. 

Daurk, v. Born. 

Baurnn, dare not. 

Dour' I. dared. 

J)aut. Jau-fr, to fondle, to pet: " dawt.it, twol- 
irint hawkie." Vi ; " nnco muckle daatet," 
10; ''kiss and dant," 113, 232; " kisa and 

Dam. to dawn : " tbe day may daw." 229. 
Dawds, lumps, large portions: "an'dawds tliat 

ssingly: " dawtingly 



DaKtiantj/, pettin^ly. ( 
■■' '^ ."2.17. 



didcl „ - .. 

Dead-iirrrT. extremely relnctant, 43. 

Dearir. dim. of drar. 

Dearthfa', biRrb-prioed. 

lieavf. to deafen. 

Jirrril. v. Deil. 

Deil, dttttil. devil. 



Dtil-harl, <1) nothing (the devil have it) : " thi 
deil-luiet ails them." 4: (2) the devil haTem 
soul : " the deril-bact that I Bi 



Dtteeret, deliriana, mad: "an' li> 

delearet." 25. 
Dtlvin, digging: "dnbs of ynor a 






i>ernV, hid (from the Old 'Ejig. dtam ot den; 

" that demtiniB,"Cr»ie'sOrforf Shah. K« 

Zeor, iii. 1. 02} : "doro'd in deu and hot 

laws," 11G. 
DeBTioe, to describe. 
Dtuk. a duok : "yoor deuks an' g<eMe," 153; 

•' the deuk 'a daug o'er my daddie," 349. 
UevfS. a stunning blow : " an nnoo deTel." s;. 
Diddle, to more qnickly (of Bddlinel : " elbnek 

iinkan'diddle;''128, 133. 
Digk (1) to wipe ; (2) to winnow : " the cleaiieK 

oom that e'er was dight." ffi>. 
Dia, dun. muddy of complexion : " dour ud 

t\in " 1AO ■>JJ 



. . . trim : " my lady 's dink, my 

drest," 208. 
Dinna, do not. 

Dirl, a vibration ; " played dirl," BA, 
Dirl, to vibrate. It —- - - ■' ' — • 

did dirl," 91; 

oleorly," 308. 
Dii'n, dizxen, dozen. 
Dochler, daughter. 
Do^l/if, dim. oidog, 

Doitrd. muddled, stupid, bewildaied: "doittd 
loited monkwh i 



; -the 



loit«d I 



1," 131 ; "mT very senses doitfd,'* 
im ; -- aae dmted snd blin'," 254. 
Doniie, (1) nnlucky : " their doneie tricks," Ai : 

(2) vicions. restive, testy ; " ye ne'er was don- 
ue," 27; ye wad na been sae donaie, 0," 

24H. 
Dool. WOP. sorrow ; 
'•maydoolandf 
to telr'=aad t 

333 i "O, dool 



"aing dool " = lament. li.': 
irrow be hie lot," »l ; "doQl 

tell. ICM ; " to sit in dool." 
»!," 225 ; " care and dool." 

the day," 234 ; " dool aod 



Dooifu'. 



doleful, woful: " doolfa' clalnonr." 

' the doolfu' tale," 340. 

Bortj/, pettish ; " tbo' a minister grow doftJ■.'''^ 
Douff, douse, sedate, sober, serious, prodeal: 



Dourt. douctlu, douirlp, sedately, nmdenllr: 
. " douce hingin owre my ourple," W ; 

"doucelv manaee onr aSaiis," U ; "doonlr 

fill a throne,'' 19, 
DoadCd, dandled: "doudl'd me np on his 

knee,'' 201. 
Doughl (pret. of doio), could : " as lau '■ he 

donght," 75; "do what I dongbl/' IK; 

" donght na bear us," 1R5. 
Denied, dueked : " in monie > well baea 

doiifcftd." 101. 
Doup, tbe bottom, the bnttocka. 



i 



[Imi-ttriprr. bunom -spanker : " vile doup- 
ekplp*r, Einperur Josuph." XiH. 

hour, liouri, (U ilnbbom. obsdjutu : " Mnghly 
douw." 60; "uid tiaokTilleiloDre." "5; the 
tiUier *) ilonr," 130; "donr and diu," lilO. 
la ; l2l texwrt, eteni ; " leJl and doore," US, 

I}oitu. T. Dotict- 

/luiurr, sedater : " onghtlina donaer." NS. 

Dm. liowr, am Cu or am) able, nan : " tbe beit 
thv; dow," 11: "dovbut boyU aiid hobble," 
XT; "h laiiK ■ I Aon," i>i: "dov acanielj 
Mptvad ber wintc,*' 30; hirplea twa-fanld as 
lie duw." 313; " dow ncicht bat gbu'r," 2TM. 
Sn alM Dnughi. 

Don', a doire. a pigeon: " like frighted dowa, 



Wdnrjf." 29S. 
Dowif. drooping, monmfnl : " onr Bardie, 

dawia," IB; "dowie. stiff, and crazy." 2li; 

" dowie ihe aaunten," 13!); " I wander dowie 

up the eIoo," 31ti; "khhb that aru dowie," 

217. 
Dourit, moomfoUy : " his sad compbuiiins dowie 



Dovna, 

TJoii-tia-d», ctumot-do, 349. 

Doyll, stupid, stopefied: " doylt, dmcken 

huh." <>. " he 's doylt and be '■ doiin." 33.3. 
Dayfin. dodderiuK: "cam doytin by." M. 
Doi'nW, torpid: "dearest member nesrif doz- 

eo'd," 143. 
Dotin, torpid : "he's doylt and he's doiiii," 

3:0. 



Drap, drop. 

Droiiple. dini. of <b-ap. 

Draanting. I«dioD*: "dranadugdriTel," 14A. 

Dra. Ill suffer, to endore : " the pan^ I dree," 

■iXi; "dreeUiekiutniclatter,''3i;i. 
Drriah, v. Drii^h. 

Ih-ibblf, driule ; " the winter's sleety dribble." 



fthi^. dnigk. tedious, dull: " atable-iueals 
. . . were driegb." 2T; "the moiir nu 
dnigh," STM. 
thaddum, ths breech: "dreaa your droddnni," 



huDlKri3Mtl«."3T. 
Ihiiuk. to wet, to dreneb: "my droukit sark- 
»l«re," 231 ; " to drouk the atuurie tow," 



hydi»dronlh," 117; "hal» drooUi," V». 
Ihcuihy, thinty : "' dronthy nocbois," W; 



Dmnilie, (II maddy, tnrbid : " dnuulie Gemian- 
water," 3; "'the dmnilie Uutoh." HG; 
"dmnilie wave," 307; "'watan never dram- 
lie," -XH; (3) dnU: "dramlie winter," aBI. 

Drummorlt. raw meal and oold water : " a boUy- 
fu' 0' drummnob," 41. 

i>ruHf, the buff: " took ths dnint " 34. 

Duft, a puddle: "gnmlie dnba. 43; " thro' 
dub and mire." U, '.11 ; "the burning dnb," 
1(18; >-thn>' dirt and dnb," 114. Sm MMn 
dab, 

Duddit. rag^: "tho' e'er aw dnddia." 3; 
" dnddieweaus,"3; " doddieboy," 44 ; "dud- 
die, iteaperate beKBr," 1^1. 

ihidairi. dim. of duds. T»g» : " ooost her dad- 
dies." !I3; " their am dnddiw," 102; " brau 
o'duddies," 1*4. 

rags, clothes: " wi' reekit duda,'' 
wn'J 



■■ pawn'd Ibeir dud*.'' lOfi ; 
. duds." 153 ; " tartan dads," 23T ; 
duda."'3<il. 



flaffin wi' 
" shook hU 



' life-blood diintMl." 



Dunted, throbbed : 

147. 

DuiUi. blows, 2alt. 
Durk. dirk. 

Da$hl. pushed : " eeria 's I 'd been dushl." sn. 
DwaUina, dweUing. 
DwaU-AwBlt. 
Dukr. tl) a fence (of atone or turT. a wall : "a 

ahengh or dyke," 3; "biggin a dyke," 2; 

" yonl the dyko," IS: "jrour litre a dyke.* 

17; "ann onnels about the dyke." lUB: 
aboDt the dykes." lOHj " owre a dyka," 



les dyk*- 




dritch, , -_ - . 

elJiilch akrUoh." W 

it;t] bannted. teanome: "eldritob tovur," 

Kti " eldritch part," »t. 
EMU, electwl. 

BU iSooM). thirtT-«e<ea Inchee. 
Ell<r. alder ; " me the Ellar's dooblM," 3flB. 
Ka'. end. 



a Lallan tuagDS or Etaa." H. 



3S8 



GLOSSARIAL INDEX 



Ether-stane^ adder-stone : ** and make his ether- 
stane,'' 160. See also Notes, p. d41. 

Etde^ aim : '' wi' fnrions ettle,''^92. 

Evermair, evermoie. 

Ev^n down^ downright, positive : " er'n down 
want o* wark,*' 4. 

Expeckit, expected. 

Eydent, diligent : ** wi' an eydent hand," 29. 

Fa\ (1) a fall : (2) a lot, a portion. 

Fa\ (1) to fall ; (2) to receive as one's portion: 
'' best deserves to fa' that," 164 ; *« weel does 
Selkirk fa' that," 165 ; (3) daim : " guid foith, 
he manna fa' that," 2di, See also Notes, p. 
346; and, in addition, cf. AleTander Sootrs 
When His Wife heft Him: "For fient a 
emmb of thee uie fa^ " [t. e. daims]. 

FaddonCdf fathomed. 

jPoe, foe. 

JTtiem, foam. , 

Faiket^ let off, exonaed : " sic han's as jron snd 
ne'er be faiket," 128. 

Fain^ fond, glad. See Fidgin-fain, 

jPatnneM, fondness, gladness: "wi' &inness 
grat," 237. 

Fatr Jja\ good befall : ** fair fa' yonr honest 
Bonsie face," 72 ; ' ' fair fa' my collier ladcUe,*' 
241. Cf. *' fair fall the bones that took the 
pains for me," Shak., King John^ Act i. so. 
1. , 

jPai'rtn, a present from a fair: "he gets his 
fairin," 59 ; " thou 'U get thy fairin," 92. See 
Notes, p. 332. 

Fallow^ fellow. 

Fand^ foond. 

Far-ciff'^ far-off. 

FarU, small, thin oat-cakes : " farls, bak'd wi' 
butter," 10. 

Fash, annoyance : " to gie ane fash," 113 ; "or 
fash o' fools," 118. 

Fash, (1) to trouble, to bother, to worry: 
"they're fash't eneugh," 2; "fash yonr 
thumb " = care a rap, 6 ; " I never fash " = 
I never trouble about, 16 ; " fssh your head," 
32 ; "fash me for 't," 50 ; " fash'd wi' fleshly 
lust," 110; "thev seldom fssh't him," 172; 
(2) to trouble one s self, to worry: " fash nae 
mair," 128. 

Ftishious, troublesome: "fin' them fashions," 
143. 

Fasten-e'^en^ Fasten's Even (the evening before 
Lent), 44. 

Faught, a fight. 

Famd^ the sheep-fold. 

Faulding^ folding, sheep-folding: "a-faulding 
let us gang," 21 W. 

Faulding slap^ fold gate : *'steeks his faulding 
slap," 78. 

Faun^ fallen. 

Fause^ false. 

Fause-house. hole in a comstack: "kiutlin in 
the fause-house," 24 : " the fause-house in her 
min'," 24. See also Notes, p. 329. 

Faut^ fault. 

Fautor^ transgressor: "syne, say I was a fan- 
tor," 252 • ^ tho' he be the fautor," 260. 

Fawsonl^ (l) seemly, decent : " honest, fawsont 



folk," 3; (2) good-kwking: ''anglidiiis fav. 

sont," 153. 
F6a<,8pnioe: '' the lawes fMt," 23. 
FecA<, afifi^t. 
Fechty to &ht. 
Fedb, (1) ^ue, letnm : ** for Ettla feok," 120; 

(2) the bnlk, the mort part: " the feok ol a^ 

the Ten CommanV' 9; **the leek o' mj 

life," 246. 



Fetktst^ (1) aleeve-waistooat (naed by 
servants as both vest and jaeket) : " got ms 
by the fedket," 147; ^) waistooat (withovt 
sleeves) : " his feoket is white," 222. 

Feddesa^ weak, pithless, feeUe : '* as feeklsH si 
a wither'd rash," 72 : " an aald wife's toi«w 
's a feckless master,'* 



113. 
mostly: 



an 



Feddv. partly, or 
feoklv new," 114. 
Feg, a fig. 

Fe|is,liiUhI "bntfegs! the Seasioii," 133. 
Fetd^e, fend : " wi' deadly feide," 67. 
Feint, v. Fient. 

Fstme, lusty : " the feirrie anld wife,** 219. 
Fell, (1) keen, omeL dreadful, deadly; (2) 

Snngent: "her weei-hain'd kebbook nil," 

Fell, "the flesh immediately under the skm" 
(R. B.) : " the skin an^fdl," 64. Cf. "flak 
and fell," Shak. King Lear, v. 3. 

FeU, to £ll. 

Fellv, fell, relentless : " felly spite," 231. 

F€n\ a shift : " might mak a fen'," 230. 

Fen\ fend, (1) to look after, to care for: " fend 
themsel,^' 14; (2) keep off: "fend the 
show'rs," 10 ; (3) defend : ^' fecht and fen' '' = 
shift for themselves, 233; (4) faie, prosper: 
"how do yon fen'?'* 245. 

Fenceless, defenceless. 

Ferlie, ferly^ (1) a wonder (used contemp> 
tuously) : "ye crowlin ferlie," 43 ; (2) "nae 
ferlie (y) " = no wonder, no marvel, 18, 2^. 

Ferlie^ to marvel : " an' ferlie at the fdk in 
Lon'on," 3. 

Fetch, (1) to pull irregularly: "bndng*t, an' 
fetch't, an' fliskit," 27 ; (2) to catch : '* fetch- 
es at the thrapple," 125. 

jPey, doomed to death : " fey men died," 227. 

Fidge, to fidget, to wriggle : " fidg^e yonr back,'' 
7 ; *^ fidge f u' fain " = hug herself, 48 ; " fidge 
an' daw," 63; "fidg'dfn' fain "== fidgeted 
with eagerness, 92. 

Fidgin-fain, tingling with pleasure, tinf^ine 
with fondness, 226 ; " fidgin-fain to hear 't,* 
44. See Notes, p. 244. 

Fiei, comfortable : " haps me fiel and warm," 
240. 

Fient, feint, fiend, a petty oath (R. B.>. 

Fient a, not a : " the fient a " = nothing of a. 

Fient haet, nothing (fiend have it). 

Fient hut o\ not one of. 

Fient-ma-care, the fiend may care (I don't ! ). 

Fier, Jierc, comrade : " my trusty fier," 144 ; 
" my trusty fiere," 252. 

Fier, sound : " hale and fier," 32. 

Fin', to find. 

Fish-creel, v. Creel. 

Fissle, tingle, fidget with delight (it is also used 
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of tbe ■gitadon oanaed b; firing) : " gar m 
6nle," 46. 
Fit, foot. 



.FiMie-Jan' the nssr bona of th* hindmciat pur 

in thsploDEh: "auoble fitti»-Ian',"2T. Sea 

Not«a, p. m 
Flat, m flea. 

FU^ffin, Sapinng: " flaffin wi' dndi," 163. 
FlaiHin _fiannen, flannel. 
Fiang, flnag. 
Fla, to fly. 
FIrteh, to wheedle: "afleeohin, fleth'rin Dedi- 

istion." 42 ; " Doncan fleeoh'd, and Dunoan 

pray'd," 272. 
FUeiA, fleece : " a bonier fleeah ue'u croM'd 

Uie oil pa/' Ifi. 
FItg, (I) eit^Bi a aoaie (aa the word ia naed br 

lUnuBTl, or a blow : " prt aa' fl^," 46 ; {2) 

kick: ''nnoonthkiatTafleB," 162. 
FJrtJi'Tin,BMtteiiBK: "fletb'nn Dedioaldon,"4S. 
Flewit, a »li»rp luh : " a heartj flewit," 133, 
Fit)/, to aoai« : " Want and Hunger fley me," 

270: "flBy'd«w»,"'2tl7. 
Fley'd, leared : " fley'd an' eerie," 25 ; " bnt be 

_iui fley'd," 57. 
Fitchterin* ^ Ruttenngi aa jonnK neatlinn when 

their dun approacbea (tt. B.); "fliohtsriii' 

noiae and glee,^' 28. 
FlindtTt, (lireda, broken pieoea (B. B.) : "in 

flindert flee," 41. 
Flinging, kioking ont in dancing, capering: 

" lonping and "'"P'y on a erammock, 92. 
Ftitiv^rttrit, B piece of^timber hnng by way of 

partition between two honea in a liable, a 

flaU (R. B.) : "the thrediei's weary flingin- 

tree," 20. 
fTuHt, ftMt«d,aa(isred: "fetcb't, an'fliikit," 

27. 
Flit. U, shift. 
FUllering. fluttering. 
Flv(t.i»,U: "e'enl 
Foct.fockt. folk. 
Fodgtl. dampj : " a fine, fat.fodgel wi^t,"94. 
Foot, famd (i. t. went) : "o'er the moor they 

tightly foof," 21*. 
FwrHlay, ThondaT. 
Forliy./erbtir. bHlides. 
Farfaim, worn out. forlom: "wi' Sraay eild 

I 'Til lair firfaini." lil : "Fenwick, i^ foi~ 

foi/uuffAlm, eihann«d (i. t. by labonr or oon- 
mct) : " tho' foifoDghton, nir enengh," ISO. 
ForgtUher. to meet, to fall in (with). 

B.): "foi- 



'F flyta her fill," 36*. 



ieaket uir, ¥rith weary legs," 46. 
Fomt. forward. 
Futhrr, fodder. 

Fou./w, fnll (nanall* in the aanae of drank). 
Fou^Mtn, troubled (>. (. by eonfliet with difB- 

cnldeal ; ** aaa fonghten an' haiBB'd," 4. See 

Forfamghten. 
FouTuntr, by foon : " fonraome reela," 349. 
Feath, folnen, abundaoo* : " footb o' aold nick- 

nnckets." tM. 
FoK. ». F<m. 
Fov, a boahaL 



Frae, from. 

JVhuA, to froth. 

Ffenit, ertiang«d: " ia now a fremit wight," 

J^', full. SeeaboFw. 

Fu'-Aan'J, fnn-handsd (haviw abundance) : "ay 

fn'-han't is fechtin beat," 241. " 
FW, a ahort tail (of a rabbit or hare) : " cock 



your fnd fa' braw," 67 ; ' 



« COOT their f nda," 



Fvff't, noffed: "ahe fnff't her pipe wi' aio a 
lnnt,''2B. 

FuT./urr, a furrow. 

FuT-ohin, the hindmoat ploogh-horaa in the far- 
row: my fai-ahin's a wordy beaat," 114. 

See Noteo, p. »3H. 
Furdtr, fortlienuioe, luooeaa. 
Furdtr, to aoooeed. 
JFWm, a wooden form. 
Fuiionlat, pithleaa, lapleae: "he ia bot a fn- 

■JDnlen oarhe." 349. 
F)^,fata: "as beea biB out wi' angry fyke," 



pain): ' 

hke." 1 

Fvktodi 



o fidget (i. ( 



CoA, the month, the jaw: " 
a^teerin," 26; "steak vol 

64 ' " hia vmh Aid niw.^' i 



92: "ahe held n 



Giib, to talk, to n 
CoAj, talk: "aom 
Got, gare. 



iWi'gaba, 



iablikeBoaweU,"7. 



aat.t 



'SO- 



n the gaeta." 14. 



Gaen, gane. gone, 
Gaets, waya, mai 

See aUo Gate. 
Qairi, gona, alaahea : "my lady 'a gown, there 'a 

gura apoD 't," 2tS7. 
GaiK, T. Gaen. 
Gang, to go, to walk. 
Oangrd, lagiant : " o' nndie. gangrel bodiee," 

102. 
Gar, to oanae, to make, to compel. 
Garten, nrter. 
Garten a, garteted. 
Goth. (II wiae. ■agaoiona: "a gaah an' faithfn' 

tyke," 2: (2) aelf-complaoent (implying pra- 

denoe and proaperity) : " here farmera gaab," 

9; (X) talkative and aelf .eomplaoent : "a 

gawaie, gaah goid-wife," II. 
Gaihing. talking, gabbing : " gaahing at thor 

Golf, way, mad. manner. See alao Gattt. 
Oattv, goaty : " aold an' gatty," 126. 
Gaunt, T, Gawiit. 

Gaud, a goad, 238. See Notaa, p. 344. 
Gaudgman, goadaman. drirer of the iJon^l* 

team: "agaudimanaue,athraabert' other," 

114. See Motea, p. 344. 
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n'd and 



Gau-f, GaTin. 
OauH, pnog. 

Gaunlfd, Ksped. fawned : ' 
ganntsd.'' IJfi. 

Gaicky. a f oolisb womai] oi lad (Ihe feminine or 
dimi native of iTDioi, g. if.): " gawkies. tawpies, 
eovka, and fools," 119. See Notea. p. 339. 

Cavjty^ cackotnnff, foolish : " tiie aenHlesH, 
gawky imllion,'' 129. Cf. A Dream, p. 18, 
St. □., U. i. i. 



Gaimie, gavciij (Dbuiom: "hor strappin limb 

an' gawaie middle." lOSj (2) buxom and joU; ; 

"a gawBJB. Ksah gnidwife." 11 ; (3) big and 

joyona : " his ^vne tail, 2. 
CiiiiUei, gB^r- "bntthey dogajli«,"lS3. 
Gear, (1| money, wealthj (S) goods; (3) Btnff: 

" taate nic gear aa Jofanie brewa," 128. 
Oeck, (1) to sport: "may Freedom geok," 19; 

(!) to toaa Uie bead : " ye geok at me beeanae 

! 'm Door." 214. 
Ged. < 



greed," 01. See Notes, p. 331. 
Qaitles, ^ntry. 
GetUv, tnm and elegant: "genty waiat," 21T; 

" heT s«Dty limbs, ' 268. 
Genly, mmly : "' nae geuty sma'.'' 23S. 
Georc/iV, (l)dim. of Ofurgr! beoce |1!) a guinea, 

bearing the image niid superaeription of King 

Gel, isanc. offspring, breed ; " nae get 0' moor- 
Ian tips." IS; "a true, gnid fBlla«'aget,"lU. 
GAai'if. gliDBt. 
G«, to give. 
Gied, BBTe. 
Gien.pven. 

Oif.iC. 

Olftif. dim. of gifl, 

Qigltts, giggling yonngitera or maids : " the 
gigleta keckle." 118, Cf. "a giglet vencb" 
= aliBhtwQmBn,Shak, 1 Henry VI.,\y.1. 

GUlif. dim. of gill (glaas of whisky). 

Oilpey. young girl ; " I was a gilpey then," 25. 

GimJRfT, a young eve. 

Gin. if. ahonld, whether. 



Girn. 11} to grin, to twist the face, ^ut from 
pain or mge. not joy) ; " it maks gmd fellowa 



B fishes and loaves,'' 166; (3) 
■nnrla : " gims and looks haok." 1^. 
Gil:, wig: "an' reestit gixz," 13. See also 

Olaitil, foolish, thoughtlsni, giddy; "gliukit 
Folly's portals,'^ W; *' I 'm red ye *re glui- 
kit.'' 1^; "ye glaikit. gleeamne. dunty 
damiei," »4 ; ^- glaikit Charlie," 146. 



D mi: gmiioa ny, ::ii. 
C, twili^t, dnak : '^ an' dariwr 
t tbeid^^" 4; "when aoM 
near th« rioamin," IT; "b*- 



GIfd, s havk, a kite (Angli^Sax. " Oleida " = 
the glider) : " a biziard gled," ICe : " or 1 had 
fed an Athole gled." 230. 

Gleede, a Elowiag coal, a htaie (Angla^ai. 
'■Gled;" cf. "the eniel ire reedTn^l - 
any gleade," Chancer. £nJi|A/'s Tate, CanUr- 
bury Tales. 19BT): "oheen- blinka Oxe ii^t- 
plBede,"208. 

Ileo, sharp, qnick, keen: "eW aa oitie wam- 
ble," 41; '■ Death's deg gnflie." 68 ; "wet 
Datop a grown aae gleg, "^114 ; •'•« gle^'i 
a vfhittlel' 125; "ha a gleg eooogti.''^ l«l : 

.._, 1- ,.. -oTer's een." 284. 

11 shape yon off fo* gleg.'' 

Gleib, a glebe, a portion (of land) : " ■ gldb 0' 

Ian," ■£». See Notes, p. Wfi. 
Glib-i/abbet, amootb-toagued, T. 
Glint, (1) to sbioe, to gleBm,-to peep: "wi' glo- 

rions light was glintin," 9; "tbon giinid 

fortb,"3H;(S)toflit: "glinted by," 211. 
G/oamin, gleaming, twiTiB^it. diult > ^'^■n'^*T^, 

gloanuD bronght tl 

Ufe's day disws net- „ 

aide me gin the gloamiiig, Z: . . .. .. _ 

the gloamin," 361; "tha bonr «' gtcaniii 

grey,^' 298. 
Gfoaaiin^ihol, sunset, SS2. 

G°Z>, to stari. 
Glowrin, BtAring. 
Gtuiu-\ a frown, a sonr look : " twists his grua- 

GluHcJi. to frown, to look aoori "glnnch an" 

gloom," G. 
Goavia, looking daiodls-. mooning: "goaTio'i 

he 'd been led wi'branks,"llT; "' idly gwnis 

Gornxk, the uoorcack: "the gortwck sprinp 

thro' tlie heather jiass," 2ft<. 
Goiran. the wild daisy. 
CDU'unj/, coTered with wild daisies. 
Goied, gold. 

Goadit, the head : " heels o'er gowdie," I4)t. 
Gouff'd. struck OS in the game of golf: 

"gowff'd Willie like a ba', man," Tti. 
Gaa±. <l) the cuckoo; (2) a dolt: "caaoeit«d 

gowk," fil; "Andro' Gowk," 112; "gowki 

and fools," 119. See Notea. p. .3,'fil, 
Gmiiing. howling : " Misfortune's eowtin; 

bark.^' 4H. 
Graff, n grave, a tomb, a vault : " cauld in bci 

graff.'.'H: "your marble gT«ffs," 183; "toot 

Kreen gtaff," 2M. 
GraitCd. groaned. 
Graiji. a dnn(~-fnrk. 
Graith, {\) implementa. tools, gear: "plonitb- 

men gather wi' their jTsilh." .'1; "Iwr snin- 

nin-grailh," 2<W: (21 fimitnre of aU kinds: 
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Cratthino, gearing, vestments: ** Episcopal 
lfraitMii,'^132. 

Grane^ a groan. 

Grane^ to groan. 

Grannie^ Qraunit^ grandmother. 

Grape^ grope. 

Graty wept. 

Graunie, v. Grannie, 

Gree, (1) the prize : " bnre the gree " = bore off 
the prize (t. e, won the victory), 48 ; " bear'st 
the gree ** == tak'st the prize, 118 ; *' carry the 
gree *' = bear the bell, 169 ; '' bear the gree *' 
« have the first place, 294 ; ** wan the gree " 
= won the prize, 308. 

Gree. to agree. 

Gree t^ agroed. 

Greets to weep. 

Groanin maut, groaning malt, 226. See Notes, 
p. 344. 

Grozet, a gooseberry : ** plump an* grey as onie 
grozet " 43. 

Grumphie^ the sow: *^wha was it but gmm- 
phie," 25. 

Grun\ the ground. 

Gruntle^ the snout, the face, the phiz : ** twists 
his KTuntle," 6. 

GrufUJe, dim. of grunt: ** a grane an' grruntle,'* 25. 

Grunzie^ the snout, the mouth : ^^ she dights her 
grunzie wi* a hushion," 244. 

Grushie^ growing : ** grnshie weans an' faithfn' 
wives," 3. 

Grutten, wept. 

Gude, God. See also Guid. 

Guid^ gude^ good. 

Guid-ten. gudeen, good evening. 

Guid-fatker^ father4n-law. 

Guid-man^ gude-man, the husband. 

Guid'wife, gude-wife^ the mistress of the house, 
the landlady. 

Guid'willie, gude-williey hearty, full of good- 
will: ''arightguid-wimewaught,"252. See 
Notes, p. 315. 




GuLravage^ horse-play: '*in gulravage, rinnin, 

soowr,^' 126. 
Gundie^ muddy : ** gumlie dubs of your ain del- 

vin," 42 ; '' gumlie jaupe up to the pouring 

skieS;" 61. 
Gumption^ practical common sense : " her 

quacks wi a' their gumption," 125. 
Gusty, tasty : ** an' gustv sucker," 5. 
Gutcher, goodsire, grandfather: "Bye attonr, 

my gutcher has," 254. 

FIa\ haU. 

Ha' folk, the servants : '* the ha' folk fill their 

pechan," 2. 
Jfaddin, holding, inheritance : ** Hell for his 

haddin," 165. 
Hae, have. 

Haet, V. Deml-haet and Fient-haH. 
Haff^et^ hauff'et, the temple, the side of the 

head : '' lus lyart haffets," 30 ; '' in some beg^ 

ear*s hauffet," 43: '*her haffet hxdcs as 

brown 's a berry,*' m. 



Hqfflint, half, partly : " like hafflins-wise o'er- 
comes him = nearly half o'ercomes him, 11 ; 
" hafflins is afraid to speak," 29. 

Hag, hagg, a moss, a broken bog : " owre monie 
a weary hag," 67; *'sendin the stuff o'er 
muirs an' haggs," 126. 

Haggis, a special Soots pudding, made of sheep's 
entrails, onions, ana oatmeal boiled in a 
sheep's stonuich (the piece de resistance at 
Bums Club Dinners, and an esteemed anti- 
dote to whisky). 

Hain, to spare, to save. 

Hair St, hcar'st, harvest. 

Haith, faith ! (a petty oath). 

Haivers, v. Havers, 

Hal\ hold, holding, abiding^place : ** house an' 
hal' " = house and possession, 13; " house or 
bald," 32 : " house or hal'," 33. 

Hale, hail, the whole. 

Hale, hail, whole, healthy. 

Halesome, wholesome. 

Hallan, a partition between the door of a oot- 
tage ana the fireplace: "'yont Uie haUao," 
29; ''ne'er at your haUan ca'," 135; *'to 
his ain hallan-door," 245 ; '' glowrin by the 
hallan en'," 270: '^jouk behmt the haDan," 
318 

Halloween, All Saints' Eve (31st October). 

Hallowmass, All Saints' Day (1st November). 

Haly, holy. 

Hame, home. 

Han\ haun, hand. 

Han-darg (or daurk). See Darg, 

Hand-waPd, hand-picked (t. e, choicest) : " my 
hand-wal'd curse," 134. 

Hangie, hangman (nickname of the devil): 
"' hear me, Auld Hangie, for a wee^" 12. 

Hansel, the first gift : blew hansel m on Rob-' 
in," 304. 

Hap, a wrap, a covering against cold : '* the 
stacks get on their winter hap," 60 ; '* mair 
vauntie o' my hap," 135. 

Hap, to cover, to wrap : '* hap him in a code 
biel," 41 ; ''and haps me fiel," 240. 

Hap, to hop : " while tears hap o'er her auld 
brown nose," 139. 

Happen, hopper (of a mill). 

Happing, hopping (as a bird). 

Hap-step-an 4owp, hop-step-and-leap (an im- 

Eortant item in Scots athletic gatherings, but 
ere used metaphorically of course), 9. 
Ham, coarse doth (cloth spun of " hards," t. e, 

coarse flax): "her cutty sark, o' Paisley 

ham," 92. ^ 
Harst, V. Hairst, 
Hash, an oaf, a dunderhead : " doylt, drucken 

hash." 6; '^conceited hashes,'* 45. 
Haslock woo, the wod on the neck (t. e. throat) 

of a dieep. 255. 
Haud, to hold, to keep. 
Ha^r,haH, 
Haughs, low-lying rich lands, valleys (R. B.): 

"let husky wheat the haughs adom," 5: 

"haughs an' woods," 48; "holms and 

haughs," 318. 
Haun, v.Han\ 
Haurl, (l) to traU: " hanrls at his onrpin," 25 ; 
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(2) to peel : *' till skin in blypes cam hanrlin," 

26; (3) to draf : ''haurl thee hame to liis 

black smiddie, 82. 
Hause^ to embrace, to cuddle : ** haiue in ither's 

arms/* 232. 
Havertly kavWel, one who talks nonsense, a 

half-witted person : '' poor hav'rel Will," iik ; 

" hav'rel.Jean," 116. 
Havers , haivers, nonsense. 
Having^ good manners, good oondnot: "pit 

some havins in his breast," 14; "hayins. 

sense, an' grace," 45 ; " to hayins and sense," 

112. 
Hawkie^ a white-faced cow, a cow. 
Hea/, V. Hale. 
HeaUome^ v. HaUsome, 
Hecht, (1) to promise : " they hecht him some 

fine braw ane," 25; "hecht them ooitftly 

gifts," 161; "hecht an honest heart," 161; 

(2) to menace : " some mortal heart is beoh- 

tin," 130. 
Heckle^ a flax-comb. 
Heels-o'er-aowdie, See Ootodie, 
Heeze^ to hoist : " higher may they beexe ye," 

19 ; " heeze thee up a constellation," 139, 
Heiaiy heigh, high. 
Hem-shin^ d J crooked-shinned, 244. See Notes, 

p. 346. 
Here awa, here about. 
Herry, to harry, to plunder. 
Herryment. spoliation : " the herryment and 

min of tne country," 62. 
Hersely herself. 
H^i, hot. 
Heughy (1) a crag, a steep bank: "the water 

rins owre the neugh," 217; (2) a hollow or 

pit : " yon lowin hengh," 12. 
Heuk^ a hook, a reaping-hook. 
Hilch, to hobble, to halt: "hilchin Jean 

M*Craw," 25; *^hUch, an' stilt, an' jimp," 

34. 
Hiltie-skiltie, helter-skelter, 128. 
Himself himself. 
Hiney^ hinny, honey. 
Hing^ to hang. 




1)9 ; ^'he i^VA up, an' lap like daft," 1(X) ; 
" he hirples twa-fauld as he dow," 212 ; " he 
hoasts and he hirples," 233. 

Hissels, so many cattle as one person can at- 
tend (K. B.): "the herds an' hissels were 
alarm'd " 49. 

Histie, bare : "'' histie stibblefield," 38. 

Hizzie^ a hussy, a wench, a young woman. 

Hoast^ a cough : " an' barkin boast," 6 ; " boast- 
provoking smeek," 20. 

Hoast. host, to cough: "boast up some pala- 
yer/' 131 ; " he hoasts and he hirples," 2:^^. 

Hod a in, the motion of a sage countryman rid- 
ing on a cart horse (R. B.) : " gaed hoddin by 
their cotters," 9. 

Hoddin-grey, coarse grey woollen (and retaining 
the natural colour of the wool) : " wear hod- 
din grey, an' a' that," 294. 

Hog, a young sheep. 



Hoggie, dim* cikogz "my boggie," 206. 

Hoff-wore^ a term in enning: " ]>e«Ui*s luf^ 
score," 67. See Notes, pTSSS. 

Hog-^houther, a kind of hottMlaj by jnstliiv 
with the shonlder, to jostle (K. S.), 48. 

Hoodie<raw, the booded erow. 119. 

Hoodocky grasping, miseriy: "tlie haipy, boo- 
dock, pnrse-firoiid raoe," 134. 

Hooked^ oaognt, stolen : " monie a pmaia she 
had hookM/' 104. See Notes, p. 9&(. 

Hod, a bull, a hnsk, an outer eaae : " poor Lee- 
zie's heart maist uip the hool^" 26. 

Hoolie, slowly : " something ones, * Hoolie ! ' " 
16. 

Hoard, hoard. 

Hoordet, hoarded. 

Jlom, a nom spo<m : " bom f or bom, tbey streteh 
an'gtriye,"72. 

J7omte, the deyil. 

HoBt. y. Hoast, 

Hotck'd, hitched, ierked (the aotaon of a htf- 
piper's arm): "botch'd and blew wi' mi^ 
and main," 92. 

JETotigA, to hamstring : " tbey hoa^M the dsH 
like nine-pin kyles," 227. (The word b not 
to be taken literally in this instance, of oourw, 
but rather as meaning " ent down.") 

Houghmagandie, fornication (R. B.), 12. 

HouUt, y. Hmold, 

HoupBy hope. 

Howdte, howdy, a midwife : " nae bowdie gets 
a social night," 5 ; " afore the howdy," 13;^. 

Howe, a hollow, a dell. 

Howe, hollow. 

Howk, (1) to dig out : "mice and moudie worts 
they howkiV' 2; "howkit dead " ^^ disin- 
terred dead, 13; (2) to dig: "howkin in a 
sheugh," 2. 

Howlet, houlet, an owl. 

Hoyse, a hoist : "they '11 gie ber on the rape a 
hoyse," 64. 

Hoy]t, urged (R. B.) : "they hoy't out Will wi' 
saar adyice." 25. 

Hoyte, to amole crazily (R. B.) : " now ye dow 
but hoyte and hobble," 27. See also Notes, 
p. 330. 

Huqhoc, dim. of Hugh, ^ 

Hullions, slovens : " tirl the bullions to the 
birses," 153. 

Hunder, a hundred. 

Hunkers, hams : " upon his hunkers bended.** 
105. 

Hurcheon, the hedgehog : " o'er hurcheon 
hides," 82. 

Hurchin, urchin.^ 

Hurdies, the loins, the crupper (R. B.) (i,e. 
the buttocks) : " nnng owre his hurdi«« wi* 
a swirl," 2 ; " row't his hurdies in a ham- 
mock," 41 ; " meekly gie your hurdies to the 
smiters," 62; "your huroies like a distant 
hiU," 72; "I wad hae ei'en them off my 
hurdies," 92 ; " their ample hurdies/' lla. 

Hurl, to be wheeled, to trundle : " or huri in a 
cartie," i:«). 

Hushion, a footless stocking : " she digbts her 
gnuizie wi' a hushion," 244. 

ayte, furious : " hae put me hyte," 134. 



r.in. 

Iritr, ui eu of oorn : '*& dumen iuker in > 

thmire." 31. 
Irr-ar. a n«at-t;ru>dcbild : " wee. oucUe Jobo'i 

lik. ilta, eafh, everr. 

/// u'(. bul >t it : ■■ wretched iU o't," M. 

//J-(unt. ill-Mk«D. 

lUThi^, the dsTil: "the lU-Thief bUw the 



Her 



" IM. 



r.iR- 






, ir utiTe rail 

n, indentanng : "fatsunl indepiin," 3. 

(1) Renins, ineenni^ IR. B.): "he had 

.._...B." M ; (2) wit^ ■• wi' tight mgia^r lis. 

/nff/r, the fire, tha firephue. 

Inulr-Aak, fireaide (properly the jamb of thr 

fireplww) : "Isuelr bT theiiigl»«he«k," 21). 

/iwHoHT, I'liirft foiT, the flame or liicht of the 
fire; " bj my ingle-lowo I mw." 'X>-, " beyont 
the ingle low " = at the back of the ficaplaoa. 
23S. 

Th, I (hall. I viO. 

ItKrr. other, ench other, one another. 

lltfC, itaelf. 

janmr. Jaaaary. 
Jaak. (I 



to dally: "she nude Iwe 
jank or play," 3!>. 



jankiii." 24 : w jann or piay 
Jaimer^ tooliali talk : ** hand y* 

janner,'' 'iZA. 
Jauntit, dim. oljaunl: "yoar wea bit jauntie." 

Jaup. to aplaah ; " that jaape id In^w," T::. 
Jaapi, (plaahea: "dash the e<imUe jaiipa up to 

the pouring ikiM." t1l. 
JaiD. talk, iinpadeniw ; " dnl-ma-un abont 

their jaw," 129. 
' " "" a daah: "and in the w» did 



,"_": 



■"Si: 

Jeut. r. i/nut. 



jog: "and jb«b the orsdle wi'my ta«," 



jiUet hrak hi> heart at laM," 
■lender: "thy wuit tae jimp," 



Jimjjjt. neatly : "aae jimpiy Uc'd." 217 
■/iMjw, Ways : "but Jenny's jimpe," 267. 
Jink, the slip : " our billie's gien na a' a 



Jint (1) to frisk, to Rport, to move 
" thro' wimplin worma thon jink." 
iinbiii haraii, in amoruiu whida,'' i<^-, juui, 
an* diddle " = dance and ahake. 1'2S, J33 ; (2) 
to dodge, to dart about: " ba 'U tarn a 



:,'""! 



" ^nk thete or here." 






vSSrtrb.>dM»:" 
■ ierk;"i« 



'iimpa and iirkinet,'' :; 
iia s lirt >n' flair '' M. 



Jii. a wis, " hia Sunday'a iii," US. See alia 

Gia. 
Jo, n awaetheart : " John Andenon mr jo," 

Joetfify. a jack-knife, 24, 96, 120. 

Jouk.jeuk. todnok, toomniih ; "ioak beneath 

Miafortnne'e blowa," IT; "to Noblea jank." 

1136 : " jonk behint the hallan," Slfl. 
Joir, a Terb wbioh inolnde* both the awincinic 

motion and pealing rannd ot a laiKn (wfl 

(R. B.) ; •■ to jow an' croon," 11, 
Jimdir. to JDalle <R. B.), to joatle : "hog- 

ahonlher. jundie, atretch. an' strive," 4N. 
•fuTT, a Henaut wench : "Qeordie'a jurr," US. 

Eat, a jackdaw : " Ihievliih kaea.'' H. 
A'atj, Itatt, (II the colewoR (also Dabl>a|re. bat 
■eeBow-iaiJ); <2I beotd broth. See alao Xanir- 

Kail-hiadt, a leaf ot the oolewort, 58. 
Kail-rttnl, the atem of the oolewort. M. 
Kail-KhitUt, a cabbage knife, llfl. 
Knil-vard, a kitchen jcarden. 
Kaia, tanr, renta in KuhI ; " hia kuu, an' a' hia 
■tent*," 2; "to Deatb abe '• dearly pay'd the 

Kalf. V. Kail. 

Kame, a Dumb : "claw'd her wi' the ripplin- 

Krbitri. rafters : " ho ended : and tha keban 
ahank," 10.1. 

Kfhfiuri, a cheeae : " ayne drawa her kebbuok 
an' ber knife," 11 : "a keb bock-heel." 11 : 
" her weel-haiD'd kebbnck, fell." 30. 

Srrktt. to cackle, to (rieele londly (aa a pri) : 
" the Rielels keokle,'*^U». 

Effk, a look, a glance, a peep, a atoIeD Blanee : 
"he by hia ahonther gw a ksek," 2S ; "at 
ev'ry kindling keek," 135. 

Efti, (II to look, to peep, to glance : " now the 
■inn keeka in the waM." 126: " I oaniuJy 
kefkitben,"2I4: "the go^p keekit in hia 
loot" 301 -, fl) to look aaarchinglyi "bat 
keek thro' ey'ry <ither man," 40. 

ErrJcin-i^iaii, a lookinK-glaaa, 18S. 

Ktfl, .. CoWfc. 

Ktipia, river-demona (naoally shaped aa 
hones): " waler-kelpiea liauol the foord." 
13; " fays. apoBkiai, kel|Hea." fill. 

En. to know. 

Ernd. trnt, known. 

KrnBn. know not. 

KrHnin^ a very little (merely aa maoh ai 
iieroaiTedl : " a kennin wiang," fifi. 

Ernl. ». EtmJ. 

Krp. to catch (a thing thrown or falling) : "ahd 
kep a I*ar." R3. 

Kri, ihefleKeunaabeep'ibody: "tawtedkeL 
an' hairy hipa." Ifi. 

Era. qnay. 

fr^Mraar. key-alone. 

KiaagA, cark. aniiuty : " his weary kiangh and 
can b^^nile," 2)t. 

Kilt, to tnek up : " bar tartan Mllicnat, she 'U 
Ult," T : "ahe kilUt up ber Brtle weal," 121. 

Kimmir, (1) a weiwh, a g|<o*Jp : "desHte the kit- 
tle klmmer" [Dam* Fortune), 4d ; "looaom* 
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kimmeni '' — lovable (nrl>> 1^0; "ye weel 
kun. kimiutiB >'," llil ; "gnid e'en to yoa, 
kiiiiiUHr,"-1i4i (2) a wife or bod-fellow! "I 
oDddlb my kuumer,'' 234 ; " the kimmetB o* 
Largo," -Its. 

Jf.V.lind. 

King's-hood. the Hecond Btomach in a ramiiiaiit 
(e<iaivocal for the scrotimt): " Deil mak his 
kingVhood in a spleochan, ' 58. 

KintTU, country. 

Xirk. ohurth. 

Sim. s chnni ; " plunge an' plnnee the 1dm In 

Sirn, harveBt - home : '* the jOTial, rantine 
kiiita," ^■, "bu' ay a rantin kirn we gat, 
25; "at Itims an' weddiiia we'w be there," 

Jir«n, to phriBtea: " and kirgen him wi' reekin 






ns): 



" behiDt a kist to lie an' BkJent." 47. 

filcAen, to relieh (to add reliih M: "thou 
kiCahenafine,"Q. 

Kiltii, difficult, tioklish, delicate, vexatiotu: 
" despite the kittle kinuner," 46 ; " kittle to 
be nualeai'd," G7 (eee Notes, p. 331); "are 
a shot right kittle, 62 ; "to paint an angel 's 
kittle «ark," IM. 

Kittlf, to tickle : " to kittle np onr notion^' 11 ; 
"kittle np yonr moarland harp," 46; "I Ut- 
ile np my roBlic reed," 46 j ''vhile I kittle 
hair on thainnn," lOG. 

Kitlliti. a kitten : " as oantie aa a kittlin," 26. 

Kiullin, cuddling: "kintlin in the fauae- 
honse," L'4. 

Kaagt/ie, kuobhj: "tho' thou 'b howe-backit 
now, an' knaggie," 2li. 

Ktiappia - hammtrs, hararaerB for breaking 
" <- - - J unick, to break in 



JSy«>, aki'ttles: "they hongh'd the clana like 
ine-pin kyles," 
iM.telli--- "- 






Labour, to plongh. 
Laddie, dim. of lad. 
Lade, a ioad. 



Iwttom of a wooden iHhIi : " the laggeu they 



tclnn 



" 19. 



Laid, taigh, low. 

Laik. Uck. 

Lair, lore, leaming. 

Laird, landowner (the lord ot hoiiBes or lands). 

Lairing, sticking or ainldae when wading in 

snow, mosa, or mnd: "deep-lairing, spnit- 

tle," ijf. 
Laitk. loath, loth. 
XoitVu', (loatbfnl) sheepish: "hot blate and 

laithfn', scarce can weel beliBTe." 29. 
LaUan, Laltand, Lowland: "wad dine a Lallan 



tongoe, or Ene," 14 ; " the Lalland lava ha 

held in seom,'' 104; "■ LaUand fHM b 

feared none," 101. 
Laltaru, Hoots Lowland vemaonlar : "in idaia. 

braid Lallans." 49. 
Lammie, dim. at iamb. 
Laa^. land. 
Lan'-q/ore, the foremost horse on the on- 

ploDghed land side. 114. See NotM, p. 3»i. 
Xun'-tuin, the hindinaci ' 
land ride, 114. . 
My latu, Ihi/ lane, e) 

LanQ-kajl, colawt 

ii;!'" 



_..,..,.., .-t or ohopp^ Sm 

Lang tt"", long since, long ago. 

Lap. leapt. 

La>M. dim. of /oM. 

Lapt, the reit, the ramunder, the others. 

Lavaock, lav'rixk, the lark. 



lawiu," aiOi 



koning, Ian 
*'gnidvife, o 






" the tender heart 



«u, gnw lanu, imimeu la 
(■lao naad In an eqniiocal te 

Ltar, lore, learning. 

LoiduT, (1) leather] (2) leatl 
skin. 

Ltddv, lady. 

Lee-iang, liTe-long, 

Ltetome, agreeable, pteasan 
o'lee9umelooTe."241. 

Lffze mt OH (from Itii mt ~ dear is to me>, ho« 
wuU I love, bleuings on. commend me to: 
"leBie me on thee John Barlejcoru. " 5; 
"leeie me on drink," 11 ; "leoie me oa 
rhyme," 12IS : "leeie me on the ealliDE." 
207 ; O, leeie me on xaj spitmin-Khed." 
240 ; " leeie me on thy bonie crairie.'' 'JGO. 

Ltfilfr. a fish-epear : " a three-tae'd leister ca 
the ither," 57. 

Lfn'.toleud. 

Leafih. Inugbed : " how graoeleaa Ham lengh at 



Litket, iidcit.Jiciied, beaten, whipt: "ye and be 
lickit," 13»; "how I've been lickel." It'.. 

Licks, a bcatini!'. punisbmeat : " monie a follcw 
pat bis licks,'' 4!). 

Lien, lain. 

Lieit. lief. 

Li/I, the sky. 

Lifl, na much as one may lift, a load : " gie me 
o' wit an- sense a lift.'^ 47. 

Linhtlv, il) to disparage: "whylea ye may 
Ughlly my beanty a wee." 202 ; (2) to aconi ; 
" for laik o' gear ye lightly me," 214. 

Litt. to sing: " lilt wi' holy olangor." <i3. 

Limmer. (I) a jade; " ye little skelpie-IJiunuT't- 
face," 25 (see Notes, p. :<39) ; ^'atill pane- 
Gated by the limmer." 46: (2) a nustiw: 
" or Bpeakin lightly o' thrii limmer," 4, 



GLOSSARIAL INDEX 



Lint, (I) Ui trip ordaiiae with aitivitf : " nud 
lioket at it in berMrk."!t'J| (2) totnp aluug: 
" will aend luni liokin," 14. 

Linn. /in. a waterfall. 

Linl. &ax: "un'lintwaa i* the bell." 30 ; "I 
booght mT wife a >Une o' lint." '£^ 

Linl-irAiK, Uu-oolaured (n pule fellow), flmxen : 
■■ bnie wi' tho Unt-whtte look*."' 2W. 

Lititrlolr, the linuet: "the lint'whiteif cluuit 
amane the hud>." ii ; " the man* and the 
lintwGite uDK-" i^ ; the blackbird MniDfc, 
the liDtwhite clear." !<7 : "the lintw bites in 
the hazel brsea." 24<); the little liotwhite'a 
nest," 297. 

Lipprn'd, Iraated : " 1 lippan'd to the chkl," 

Lippit. dim. of tip. 

IjHtn. a lane, a &Bld-iwth. the priTOlfl rD4d to a 



■ihs hve 



loan (he ^aw'd me,' 



Lo'id, loved. 

Lun'on. Lundon. 

Loaf, {pi. tutmti). the palm of the hand : " an '■ 
luof Dpun her boaom." 10 ; " nn' heav'd on 
htKh my wankit loof." 30; "wi* woal-ipnwd 
looiu, an' laoK, wr; facea," 42; "hrar'st 
thou, laddie — tbiire ■ taj loof," 'CM; "au 
wi' her loof her face a-waahia," 3*4; "O, 
lar thy loof in mine, lau," 2l»i " the E»UP 
keekit ia hia loof." »H. 

Lovn. Unin, loicn, a (Jown. a nwcal. 

£.0(Wiac lorable: "loooome kimmeiV." 130. 

Loiil,]et. ntteted: " loot a wime, " 3B ; " tmnrer 
luot OD lliat I kenn'd it." 282. 

LoKT, V. Imi», 

Loni. a minveil oath «a mild form of " LordI: " 
" Lioah, man, hae mercj' wi' yma natch." 

i;«. 

Lough, a loch, a lake : " ajont the loogb." IS ; 
"when In the tougha the enrlen flock." 
«J. 

tioup. i«iop. to leap. 

Latur, V. LowH. 

i.i«7. iuBv, aflanMi "ihe axTed lowe o' weel- 

pliw'il loTe," 411. See alao fiiyWnmr. 
Lau-in, loving. (Uflaniiog: "lowio hransUne." 

It : " tho' fOD tow in han|;h 'a tliy hams," I'.'; 

<'i\ buRunK ^ "toqueoch their lowindrontli,' 

HHi. 
£oirn, T. Loen. 
Lmtp, a leap. 
JxHpp. 1. Loup. 
Lmcm, law, II) to looM 

pack," 100; (21 let L 

tonipi'd wicked acanl." 



Udt,. 



" 73 ; 

) a nandinother. 
noarM LmV." 134, I4J 
"Lady Oulie, banaM 
Kota*. p. MU. 



""■■'fowa'd hie ilS 
"lows'd histitik- 



Las^," 300. See 




^ Lnnudi.' 44. 

tchet, full portiui 



Laia. a HUDmn of ainolu og 

her rope wi' sic alunt." '2b; " batter" 

vi' fragrant limt,'' l£ti. 
' amokioe: " the luntin pipe." 



Luiv, loovr, iuve. 



" Inrt haSela wearing thin and 
1- '■lyart pow,"46; " Ijart leavw." 



i,..i 



Mailtti, noi'Ji'n, a farm 
Una.' in ; ' there ' 



than atnckat Inai- 
Meg wi' the niailen. " 

, > uwHiu luouiah'd fairlr," ^K; "« 

weei-Moeket matlea," 2H2. ^m 

.VmJi'e, Molly. S^JaoMaU. ^M 

Matt. mora. ^^H 

Maia, moat. ^H 

Mak. make. *■ 

itak a', nakt o\ to pet. to fondle : " I will malt 

o' mj jniidman," £12 ; " makin ut'i the bat 

thing." 249. 
MaU. MaUv, Moll. Molly, i nickname^ for Umtj}. 



3*7. 1 



coin U3H- atmUiw). 



Van, . „ .. 

Nutea, p. :W>. 
Manlalt. a mantle. V. 
Mart, Hurl:, an old tScola 
HaMim, of mixed m«al : ' 



J/iuJ-iirpfif, a teapot, Tn. 

Jfnuhi. a hara : "hnnip-r'il niankin taen her 
way," 20; "ye mankiDii. oook your fud fn' 
braw." ti7 ; ' ye mauluoa. wbiddin thmogh 
tlie kI*^*' *B'' "and coward luankln aleep 
aecun ," 1<7; "akip'l like a naukiu owre a 
dyke, 131; "are hnntod likv a maokin.*' 



ifitu'n. • law* baakel : " and ootot bliB niuli 

a mawn, O," 2n4. Cf. 'A Ihonaand tato 

from a niaund ahe dr*w, 

rr'f Compiaiat, I. 36. 
Mro'. a n.^e. 
MnUe, aitti,. miKUt. (1> i 
ilrldrr, the qaantit^ of cor 

-- ilka mehW wi' the mil 
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Mell, to meddle, to be intimate, to mix: **wi' 
bitter, dearthfa' wines to mell,** 6 ; ** to moop 
an' meU," 15. 

Melvie., to dust with meal: "melrie his braw 
chuthing/' 11. 

Men\ to mend. 

Mense, tact, discretion, grood manners : ** oonld 
behave hersel wi* mense,** 15 ; ^* ye bnt show 
your little mense," 61. 

menseless^ unmannerly : ** like other menseless, 
graoeleas bmtes^'* 14. 

merle, the blackbird : ** the merle, in his noon- 
tide bower^" 84. 

Merrariy Manan, 24, 25. 

Mess John, Mass John (the parish priest, the 
minister ; in Chaucer and Shakespeare Sir 
John *' is the name for Uie priest), 133, 209. 
See Notes, p. 340. 

Messin^ a little dog, a cor : ^*a tinklei^psy's 



messm," 2. 



Mickle, ▼. Meikle, 

Midden, a dunghill : ^* better stuff ne^er dawM 

a midden,'* 120. 
Midden-creels, manure-baskets : "her walie 

nieves like midden-creels," 244. See Notes, 

p. 346. 
Midden dub, dunghill puddle, 121. See Notes, 

p. 339. 
Mtdden-hole, a gutter at the bottom of the 

dunghill (R. B.): '^an' ran thro* midden-hole 

an' a'," 25. 
Milking-shiel, the milking shed, 241, 258. 
Mim, prim, affectedly meek (R. B.) : "an' 

meek an' mim has view'd it," 10. 
Mim-mou'd, prim-lipped : ** some mim-mou'd 

pouther'd priestie, ' 131 ; " mim-mou'd Meg 

o' Nith," 161. 
3fin'. mind, remembrance. 
Minn, to remember, to bear in mind. 
Minnie, mother. 
Mirk^ dark, {gloomily dark. 
Misca ', to miscall, to abuse : " an' Russell sair 

misca'd her," 63; "they sair misca' thee," 

95 ; '* misca'd waur than a beast, "^ 127. 
j|f 2«Aan/^, misfortune, mishap : " mishanter fa' 

me," 113 ; " till some mishanter " 1.*^. 
Mislear^d, mischievous, unmannerly (R. B.) 57. 

See Notes, p. 331. 
MissU, mist, missed. 
Mistake mistake. 
Misteuk, mistook. 
Mither, mother. 
Monie, many. 
Moots, mould, crumbling earth, the earthy the 

pround, the dust, the grave : " worthv fnen's 

laid i' the mools," 118: *' he wha could brush 

them down to mools," 119. 
Moop, (1) to nibble : " to moop an' mell " 15 ; (2) 

to keep close company, to meddle : * gars me 

moop wi* the servant hizzie," 266. 
Mottie, full of motes, dusty : " mottie, misty 

clime," 20. 
Mou', the mouth. 
Mouaieworts (Old Engl, moldwarp, t. e. the 

warper of the mold or earth) moles : " whyles 

mice an' moudieworts they howkit," 2. 
Muckle, V. Meikle, 



Muslin-kail, broth composed simply of water, 
shelled barlev, and greens: " water brose or 
muslin-kail,'^ 17. 

Mutchkin, an English pint : ^*lier nmtelikio 
stowp as toom 's a whiasle,** 7 ; " oome, bring 
the father mntohkin in.** 65; *'*r^ ^*' 
mutohkin does me prime," 125. 

Mysel, myself. 



hsnf- 



Na, nae, no, not. 

Naething, naithing, nothing. 

Naig, a nag. 

Naiffie, dim. of naig, 

Nane, none. 

Nappy, strone ale : " twalpennie worlh o' 
nappy," 3; ^'the nappy reeks wi* maatlias 
ream," 3 ; " while we ait booidng at tiie 
nappy," 90; "drown'd himsel amaag the 
nappy," 91 ; " there *8 naathing like the hoe- 
est nappy," 125. 

Natch, a notching implement : " hae mercy wi' 
your natch," 132. 

Nations, multitadea, crowdi, *'yoiir ereesloe 
nations,'! ^- 

Neebor, neibor, neighbour. 

Needna, need not. 

NegUckit, neglected. 

Newe, nieve, the fist. 

Neivffu^, a nstful, a handfnl : " their wortiikss 
neivefu' of a soul," 47. 

Neuk, newk, a nook, a comer. 

New-ca^d, newly-driven (not newlv calved): 
"while new-ca'd kye rowte at the stake" 
(Bums's kye did not make it a habit to calve, 
all, or the most of them, at a particular hoor 
of the same evening, and that the 21st ol 
April), 46. 

New-Liaht. See Notes, p. 331. 

Nick (Auld), Nickie-ben, a name of the devil. 

Nick, to sever, to cut, to cut down : ^* to nick the 
thread," 57; "nickiu down fa' cannie tJie 
staff o' bread." 125; "that nicket Abel's 
craig," 95; '^ by fell Death was nesriy 
nicket," 147. 

Nickie-ben, v. Nick, 

Nick-nackets, knicknacks, curiosities, 94. 

Nicks, (1) cuts: "douis an' nicks,^' 49; (2) 
the rings on a cow's horns : " auld Cmmmie's 
mcks,'^129. 

Niest, next. 

Nieiye, v. neive. 

Niff'er, exchange : " and shudder at the niffer,'* 

m. 

Nit, a nut. 

No, not. 

Nocht, nothing. 

Norland, Northern (Northland). 

Notvt, nowte (Engl, neat), cattle. 

O', of. 

O^erword, a refrain : " prudence is her o'erword 
ay," 275 ; " the o'erword o' the spring," 30*. 
Onie, any. 
Or, ere, before. 

Orra, extra : " their orra dnddiea,** 102. 
OV, of it. 
Ought, aught. 
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Oughtlins, aughdins^ anght, in the least, at all : 

Ourie^ shiTering, drooping (R. B.) : ** the onrie 

cattle/' 68. 
Oursel, ourseUf onnelres. 
,' €huler, nnhonsed, in the open fields : " an ontler 

quay," 26. 
Owrey over, too. 
Oir«en, oxen. 
Oxtered ^ held up under the aims : ** the priest he 

was oxter'd/' 268. 

I*ack an^ thick^ confidential : ** unco pack an' 
thick thegither," 2. 

J^aidUj a spade. 

I^aidUy (1) to paddlCf to wade : ** thro' dirt and 
dub for life I *11 paidle/' 114 ; '' we twa hae 
paidl'd in the bum/' 252 : (2) to walk with a 
weak, action : *' he was out a paidlin body, 
O," 249; ''he paidles out, and he paidles 
in/' 249. 

I^ainch, the paunch. 

I^aitrick (1) a partridge ; (2) used equirooally. 
(the bird was once esteemed salacious): **an' 
brought a paitrick to the grun\" 50. 

I*ang^ to cram: "'it pangs us fon o* know- 
ledge/' 11. 

I^arisfien, the parish (t. e. the persons of the 
parish) : "' the pride of a' the parishen,'* 255. 

Parritckt porridge. 

Parritch-paU^ porridge-pots. 

Pat, pot. 

Pat, put. 

Pattii. petite, a plough-staff : '* my new pleugh- 
pettle/' 7 ; " wi' murdering pattle," 31 ; *^as 
ever drew before a pettle," 114. 

Paughty, haught^r ; yon paughty dog," 19 ; 
'' the paughty feudal thane,*' 47. 

Paukie, pauky.pawkie^ artful, sly : '* the slee'st, 
nawkie thieV' 16; ''her pauky een," 135; 
a thief sae pawkie is my Jean." 284. 

Pechan, the stomach : " the ha* tdk fill their 
pechan,'* 2. 

Pechin, panting, blowing: "up Pamaosus 
pechin.^ 131. 

Penny wkeep, small beer: *' be 't whisky-gill or 
penny wheep/' 11. 

Pettle, V. Pottle. 

Philiheg, the Highlander's kilt: "Adam's 
philibeg/' 95; "with his philibeg an' tar- 
tan pliud," 104 ; " the phiHbegs and skyrin 
tartan trews," 227. 

Phraise, phrase, to flatter, to wheedle: 
"phraisin terms," 47; "to phrase yon an' 
praise yon/' 129. 

PirkU, a few, a little : " a pickle nits," 25 ; " a 
pickle siUer," 143. 

Pint (Scots), two E^lish quarts. 

Pit. put. 

PlacJi, four pennies Scots (but only the third of 
an English penny). 

Platkless, penniless: '^poor, plaokless derils 
like mysel," 6. 

Plaiden, coarse woolen doth : " to warp a plai- 
den wab," 202 ; " a wab o' plaiden," 266. See 
Notes, p. 313. 

Plaitter, plaster. 



PlenUICdy stocked : "a mailen plenish'd 

fairly," 272. 
Pleugh'pettle, v. Pottle, 
Pleuah, plew, a ploueh. 
Pliskie, a trick : " play'd her that pliskie," 7. 
Pliver, a plorer. 
Pock, a i>ouch, a small bag, a wallet: "the 

auld guidman raught down the pock," 25; 

"they toom'd their pocks," 106. 
Poind, to seize, to distrain, to impound : " poind 

their gear," 3. 
Poind, subjected to distraint : " poind and her- 

net/' 153. 
Poorttth. porer^. 
Pou, pu\ to pull. 
Poucn, a pocket. 

Pouk, to poke : " and pook my hips," 58. 
Poupitj pulpit. 
Pouse, a push : " a random ponse," 132. See 

Notes, p. 334. 
Pousaie. a hare (also a cat) : " poussie whiddin 

seen,'' 44. See also Pu$tie. 
Pouther, powther. powder. 
Pouts, chicks: an' the wee pouts begun to 

cry," 61. 
Pow, the poll, the head. 
Pownie, a pony. 
PowU, pulled : " an' pow't, for want o' better 

shift,^' 24. 
Pree^d, juried (proved), tasted: "Rob, stown- 

lins, pried her bonie mon'," 24 ; "for ay he 

pree'd the lassie's mon'," 261. 
Preen, a pin : " my memory 's no worth a 

preen,'' 49. 
Prent^ print. 
Pried, y. Pree'd. 
Prirf, proof: "for ne'er a bosom yet was 

pnef,'' 16; "stuff o' prief," 146. 
Pri^n, haggling: "priggin owre hops an' 

raisins," 62. 
Primsie, dim. of prim, precise: "primsie 

MaUie," 24. 
Proveses, proTosts (chief magistrate of a Soots 

burgh) : " ye worthy proveses," 62. 
Pu\ V. Pou. 
Puadock-stools, toad-stools, mushrooms : " like 

simmer puddock-stools," 119. 
Puir, poor. 
Pun\pund, pound. 
Purste, dim. of purse. 
Pussie, a hare : as open pussie's mortal foes," 

92. See also Poussie. 
Pyet, a magpie : " cast my een up like a pyet," 

143. 
Pyke, to pick: "sae merrily the banes we 'U 

pvke," 105. 
Pyles, grains : " oiay hae some pyles o' caff in," 

65. 

Ouat, quit, quitted. 

Quean, a young woman, a lass : ** now Tarn, O 

Tam ! had thae been queans," 92 ; "the 

sonsie quean/' 135 ; " wha follows onie saucie 

quean," 214. 
Qufir, quire, choir. 
Quey. a young cow (that has not calred), a 

heifer. 
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(^uo*, quod^ qnoth. 

Rab» Rob (nickname for Bobert), 

Maae^ rode. 

Haep, rape, a rope. 

Ragtoeea, rasrwort, benweed (Senecio JacohcM^ 
Lann.): *^on rafirweed na^^/' 13. See p. 89, 
Prefatory Note to Tarn d* Shanter, 

RaiUe, to gabble: '* an^ orthodoxy raibles,*' 10. 

Jtair, to roar. 

Reuse, rase, rose. 

Raize, to excite: ** that danr^t to raize thee," 
2(5. 

Ran\feezl^d, exhausted : ** the tapetless, ram- 
feezlM hizde/' 46. 

Ramgunshoch, rough : '* our ramgonshoch, glmn 
guidman,'' 252. 

Ram-stam, thoughtless, rash, headstrong: 
** harum-scarum, ram-stam boys,*' 18. 

Randie, lawless, obstreperous : a merrie core 
o* randie, gangrel booies,'' 102. 

Randie, randy, a sturdy beggar, a ruffian : ^* reif 
randies, I disown ye, 252 ; ^' bannM the cruel 
randy," 252. 

Rant, to be jovial in a noisy way. 

Rantin, rantina, rollicking, roistering. 

Rantingly, with boisterous jollity. 

Rants, (1) merry meetings, sprees: **our fairs 
and rants," 5 • "drucken rants," 50, 133 ; (2) 
rows: "an' bloody rants," lli3. 

Rape, V. Raep. 

Raploch, homespun : " tho* rough an' raploch 
be her measure," 128. 

Rash, a rush : '' as feckless as a withered rash," 
72 ; " green grow the rashes," 70, 77. 

Rash-buss, a clump of rushes : *' ye, like a rash- 
buss, stood in sight," lii. 

Rashy, rushy : ** aboon the plain sae rashy, O," 
2(r>. 

Rattan, ration, a rat: '*an' heard the restless 
rattons squeak," 20 ; " a ratton rattFd up the 
wa'," 2a ; " while frighted rattons backward 
leuk," lO.i; 'Mike baudrons bya ratton," 148; 
V. Rottan. 

Ratton-Key, the Rat -Quay, 61. See Notes, p. 
'XV2. 

Raucle, (1) rash, fearless: '*a rauele tong^uei" 
H; (2) sturdy: '* a raucle earlin," 104. 

Rauyht, reached : '' the aidd guidman raught 
down the pock," 25. 

Raw, a row. 

Rax, to stretch, to extend: "an' may ye rax 
Corruption's neck," 10 ; "rax your leather " 
= stretch your hide, fill your stomach, 27; 
"ye wlia leather rax," (>ii; " raxin con- 
science ''= elastic conscience, 12(»; "how 
cesses, stents, and fees were rax'd," 145. 

Ream, foam : " the nappie ree^s wi' mantling 
ream," 3. 

Ream, to foam: "ream owre the brink," 5; 
" thou roams the horn in," 5; " wi' reaming 
swats, tliat drank divinely," 91; " the swats 
sae ream'd in Tammie's noddle," 91 ; " but 
there it streams, and richly reams," KXJ. 

Reave, to rob: " reave an' steal," 14. 

Rebute, rebuff : " ne'er break your heart for ae 
rebute, ' 264. 



Red, afraid : '' I 'm i«d ye *re elaikit," 128. 

Red, rede, to advise, to ooonaeL 

Rede, counsel : '* and may ye better reck the 

rede," 40. Cf. ''Recka not his own rede,'' 

Shakespeare, HamUtj i. 3. 
Red-wat-shod^ red-wetrshod, wading in Uood: 

*' still pressing onward, red-wat-ahod,^* 48. 
Red-wutf, stark mad : *^ an* now she *8 like to 

rin red-wud," 7. 
Reek, smoke. 
Reek, to smoke. 
Reekie, retkv, smoky. 
Reekit, smoked, smokv. 
Reestit, singed : " wi' xeelut doda an' lecslil 

gizz," 13. 
Reestit, refused to^ go, balked: ** in oart or car 

thou never reestit," 27. 
Reifj thieving: ''reif randies," 252. See also 

Remead, remedy. 

Rickles, ricklets (small stacks of com in the 

fields) : " nor kick your rickles aff their 

legs," 126. 
Rtef, robbery : " that e'er attempted stealth or 

nef," 16. See also Reif, 
Rijf, a ridge (of land). 
Riggin, a ridge (of a house), a roof : ** rattont 

squeak about tJie riggin," 20; '^or kirk 

deserted by its riggin, W. 
Riywoodie, ancient, lean : "ri^woodie hags wad 

spean a foal," 92. See Notes, p. ii3.'5. 
Rin^io run. 
Ripp^ a handful of com from the sheaf: " teats 

o' hay an' ripps o' com," 14 ; " there 's a riw> 

to thy auld baggie," 26. 
Ripplin-kame, a flax -comb : "heclaw'd herwi' 

tne ripplin-kame," 252. 
Riskily made a cracking sound : " wad rair*t an' 

riskit," 27. 
Rive, (1) to split, to cleave, to rend, to tear: 

"are riven out baith root an' branch," 3; 

"he rives his father's auld entails," 3; 

" rives 't aff their back," 50 ; " they '11 rive 

it wi' the plew," 58 ; " rivin the words to gar 

them dink," 128; " tUl him rives Horatiaa 

fame," 318; (2) to be split, to split, to bust: 

" maist like to rive," 72. 
Rock, a distaff. 

Rockin, a social meeting, 44. See Notes, p. 330. 
Roon, shred : " wore by degrees, till her last 

roon,"49. 
Roose, to praise, to flatter. 
Roose, reputation : "ye hae made but toom 

roose," 112. 
Roost y, rusty. 
Rottan^ rat : " the tail o' a rottan," 268. See 

also liattan. 
Roun\ round. 
Roupet, exhausted in voice : " my roupet Muse 

is haerse," 6; " till ye be haerse an' roupet," 

120. See Notes, p. 325. 
Routh, V. Rowth. 
Routhie. well - stocked : "a routine butt, a 

routhie ben," 241. 
Row, rowe, (1) to roll : " if bowls row riijht," 

151 ; (2) to roll or flow, as a river ; (3) to roU 

or wrap. 
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Kowte^ to loWf to bellow : " the kye stood row- 
tin.' ' 4 : "" while new-ca'd kye rowte at the 
stake/^ 46 ; " rowte out-owre the dale," 64 ; 
*' to hear you roar and rowte/* 65. 

Rovcth^ routh^ plenty, a store: "roi 
rfiyine," 6; "rowth o' rhymes," 17; 
rowth," 148: "routh o' grear," 249. 

Bozet^ rosin: merourial rozet," 43. 

Run-deils^ downright deyUs, 4, 114. 

Rung^ a cudgel : " she *s just a devil wi' a rang, 
8; "a raeikle hazel-mng,'' 228; ''round 
about the fire wi* a rung she ran," 2G1 ; " wi' 
a rung decide it," 266. 

RunkVa, wrinkled : "yon runkl'd pair." 9. 

Runt, a cabbage- or oolewort«talk : a mnt. 
was like a sow-tail," 24: "his bow-kail 
runt," 24 ; "runts o' grace,^' 64. 

Ryke^ to reach: " let me ryke up," 1^. 

8abj to sob. 

8ae, so. 

Sqflt, soft. 

8air, sore, hard, severe, strong. 

iSair, to serve : what sairs your grammers " «= 

what avail your grammars, 45 ; *' I *d better 

gaen an* sair*t the king," 50 ; " some lees 

maun sair«** 128 : " your clerkship he should 

sair," 129 ; " he 11 sair them as he sair*t his 

King,*; 162 ; "your billie Satan sair us,** 185. 
Sair, sairly, sorerjr, etc. 
Sairie, (1) sorrowful : " the melancholious, sairie 

croon,** 134 : (2) sorry : "some sairie comfort 

at the last,*^ 265. 
SaU, shaU. 

Sandy , Sannock, Sawney^ dim. of Alexander, 
Sark. a shirt, a shift. 
Saugh^ a sallow, a willow : " o| saogh or hazle,** 

27 ; " sangh woodies ** = willow withes, 145. 
Saul, soul. 

Saumont, sawmoni, the salmon. 
Sauni, saint. 
8aut, salt. 

Saut-backets, v. Backets, 
8awy to sow. 
Sawney, v. Sandy, 
8axj six. 
Scaith, V. Skaith. 
Scar, to scare. 
Scathe, V. Skaith. 
Scaud, to scald. 
Scaul, scold: "his ill-tonga*d wicked scan!,** 

14. 
Scauid, to scold. 

Scaur, scary, timid : '' nor blate nor soanr,** 12. 
Scaur, a jutting cliif or bank of earth : 

" why lee round a rocky scaur it strays,*' 26 ; 

" beneath a scaur,** 68. 
Scho, she. 
Scone, a soft cake: "souple scones/' 5; "hale 

breeks, a scone, an* wiiisky gill,'* 6 ; " an* 

barley-scone shall cheer me,*' 129. See 

Notes, p. 325. 
Scanner, loathing, 72. 
Scanner, to sicken (with disgust) : " until they 

soonner,** 17. 
Scraichin, calling hoarsely: "and paitricka 

scraichin loud at e'en,** 44. 



Screed, a rip, a rent : " a screed some day,*' 9 ; 

"" or lasses gie my heart a screed," 48. 
Screed, to repeat rapidly, to rattle : " he 'U 

screed you an * Effectual Cidling,* ** 114. 
Scriechin, screeching : " and soriechin out pro- 

saic verse,** 6. See also Skriech. 
Scriegh, v. Skriegh. 
Scrievinj moving swiftly : " gae downhill. 

sorievin,** 5: "owre the hill i^ed scrievin,' 

26; ''then niltae-skeltie, we gae sorievin," 

128. 
Scroggie, scraggy, scrubby ; '* aipang the braes 

sae scroggie, "^1IX)6 ; " down yon soroggy glen," 

254. 
Sculdudd^ry, bawdry : "sculdndd'ryan' he will 

be there,^' 166. 
See^d, saw (pret. of see). 
Seisins, freehold possessions : '*in bonds and 

seisins," 62. 
Sel. sel\ sell, self. 
Seird. selVt, sold. 
Semple^ simple: "semple f oik " = himible 

folk, 233. 
Sen\ send. 
Set, (1) to set off, to start : '* while for the bam 

she sets,** 25 ; "for Hornbook sets,'* 59 : (2) 

to become, to suit: "it sets you ill,*' 6; 

" nane sets the lawn-sleeve sweeter," 19. 
Set, sat. 
Shachld, shapeless : '* how her new shoon fit 

her auld, shachl'd feet," 282. 
Shaird, a shred, a shard : " the hindmost 

shaird,"50. 
Shangan, a cleft stick: "hell clap a shangan 

on her tail " 63. 
Shanna, shall not. 

SAau/, shaUow: "an' Peebles shaol," 108. 
Shaver, a funny fellow: "he was an onoo 

shaver,*' 19. 
Shaw, a wood. 
Shaw, to show. 
Shearer, a reaper. 
Sheep-shank, " nae sheep-shank bane " » a 

person of no small importance, 47 ^ "nae 

sheep-shank ** = a person of no small import- 
ance, 61. 
Sheerly, absolutely, wholly : " priests wyte them 

sheerly," 134. 
Sheers, shears, scissors. ^ 
Sherra-moor, Sheriffmuir. 
Sheugh, a ditch, a furrow: "as ever lap a 

sheugh or dyke,** 2 ; " a ootter howkin m a 

sheugh,** 2; "they'll a' be trench*d wi' 

monie a sheugh," 58; "and reekin-red ran 

monie a sheugh,* ' 227. 
Sheuk, shook. 
Shiel, a shed : " the swallow jinkin round my 

shiel,**240. See also MUking-shiel. 
Shill, shrill. 
Shag, a shake : "an* gjed the infant warld a 

shog," 13. Cf.^ ** His gang garis all your 

chairaeris schog," Dunbu', On James Dog. 
Shoal, a shovel. 
Shaan, shoes. 
Shore, (1) to offer: "even as I was, he shor'd 

me," JW • '• an* shor'd them * Dainty Davie,' *' 

106 ; " I doubt na Fortune may yon shore," 
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131 ; (2) to menaoe, to threaten : '* had shored 
them with a glimmer of his lamp," 62 ; ** has 
shor'd the J&rk'e undoin," 64; ''an' shore 
him weel wi' * Hell/ " 129 ; '' if e'er Detrao- 
Hon shore to smit you,'' 190; ''like good 
mitherSf shore before ve strike,'* 151 ; " first 
shore her wi' a gentle kiss," 264. 

Short syne^ a little while ago : " as short syne 
broken-hearted," 237. 

Shouldna^ should not. 

SkoutheTy showther, shoulder. 

Shure,^ sheared, reaped: "Robin shore in 
hairst " 206. 

iSic, sucn. 

Simariy such, snob like, such kind of. 

Sicker J secure, finn, certain: "to keep me 
sicker," 57; "sicker score" = strict condi- 
tions, 113 ; " thy sicker treasure," 148. 

Sidelinsy siaeways: " sidelins sklented," 47. 

Siller, silver, money in general, wealth. 

5imm«-, summer. 

Sin, a son: " his sin gat Eppie Sim wi' wean," 
25. 

Sin\ since. 

Sinary, sundry. 

Singet, singed, " singet Sawnie," 112. 

Sinn, the sun : " the sinn keeks," 126. 

Sinn)/, sunny : " in the pride o' sinny noon," 242. 

Skaith, scaith, scathe, damage. 

SkcUth, to harm, to injure : think, wicked sin- 
ner, wha ye *re skaithing," 50 ; '* the Deil he 
oouldna sKaith thee," 276. 

Skeigh, skiegh, skittish : " when thou an' I were 
younep and skiegh," 27 ; " and Meg was 
skeigh," 208; "look'd asklent and unco 
skeigh," 272. 

Skellum, a good-for-nothing : " thou was a skell- 
um," 90 ; "ilk self-conceited oritic-skellum," 
119 ; " by worthless skellums," 127. 

Skelp, a slap : ' * skelp — a shot " = crack — a 
shot, 8 ; I gie them a skelp, as they 're 
creepin alang, 279. 

Skelp, (1) to spank, to slap, to strike : " to skelp 
and scaud jioor dogs like me,*' 12 ; '^ or else, 1 
fear, some ill ane skelp him," 42 ; " wi' your 
priest-skelping turns, '^ 112 j (2) to hasten, to 
move quickly : " cam skelpm up the way,'' 9 ; 
"skelpin barefit," 10; the words come 
skelpin rank an' file," 34 ; "Tam skelpit on 
thro' dub and mire," 91 ; " skelpin at it " = 
driving at it, 126 ; *' and barefit skelp," 131 ; 
(3) " skelpin jig an' reel " = dancing jig and 
reel, 147 ; (4) ** a skelpin kiss " =a sounding 
kiss, 102. 

Skfipte-limmer's'face, a technical term in female 
scolding (R. B.) : " ye little skelpie-limmerV 
face," 25. 

Skelvy, shelvy : "foaming down the skelvy 
rocks," 97. 

Skiegh, v. Skeigh. 

Skiriking, watery: "nae skinking ware," 72. 

Skinklin, small: " skinklin patches," 318. 

Skirl, to crv or sound shrilly, to squeal, to 
squall : " skirlin weanies," 5 ; loud skirPd a' 
the lasses," 24 ; " an' skirl up the JBan^or," 
6^$; "be screwed bis pipes, and gart them 
skirl." 91 ; " he skirl'd out Encore,'' 103. 



Sklentj a slant, a torn: " my notun *s tesn a 

sklent," 16. 
Sldent, (1) to slant, to sqnint: "wi' sklMitiB 

light,'^ 13; "an^ sklented on the man of 

mz," 13; (2) to cheat: "to lie an' skloat," 

47; (3) to cast obliquely: " brooio satire, side- 
lins sklented," 47; "an' sklent on porwty 

their joke," 128. 
Skoutht vent: "to gie thor malioe skooth," 

127. 
Shriechj a screech: "wi' numie an eldritdi 

skriech and hollo," 02. 8ee also Scniekin. 
Skrieghy acriegk, to scream, to whinny: " prance 

an' snore an' skriegh," 27. 
Skyrin, flaring: "skyrin tartan trews, man," 

227. 
Skyte, a dash, a sodden and violent shewer (the 

primary meaning of to skifte is to eject f oreiUy 

= to stool) : " when hailstanes drive wi' bitter 

skvte," 102. 
Slade, slid. 
Sloe, the sloe. 
Slap, (1) a breach inafenoe, an opening: "at 

sb^ the biUies halt a blink," 11 ; " to sliak 

thro' slaps." 14 ; " the mosses, waters, slaps. 

and styles," 90 : (2) a gate : " the sheep-hod 

steeks his faolung slap," 78. 
Slcuoy slow. 
Slee, sly, ingenions. 
Sleekity (1) sleek: "wee, sleekit, oow'rin. 

tim'rous beastie," 31; (2) crafty: '* sleekit 

Chatham WiU," 145. 
SliddWy, sHppery : " Fortune's slidd'ry ba'," .■«. 
Sloken, to stake: '* their hydra drouth did 

sloken," 117. 
Slypet, slipped: "an' slypet owre" = fallen 

smoothly over, 27. 
Sma\ small. 
Smeddum, a powder: "or fell, red smeddom,"* 

43. 
Smeek, smoke. 
Smiddy, smithy. 
Smoor\d, smothered. 
Smoutie, smutty. 
Smytrie, a large collection of small individnah, 

a litter : " a smytrie o* wee dnddie weans,** •«. 
Snakin, sneering: " wi' hingin lip an' snakin.*' 

110. 
Snapper, to stumble : " Blind Chance let her 

snapper and stoyte on her way," 279. 
Snashj abuse : " how they maun thole a faotor*t 

snash," 3. 
Snaw, snow. 
Snauj-broo, snow-broth or melted snow: '*tbe 

snaw-broo rowes," 61. Cf. "A man whose 

blood is very snow-broth," Shak., Measure fv 

Measure, i. 4. 
Sned, to lop, to cut : " an' legs, an' arms, an* 

beads wiU sned," 72 ; "I 'U sned besoms," 

145. 
Sneeshin mill, a snufiF-box: "the luntin pipe. 

the sneeshin mill," 3. 
SnelL bitter, biting: "snell and keen.'* 31; 

'' the snellest blast at mirkest houis," 2iVi. 
Snick, a latch: "when click 1 the string the 

snick did draw," 20 ; snick-drawinsr ^ schem- 
ing: " ye auld, snick-drawing dog," 13 ; **be 
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WanigKer: "be fei^'d 



talch. 
SnirtU, t ^- 

■leere," 100. 
Snood, a fillet voin hj maidena: "Hid lilkei 

nHwdii he K»e me iwb." 1i^>i. 
Snool. Ill to cringe, to crawl: "nwra pruud i 

nH»l,"a6; O) toaanb: " tlieTBuxil mB Hur,' 



Snooit. tagomoBothly sod a 



Uitlv: " thon 



■■ iMiooir'd »wb' " = toddlL 

SnouJiU, uiaffed (eiprernvn of (be Knuid nmde 

b; thfl dog's noul : " ■nuS'd and movkit." 2. 
Sodfrr, KigrT, a Kildier. 
8<mm, BDfuy, pleaauit, piod-nataredf joUyt 

" bia honeit. •onsie, luwBn't fa«e," 3 ; "on' 

niuMi wnuie." 2T; fair fa' ^our hoD«t, ton- 



" tha loniie quean," 1^ ; 



■•i-uk. miok : "and ay she took the tither 
took.." 23a, 

>■^U||^. V. Sowp, 

.•i-ntpU, gupplit, flexible: "lonple 
"■onple liil. ' 6"; "■onple jad." 
wbbler. a (dioemaker : "Sm>i 
Sonter Johnie,'* 111. 

oupe, A mp, a qnaotitT of liquid ; " vi' 
_ ..^ o hiul." H ; " the Boope (^ milk) thnr 
goJy h»*kie doea afford, 20; "sowpa o' 

"* MA.to bum or whittle in alow tone: "we 'U 

~der ; "sowtbw a' in deep de- 
" a niiiht o' enid fellovabip 

,"379. 

. to foretell: "to ipae jaat foKone." 

ApcuV*. ohipti : "a' tospaiU," mi's. 

Spairge, (1) to eptub : "epairgea about tho 

braBataDeo>»tie."rj; to ipattar: "anvne 

nut enry apaiitei." I'J. 
SlMc, spoke. 
Spalt., tpral, a flood : " the roaring: ipeat," 61 ; 

" bombaat spatea," 31S. 
Spapii, tho apavio. 
l^avil, apaTined. 
Sptan, to woan : " vad 

gviM).9S. 
Sptat. V. Spatf . 
Spctl. tn climb: " Moodia :_. __ 

door." 10: " anoe that GTe-an'-forty i 

■pMl'd," IH i "to spoel . . . the braea ■ 




SpUuehan, (1) tobacco-pouch made at maa aort 
of peltry: " DeU niak bta kineVluiad in ■ 
apleachui." 58; (2) (equivocaUy) : "hurt her 
apleuohan," 116. 

Sptore, {!> ■ frolic, a canmsal : "a randunt- 



p. 3MD, 
SpracAl'd, olambared 



kind of halberd, 103. See Notea. 
I apraobl'd np the 



SproUie, to scramble : " iprairl, and aprattle,' 

4a i " doep-lairin*, aprattle." 6H, 

rtJclrd, (peokled. 
BO- - " -'- - 



UYeI:r tune, a dance : •■ I 'to plw'd 






gat the (pring 
tho aprinK." ■fXti. 
Spriuir, (all of mota of aprit* 
" iprittie knowoai" 27. 



I kind u( nuh) : 



Spruih, (pi 
SpyRk. (tl 



a nialoh .- ' 



(It) fin, spirit : " a Jnaxi o* aponk,'^ lUti ; " life 

and (pank," 1-% 
SpHRjli'i, spirited : " a spuukie Norland billie," 

7. 
Sjiunih'r, liquor, nirita : " and apankie anoe to 

mak na melkxr. ' I2S. 
Spunkit, a iriU - o'- the - iriap, a jack-o'- 

lanthoni: " nuiaa-tmTenine apnnhies." i:(; 

"faya. ipnnkiea. kelpss," tjO. 
Spurtfe^ a stick used for stirring porridge, 

etc.: " apartle-blade " tntrA hatuoraasly of 

a sword), M. 
SgiuUtIt, to squat, to settle : " in mho* beKgar's 

hanffet aqoattle." 4.^. 
BlacktT, to stagRer. i 
;s.toddlin, 



'' except when drook 



wee-thing 

-bylai, 

_.. 'tthro' . , 

Stofigie, dim. of itaig |a 
Staio, a young bone. 
Slan", stand. 
5iaw, atone, 
^loiur, atiiiji. 
Slank, a ditol 

Mi ■ " 



Stan't, alood. 
Slap, to atop. 
SfappU. a stopple : " for bt* 

■tJHiple," t2S. 
Stan, atnmg: " an' thon i 

" baith wi^t tad atark." 172. 

dim. of Mara or ttar "ye twlnltUag 

-a bri){bt." H3. 

Slanu, stars: "ye hills, n 
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8iaw^ to surfeit, to disgust : ** olio that wad staw 
a sow," 72. 

Staw, stole : ** auld hermit Ayr staw thro* his 
woods,'' 21 ; ** the lasses staw frae *mang them 
a\" 24; "staw my rose," 243, 310j^*8taw 
the linin o%" 255 ; " staw a branch/' 320. 

Stechin^ cramming, stuffing: "the gentry first 
are stechin " 2 

SUek, a stitoL : " thro' the steeks," 2 ; " ne'er 
a wrang steek in them a', man," 170. 

Sleeky to shut, to close : " tneir solemn een may 
steek," 8; "steek their een," 24; "steek 
your gab for ever," 64: "the sheep-herd 
steeks his fauldiu^ slap,'' 78; "and bonie 
bosoms steekit " (i. e. closed in), 115. 

Steer, (1) to stir: "steer about the toddy," 11 ; 

(2) to rouse, to stir : " O, steer her up," 264 ; 

(3) to meddle with, to molest : " nae cauld nor 
hunger e'er can steer them," 4 ; " thy servant 
true wad never steer her," 110 : " the Deil, he 
danma steer," 122, 146; "misfortune sha'na 
steer thee," 276 ; (4) to move, to stir: " set a' 
their gabs a^teerin," 26. 

Steeve, stifiF, stanch, compact : " a filly, buirdly, 

steeve, an' swank," 26. 
Stell, a still. 
Sten, a leap: "foaming, Strang, wi' hasty 

stens," 82 ; " my heart to my mou gied a 

sten," 231. 
Sten^t, 8pran|2r: "thou never lap an' sten't an' 

breastit," 27. 
Stented, appointed : " my watchman stented," 7. 
Stents, assessments, dues, taxes: "an' a his 

stents,' 2 ; "how cesses, stents, and fees were 

rax'd," 145. 
Steyest, steepest : " the steyest brae thou wad 

hae fac't it," 27. 
Stibble, stubble. 

Stibbltyrig, chief harvester (with the hook), 25. 
Stick-an-stowe, completely: "ruin'd stick-an- 

stowe," 49. 
Stilt, limp : "liilch, an' stilt, an' jump," 34. 
Stimpart, " the eiglith part of a Winchester 

bushel " (R. B.) : "a heapet stimpart," 27. 
St irk, a voung bullock or heifer (more than one 

year old). 
Stock, a plant of cabbage or colewort. 
Stoited, stumbled: "down George's Street I 

stoited," 137. See also Stoyte. 
Stoiter. to stajrgrer : " stoiter'd up " = struggled 

up, H)4 ; ** stoit'ring out thro' the midden 

dub," 121. 
Stoor, (1) hoarse: "an eldritch, stoor *quaick. 

quuick,'" l.'i; (2) stem : '* a carlin stoor ana 

prim," 101. 
Stot, a steer. 
Stoun, stound, a sudden sharp pain :^ "life's 

various stounda," IM) ; "my heart it gae a 

stoun," 202 ; " the stound, the deadly wound," 

2:M). 
Stound, to ache, to smart : " my heart it stounds 

wi' ang-uish," 2.37. 
Stoure, dust. 
Stoure, conflict, strife. 
Stourie, dusty. 
Stown, stolen. 
Stoivnlins, by stealth : " Rob, stownlins, prie'd 



her bonie mou," 24 ; "an* stow'nlins we aaH 

meet again," 257. 
Stoyte, to staner: "let her snam>er and stoyte 

on her wayT" 279. See also Stoited. 
Strae deaths death in bed (t. e. on straw), 58. 
Straiky to stroke. 
StrcJc, struck. 



Strang, stron^^. 
Straugktj straight. 



Straught. to stretch: *^will stranffht on a 

boaid,^' 170. 
Streekit, stretched : " anoe ye were streekit owre 

frae bank to bank," 61; "streekit ont to 

bleach," 120. 
Striddle. to straddle, to stride : "striddle owie 

a rig '^ 46. 
Stroant, pissed, 2. 
Strunt. liquor: "a social glass o* stnmt," 3S; 

" a Oram o' guid strunt, '° 268. 
Strunt^ to strut : " ye stmnt rarelv,*' 43. 
Studdte, an anvil : till block an^ studdie ring 

an' reel," 5 ; " come o'er his studdie," 82. 
Stumpie^ dim. of stump (applied pJavfuUy to 

a worn qnill) : " doun gaed stmnme in the 

ink," 46. 
Sturt, worry, trouble : *' start and strife," 184, 

204. 
Sturt, to trouble, to vex : " ay the lees they hae 

to sturt them," 4. 
Sturtin, frighted J staggered: " tho' he was 

something sturtm," ^, 
Styme, the faintest outline : " or see a styme,** 

12-). 
Sucker, sugar : " gusty sucker," 5. 
Sud, should. 
Sugh, sough J a sough, a moan, a sound as of the 

wind, a sigh : " wi' waving sugh," 13 ; '* wi' 

angry sugn," 28; "the claiuring sugh of 

whistling wings," 60; "sough for soufi^," 

227. 
Sumph, a blockhead : ** ye surly somphs," 135. 
Sune, soon. 

Suthron, Southern (i. e. English). 
Swaird, the sward. 
SwaWd, swelled. 

Swank, limber : " steeve, an' swank." 26. 
Swankies, strapping fellows: "swankies young," 

1». 
Swarf, to swoon : " amaist did swarf, man.'' 

227. 
Swat, sweated. 
Swatch, a sample : " a chosen swatch," 10 ; *' a 

swatch o' Hornbook's way," 59; "a swatch 

o' Manson's barrels," 130. 
Swats, new ale : " reaming swats, that drank 

divinely," 91 : " the swats sae ream'd in Tam- 

mie's noddle, 91. 
Sweer, v. Dead-sweer, 
Swirl, a curl : " hung owre his hurdies wi' a 

swirl," 2. 
Swirl ie, twisted, knurgy : " a swirlie, auld moss- 
oak," 26. 
Swith, (1) hast« ! off and awav ! " then swith! 

an' get a wife to hug," 19 ; swith ! in som* 

beggar's hauffet squattle," 43; "swith I to 

the Laigh Kirk," 63 ; "swith awa," 252. 
S wither, hesitation, doubt : "a hank'nn? 
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williBi-," ai ! "I 't 



task o[U'\ 

Tor, tof. 
rw V. locil : 
Tatd. iua4 ; ' 
TatH. t^«u. 
Tnin 



.je QwjCiDBi tairga tham tigbtty," 

S*e Notai, p. 3a». 
Tot. in toko. 
r«W, luU. 

" the heat o' the tant>," aiS 



Tfl«o 









Tapiirt htn, (oiMteil hen) a pot or battle hold- 
ing abont three Kn^luh ouarta of cLuet ar 
tim: " tbv Uippet ben, gae bring her ben." ^1). 

Tap-pitktr. tha (fdud at the top 'if the utalk : 
"her tBiHnokle DuUBt was loit." 34. See 
NotMi. p. :&». 

TapHtilHTir. topaj-toTTj : 77, 3(», 

Torroic. (1) U> tarrj ttha oiiKinal Hnw in 
Henrnnn and the older wriMis. a secondary 
•eiue bsinetn bancle), to heiHate: "ifyon 

" that yat hae tarrow't at il. 19. 
Toitie, a cnu : " the nlver taiuie." £31). 

Taiid. bdd. 

Tainit. tFBotaUe : '* hunely. tairie, qoiet. on' 
' "37. 

(.loliah 

UwHoa,! 

\i.XQ. 
Tamltd, matted, with matted hair: " nae 

Uwtad ttke." 3 : " vi' tawted ket." IS. 
T'ofji, anuut iinanlitiee : " wi' (aata o' hay." 14. 
'I'm, vexaljon : 'mtnnwin in ShakMp«<aie. t. a, 

" at HOTaw and of t«en." Loit'i Laieir • 

Loti, IT. n) : *' aplte and Man." INi. 



T,.n^-,. 



thv ■] 

r™r. h—i: '-'tak'(or took] 
looklcan). 16.97. ItW. 



fidiUf-paff: "•oiBw ,yoni 
..r. , ('i> tha ngmlaHnc pm of 
whoel : " and ay tbm abook the 

-Uka [or 



31 



stalba," 77, 

TtHlirr, more watchfol: ''a lentier way.'* I IT. 

TtnllfM, oareUaa, beediesa: "tentlemi heml," 
111. ni. 

TeitfT {Old Pr. Tta. a headl. an eld .Scots 
ailier coin abual aiipence in laluet " till aha 
hwKan»at«ter,"lM. Cf. '■ Hold, here 'l ft 
t«atet for tbee," Sbak., 2 Htiav IV., iii, 3. 

TeutrA. tough. 

Ttvk. took. 

Thaek, thatch : " thaek and rape " = the cover- 
ing of a hotue, and therefore u*ed a* a niiuile 
for home oeceaitiea, 'i; " thack and rape" 



Thaim. Il) an intestine: " painch, tripe, or 
thaino,'' 73; <3) oaWut (a fiddlntriw': 

....._._ : ._.._!, ,^ );y , "„■„ ^e 

tA; "kittle hair on 
tnairma,' luo. 
TVcitK, thatched : "an' thavkit rishi," ia<. 
Tlwgitker, b«Mher. 
Thtmtti, Atmuit, ihemecWea, 
Tkick. T. Pack an' tkid.: 

Tliirvtiai. forhidding : " thieveleMi aneer." m. 
'"'* n. be^ng: " ■■ -■ - 



an' yotla. ' 1*1. 
TAiV, these. 
n>>J'rf,thrilled:" 



: Ihirl'd the beart-aErlne*," 



ore. to mffer; " tbole a faotor'a 
_ _ " thola ibe winter's ilaMy drib- 

hie." .V 1 *' tbole thnir blethers.' SI \ " tboU 
thfir mithi-r'a baa." laa ; "the Biaahs and 
banter we 're foned to thnla," IXl. 

Tluia 't. thou shalt. than wilt. 

Thont. tbaw. 

TSimJia, laiy '. 
thnwlvaa jad," 

TArono.dletowdvd: " Ui 



nroBO, (11 era' . , .. 

fit. thrUK," 10 : "tbiok aa' (hratw. II; Cil 
bun: "uiat were na thrauf at hama," 3: 
" aihlins Ihnuw a pariiamentln." 3 ; " thnui( 
winkin nn the Cum." 10. 

77krun<l. bnriW: " ouDipIinmtcd thnuig." IS j 
" are whistfing thnog," 10. 

nrani;, a thrcmgi " aff the gadty poor in 
tiranp." l" ; " ibe jovial thruic. IIW. 

T^rupulr. ibe windpini '. " bnl now sha (etcha 
at the thnppl", 1^1 1 "as Motlbar at hi* 
thrappls ahor'd." K^t. 

TAmw. twanty-fourshoBTOsofoom^ "adainian 



Thrant, a_ 
Tkrai 






" ahe tutna tbe key «i' < 



twiatW 
soaian twisting or bendiiK. 3.5 ; "cm* 
MairkinUy Ibiawn his hael." if' : "ilia onr 
belUm Uiniw," 711; "tlimw ■»uttn w.wdioa." 
IM; (3) to thwart: "the G>niiaii r.l.i..r in 
tbraw.nuui." 75: "did his Rinuiim ihiaw." 



nruv«, thtoea : 



a thraw Ihoi 

M tbe Ibnwa," ;^(l. 
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Threap^ maintain (with asseTeratioiis) : "wad 
threap aald folk the thing miBteuk," 49. 

Utreesome, by threes : ** there 's tfaxeeaome 
reels/' 249. 

Thretteen, thirteen. 

Thretty, thirty. 

Tkrissle. thistle. 

Tkristea, thirsted. 

Throuah : " mak to through ** =make good, 62. 

Throtyther, (through other) in oonfiudon : " ay 
a' throu^ther," 24. 

Thummart^ polecat, 108. 

Tight, girt, prepared : " he should been tight 
that aanr't to raize thee,** 26. 

TUL to, 

TilVd, till it, plough it : '* I maun till'd again," 
270. 

TUVi, to it. 

Timmer, (1) timber ; (2) material (as also timber 
in English), '* the timmer is scant, when je 're 
taen for a saunt " = the saintly material is 
scant when you are taken for one, 112. (Some 
wiseacres affirm the meaning to be tAe wood 
(for the gallows) t< scant : but Q) if this were 
the meaning the article " the '' would be su- 
perfluous; (2) it is absurd to suppose that 
there was uien not wood enough to erect a 
gallows; (3) wood was less essential than a 
rope, and (A) ** material " is quite a eommon 
meaning of ^* timmer.") 

Tine, tyne, (1) to lose, (2) to be lost. 

Tinkler, a tinker. 

Tint, lost : '' tint as win " = lost as soon as won, 
250. 

Tip, V. Toop, 

Tippence, twopence. 

Tippenny, two-penny ale: **wi' tippenny we 
fear nae evil, 91. 

Tirl, (1) to strip, to uncover, to unroof : ** tirlin 
the kirks," 12: ''tirl the bullions to the 
birses," 153; (2) to rattle: ''tirl'd at your 
door," 185; "tirl'd at the pin," 253. See 
Notes, p. 345. 

Tither, the other. 

Tittlin, whispering : '' a raw o' tittlin jads," 10. 

Tocher, dowry. 

Tocher, to give a dowry. 

Tod, the fox. 

To-fa\ the faU : " to-fa' o' the night," 166. 

Toom, empty. 

Toop, tip, a tup, a ram. 

Toss, a toast : ^' the toss o' Ecdefechan," 254. 

Tousie, shaf;:gy : *' his tousie back," 2 ; '' a tou- 
sle tyke," 91. 

Tow, (1) flax, (2) a rope. 

Towmond, towmont, a twelve-month. 

Towsing, tousling, rumpling (equivocal) : " tows- 
ing a lass i* my daffin," 104. Of. *' Damn me 
if he sha'thave the tousling of her," Fielding, 
Tom Jones. 

Toyte, to totter: '' toyte about wi' ane anither," 
27. 

Tozie, tipsy : " the tone drab," 102. 

Trams, shafts (of a barrow or cart) : '' baith the 
trams are broken," 114. 

Trashtrie, small trash : *' sauce, ragouts, an' sic 
like trashtrie," 2. 



fi 



SBT. 



Trews, tronsen: **skjriii tartan tiews. 

See also T^nmse. 
7V^, neat, trim :*' the lads sae triff," 24 :" adl 

trig an' braw/^9 : *' he sae triff lap &er Hm 

rig," 237; ''ViIHe's wife is nae sae tris^» 

244. 
ZWn'^e, a wheel (eipecrially of a i^iisel-banow)^ 

114. 
Troqgin, warcs : ** buy braw trogBiii^" 167. 
J^vke, to barter, to ezehange: wi' yon 

friendship I will trok^^HSs. 
Trouse, trousers: *'will be him tronae and 

doublet," 264. See also 2Veicw. 
Trowth, truth. In truth I 
TVuste, a fair, a oatUe-market : ** to trystes an* 

fairs to driddle," 105 ; '*thd tryste o^Dalsai^ 

nook," 282; *'he gaed wi' Jeanie to His 

tryste," 297. See Notes, p. 316. 
TVystocf^ appointed, agreed npom : " the trjsted 

liistin, trysHng, meeting : " trystin time," 297 ; 

^ trysting thorn," 272. 
IWyie, tvizie, a squabble, a broil: "in kae 

tulrie." 50 ; " The Holy Tulyie." 107 : *Tlie 

tulyie 's tengh 'tween Fitt and Fax,'' 120; 

'' amid this mighty tulyie," 163. 
Twa, two. 
7\oqfaii/<f, two-fold, double: "he hirplea twa- 

fainld " — he hobbles bent double, 212. 
Twal, twelve; "the twal"=twelve atmi^t, 

59. 
Twalpennie worth = a penny worth (steriing), 3. 
Twang, a twinge, 118. 
Twa-tnref, two or three. 
Tway, two : " ne'er a ane but tway," IGO. 
Twin, twine, to deprive, to rob : twins . . . o' 

half his days," 6 ; " may twin anld Scotland 

o' a life," 153 ; " has twin'd ye o' your stately 

trees," 319. 
Twisde, a twist, a wrench : " the Lord^s caos^ 

gat na sic a twistle," 108. 

'/ke, a dog. 

pte, V. Tine, 

fsday, Tyseday, Tuesday. 

Ulzie, oil : " wi' powther and wi' ulzie," 115. 

Unchancy, dangerous: *'an' mair uncshaney,'* 
128. See also Wanchancie. 

Unco, remarkably, uncommonly, very. 

Unco, (1) strange : ^' unco folk," 203 ; f^) remark- 
able, uncommon. 

Uncos, strange things, wondeis, news : " each 
tells the uncos that he sees or hears," 29. 

Unkend, unknown. 

Unsicker, nnsecnre, uncertain : " feeble, and un- 
sicker.*' 148. 

Unskaithed, unscathed, unhurt. 

Usquabae, usquebae, whisky. 

Vauntie, vain, proud : " and she was Tanntie," 

92 ; " vauntie o' mv hi^," 135 ; " yoor letter 

made me vauntie,'' 144. 
Vera, very. 
Virls, ferrules, rings (suoh as those aroand the 

endis of canes, etc.) : " virls and whirlygi- 

gums," 60. 
Vtttel, vittUt (victual) (1) provisions : "a' my 
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winter vitUe/' 26G ; (2) grain : '' a' the vittel 
in the yard,** 126. 
Vogie^ yain : '" and tow bat I was rogie," 206. 

Wa\ waw^ a walL 

Wab^ a web. 

Wabster, a wearer. 

Wad, to wager: **I'll wad my new plengh- 

petUe,"7r^*I'Uwad a groat," 59; ^wada 

boddle/' 61. 
Wad, to wed : ** and or I wad anither jad/' 

238. 
Wad, would, would hare. 
Wad *a, would hare. 
Wadna, would not, would not have. 
Wadset, a mortgage : ** here *8 a little wadset," 

168. 
Wae, woful, sorrowful (alM> used saroastioally). 
Woe, woe : ** wae *8 me " =» woe ib to me. 
Waesucks, alas ! ** waesuoks I for him that gets 

naelaas/Ml. 
Wae wcrth, woe befalL 
Wair, V. Ware, 
Wale, to choose. 
Wale, choice. 
Walie, w€Uy, wawlte, ample, large, robust: 

'* walie nieve," 72 ; *^ae winsome wenoh ard 

wawUe," 92 ; '' waUe nieres," 244 ; *' this waly 

boy," 304. 
Wallop, to more quickly but dumsilr : ^* may 

Envy wallop in a tether," 49 ; wallopM 

about the zeel," 121 ; '' wallop in a tow," 238 ; 

See Notes, p. 339. 
Waly, good fortune, prosperity : " waly fa' " =» 

may good fortune Defall, 270. 
Wame, the belly. 
Wam^ou, bellyful. 
Wan, won. 
Wanchancte, dangerous: **that rile, wanehan- 

cie thing — a rape," 15. See Unchancy, 
Wanrestfu^, restless: '' wanrestfu' pets,*^ 14. 
Ware, wair, to spend, bestow : ** ana ken na how 

to ware *t," 32 : ** to ware his theologio oare 

on," 144 ; ''tho^ wair*d on WiUie ChiOmers," 

131. 
Ware, worn: *' gratefully be ware," 135. 
Work, work. 
Wttrk4ume,y, iMme, 
WarV, warld^ world. 
Warkiek, a wuard. 
WtMrPy, warldly, worldly. 
Warr€Ln, warrant. 
Wane, worse. 
War$U, warsdf, wrestle. 
Wast, west. 

Wattrie, waste : ** downright wastrie,** 2. 
Wat, wet. 
Wat, wet, know. 

Water- fit. water-foot (the rirer's month), 10. 
Water-kelpies, v. Kelpies. 
Wauble. to wobble : ^ ran them till they a* did 

wauble," 27. 
Waught, a deep draught: *^a right gmd-wilUe 

waught," 252. 
Wauk, to awake, to watoh. 
Wauken, to waken. 
Waukin^ awake, watching. 



Waukit, homy, (with toil) : ** my waukit loof ," 

20. 
Waukrife, wakeful : *' till waukrife morn," 83 ; 

*' waukrife winkers," 134 ; ** a waukrife min- 

nie," 228 ; ''the waukrife oock," 228. 
Waw, worse. 
Wattr, to worst, to beat : ** might aiblins wanr't 

thee for a brattle," 27: ''and faith! he*ll 

waur me," 57 ; '* waur them a\" 161. 
Wean, (wee one) a child. 
Weanies, babies: ''when skirlin weanies see 

the light," 5. 
Weary fa'', woe befall. 
Weason, the weasand, the wind|npe. 
Wecht, a leaUieiHsoTered hoop, resembling a 

sieve, but without holes, used for winnowing 

grain : " three weohts o' naething," 25. See 

JNotes, p. 329. 
Wee, little. 

Wee, a little, a short space or time. 
Wee-things, children, 24, 28. 
Weel, well. 

Weel-faured, well-favoured. 
Weel-gaun, well-going. 
Wed-haih'd, well-saved: "her weel-hain*d 

kebbuck," 30 ; " weU-hain*d gear," 62. 
Weepers, strips of cambric or muslin worn on 

the sleeves as a badge of mourning: "anld 

oantie Kyle may weepers wear," 41. 
Weet, wet. 
Weet, to wet. 
Werena, were not. 
We ^se, we shall, we will. 
Westlin, western. 
Wha, who. 
Whaizle, wheeze: "an* gar't them whaizle," 

27. 
Whalpit, whelped. 
Wham, whom. 
Whan, when. 

Whang, a large slice : " in monie a whang," 10. 
Whang, flog: "and gloriously she'll whang 

her,*' 63. 
Whar, whare, whtntr, where. 
Wha ^s, whase, whose. 
What for, whatfore, wherefore, why : " what for 

no'*^= why not, 133. 
Whatna, what, what kind of, (partly in ocm- 

tempt) : " whatna day o' whatna style," 304. 
What reck, what matter, nevertheless: "but 

yet, what reck, he at Quebec," 75 ; " when I, 

what reck, did least ezpeek,'' 237. 
fTAatt, whitUed, 126. See Notes, p. 339. 
Whaup, the curlew, 124. See Notes, p. 339. 
Whawr, where. 
Wheept V. Penny-wkeep. 
Wheep, to jerk: "to see our elbncks wheep," 

64. 
Whid, a fib : " a rousing whid at times to vend," 

57. 
Whiddin, scudding: "an' morning poussie 

whiddin seen," 44 ; " ye "»«"^^"« whiddin 

through the glade/' 82. 
Whids, gambols: "jinkin hares, in amorous 

whids,'^ 48. 
Whigmdeeries, crotchets: '* whigmeleeries in 

your noddle," 61. 
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Whingin, whining: " if onie whiggish, whingin 

sot/' 84. 
Whins, furze : *' thro' the whins, an' [and] by 

the cairn," 26. 91. 
WhirlygigumSy nourishes, 60. 
Whisht, silence : ^* held my whisht " = kept 

silence, 20. 
WhissU, a whistle. 
Whissle, to whistle. 
Whitter, a hearty draught : " tak our whitter," 

45. 
WhittUf a knife. 

Whyles, sometimes, now and then. 
W.with. 

Wide: '' wick a bore," 67. See Notes, p. 333. 
Wi*s, with his. 
irr^ with it. 
Wida\fu\ deserving the halter: "awiddifn*, 

bleerit knurl," 313. 
Widdle, a wnggle, a struggle : " the weary 

widdle," 128, 134. 
Wiel, a whirlpool: ^'whyles in a wiel it dim- 

pPt," 26. 
Wight, strong, stout, yaliant, aotiye: '* wight 

an' wilfu','^114: " wight and stark " 172. 
Wighter, comp. of wigm: "five wighter oar- 

lins," 160. 
Wilcat, a wildcat. 

Willyart, bashful : " willyart glow'r," 117. 
Wimple, to meander. 
Win, won: "tint as win" =lost as soon as 

won, 250. 
Winn, to winnow : ^* to winn three weohts o' 

naething," 25. 
Winna, will not. 
Winnin, winding : ** the warpin o't, the winnin 

o't," 255. 
Winnock, window. 
Winnock-bunker, v. Bunker, 
WinU, wound (did wind) : "an' ay she win't," 

24. 
Wintle, a stagiprer, a reel, a roll : " tnmbl'd wi' 

a wintle," 25. 
Wintle, (1) to stagger: " wintle like a saumont- 

coble," 27; (2) to wriggle: "wintle in a 

woodie," 116 ; '' that wintles in a halter," 194. 
Winze, a curse : "loot a winze," 26. 
Wiss, wish. 
Won, to dwell: "there was a wife wonn'd in 

Gookpen," 265 : " there wons auld Colin's 

bonie lass," 2G8 ; "Auld Rob Morris that 

wons in yon glen," 271. Cf. "The wild 

beast, where ne wons," Milton, Paradise 

Lost, vii. 457. 
Wonner, a wonder, a marvel, (sometimes used 

contemptuously), " blastit wonner," 2, 43. 



TToo', wool. 




in a woodie," 116. 
Woodies, tm, withes: " sangh woodies," 14A. 
Wooer-babsi lore-knots (tied in the gaiters), 

24. 
Wordy, worthy : "wordy of a gnM," T2 ; "a 

wordy bM«b," 114. 
Worset, wonted: "her biaw, new, wonet 

apron," 25. 
Worth, V. Woe worth. 
Wrack, wreck, deetmotion, ruin. 
Wrang, wrong. 



Wud. mad, angry, 



as wnd as wnd esB 



. .uou, -H>e«^f ragmg: 

be,^' 5 ;" like onie wad bear," 246. Seealso 

Red-md. 
Wumble. a wimble, a gimlet: "gle^ as onie 

wumbie," 41. 
Wyiiecoat, undervest, 44. 
TfVe, blame : " Had I the wyte ? " « Was I to 

blame?252. 
Wyte, to blame, to reproaoh, " to wyte her 

coantrymen," 5; ^priests wyte them 

sheerly," 134. 

Yard, a ^larden, a stackyard. 

Ycnid, a mde, an old mare : " anH grey yand,'* 
166, 167r 

Y eatings, coevals: "my dear-remember'd, an- 
cient yealings." 62. 

Yearth, v. Yera, 

Yell, dry (milkless) : "as yell's the biU.'* 
13. 

Yerd, yird, yearth, earth : " their green beds in 
the yerd '*^ 233. 

yerXrit, jerked : "yerkit up sublime," 16. 

Yerl, Earl. 

Ye '«e, ye shall. 

Yestreen, last night. 

jTett a Grate« 

Yeuk. to itch : " If Warren Hastinga' neck was 
yeukin," 146 ; "yeuks wi' joy," 148. 

YiU, ale. 

Yill-caup.y. Caup. 

Yird, V. Yerd, 

Yokin, (yoking) as much work as is done bv 
the draught animals at one time, a spell : "a 
vokin at the plough," 135 ; " a hearty yokin at 
^sang about, ^ " 44. 

' Yont, beyond. 

Yowe, ewe. 

Yowie, dim. of ewe. 

Yule, Christmas. 
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Aberf eldy, 203. 

Adair, I)r. James M*Kittriokt 209. 

Adam, Robert, 59. 

Adamhill, TA 343. 

Alton, the river^Jt?. 

Aiken, Andrew Hunter, 39. 

Aiken, Miss Grace, 330. 

Aiken, Peter Freeland, 39. 

Aiken, Robert, zxivn., xlyin., lin., 99, 109, 

114,330,337,343. 
Ailaa Crai^, 346. 
Ainslie, Miss, of BerrywelL 185. 
Ainslie, Robert, zlyii, 1 ana notes. 
Alexander, Miss Wilhelminia, 305. 
Allan, the river, 346. 
Alloway, xiv, xri, 88-90. 
Anderson, D., of dt. (Jermains, 342. 
Anderson, J., of St. Qermains, 342. 
Annan, .'Ul. 
Argyle, Duke of, 224. 
Armour, Jean^s father, zxzri and note, xzzyii, 

xli, 234. 
Armour, Adam, 115.^ 
Armour, Jean, xxzri-xlii, xIt, xItu, xlix-li, 2, 

9 34, 39, 77. 116, 171, 194, 248, 303, 336, 340. 

See Bums, Mrs. Robert. 
Arnold, Matthew, 334. 
Atboll, Duke of, 96. 
Auld, Rev. William, zxzri n., 41, 109, 336, 337, 

'MO. 
Ayr, jnrii, xlvin., 68, 110, 111. 
Ayr, the river. 204, 332. 
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[The, first lines qf Choruses to Songs are included in this Index] 



A fig for those by Uw protected, 107. 
A Ouid New-Year I wish thee, Maggie, 26. 
A head, pare, sinless quite of brain and soul, 186. 
A hii^land lad my love was bom, 104. 
A laasie all alone was making her moan, 250. 
A little, nnright, pert, tart, tripping wignt, 181. 
A rose-bna, by my early walk, 213. 
A slave to Lovers onbounded sway, 259. 
A' the lada o' Thomiebank, 208. 
A* ^e wha live by sowps o^ drink, 40. 
Adieu I a heart-warm, fond adieu, 53. 
Admiring Nature in her wildest grace, 98. 
Adown winding Nith I did wander, 277. 
Ae day, as Death, that gruesome carl, 194. 
Ae fond kiss, and then we sever, 237. 
Afar the illustrious Exile roams, 154. 
Again rejoicing Nature sees, 77. 
Again the silent wheeb dF time, 72. 
Ah, Chloris, since it may not be, 313. 
Ah, woe is roe, mv Mother dear, 171. 
All hail, inexorable lord, 39. 
All villain as I am — a damnM wretch, 180. 
Altho* he has left me for greed o* the siller, 315. 
Altho^ ray back be at the wa", 2G0. 
Altho^ my bed were in yon muir, 301. 
Altho^ thou maun never be mine, 281. 
Amang the trees, where hamming bees, 308. 
Among the heathy hills and ragged woods, 99. 
An honest man here lies at rest, 194. 
An somebodie were come ^ain, 221. 
An ye had been whare I hae been, 229. 
An' Charlie he *s my darling, 253. 
An' O, for ane-and-twenty, Tam, 239. 
An' O my Eppie, 227. 
Ance crowdie, twice crowdie, 270. 
Ance mair I hail thee, thou gloomy December, 
2f>3. 

And i '11 kiss thee yet, yet, 213. 

And maun I still on Menie doat, 77. 

Anna, thy charms my bosom fire, 95. 

As cauld a wind as ever blew, 1K7. 

As down the bam they took their way, 316. 

As father Adam first was fooPd, 53. 

As I cam doon the banks o' Nith, 162. 

As I cam o'er the Caimey mount, 2r)8. 

As I gaed down the water-side, 224. 

As I gaed up by yon gate-end, 313. 

As I stood bv yon roofless tower, 250. 

As I was walking up the street, 270. 

As Mailie, an' her lambs thegiiber, 14. 

As on the banks of winding Nith, 318. 

As Tam the chapman on a day, 194. 

Ask why Grod made the gem so small, 187. 

At BrownhUl we always get dainty good cheer, 

187. 
^Lild Chnckie Reekie 's sair distreet, 119. 



Auld comrade dear and brither Boner, 14& 
Awa', WhigB, awa% 223. 
Awa wi' your belles and yomr bemntiea, 277. 
Awa wi' your witohoraft o' Beauty's alanoL 

277. 
Ay waukin, O, 217. 

Bannocks o' bear meal, 260. 

Beauteous Rosebud, young and gmj, 9S. 

Behind yon hills where Lugar flows, 76. 

Behold the hour, the boat arriTe, 2^ 312. 

Below thir stsiies lie Jamie's bsmes, 54. 

Beycmd thee, dearie, beyond thee, dearie, SSL 

Bless Jesus Christ, O Caidoneas, 197. 

Blest be M*Muido to his latest day, 178. 

Blythe, blsrthe and meny was she, 211. 

Blyihe hae I been on yon hiU, 278. 

Bonie lassie, will ye go, 203. 

Bonie wee tning, cannie wee thing, 236. 

Braw, braw lads on Yarrow braes, 271. 

Bright ran thy line, O Galloway, 189. 

But lately seen in gladsome green, 261. 

But rarely seen since Nature°s birth, 193. 

But warily tent when ye come to court me, 202. 

Buy braw troggin, 167. 

By Allan stream I chanc'd to rove, 278. 

By love and by beauty, 227. 

By Oughtertyre grows the aik, 211. 

By yon castle wa* at the dose of the day, 233L 

Ca' the yowes to the knowes, 224, 292. 

Can I cease to care, 290. 

Canst thou leave me thus, my Katie, 278. 

Carl, an the King come, 221. 

Cauld blows the wind frae east to west, 206. 

Cauld is the e'enin blast, 269. 

Cease, ye prudes, your envious ndling, 1H5. 

Clarinda, mistress of my soul, 215. 

Come boat me o'er, come row me o'er, 212. 

Come, bumpers high 1 express your joy. ^^ll. 

Come, let me take thee to my breast, 279. 

Comin thro' the rve, poor body, 252. 

Contented wi' little and cantie wi' mair, 279. 

Crai^darroch, fam'd for speaking artt 182. 

Crochallan came, 182. 

Curs'd be the man, the poorest wretch in fife« 

187. 
Curse on ungrateful man, that can be pleased, 

171. 

Daughter of Chaos' doting years, 154. 

Dear , I '11 gie ye some advice, 184. 

Dear Peter, dear Peter, 146. 
Dear Sir, at onie time or tide, 142. 
Dear Smith, the slee'st, pawkie thief, 16. 
Deluded swain, the pleasure, 273. 
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Dirs wan the baU at Old narlaio, I'». 
Uava baoKhCT 0»il invaaioD ihtHt, 3I>6. 
D«t auk me wby 1 nnd thee here. 3IS. 
DiMt tbau not rue. inilie&Bnt Shade, ITT. 
Doncan Gray cam here tu woo. 2Td. 
Dwellec in yon (liui)[ean dark, SI. 



, T3. 



Edina I Scotia^fl darling bea 

Eniy, it thj jaundioeaBye, 
Expect na, lir. in *'-' 

Pair EmpreM of the Poet's Bonl, IXh 

Pail [a'^anr hoaeit. soiuie fane, T.i- 

Fair maid, yon need not take the hint, IBS. 

Fair the face of orient day. ;ni, 

Faireat maid on Devoa banlu, 2tK>. 

Far«veel to a' our Scottiah fame. ^5. 

Ftuevell. dear friend ! may Koid Inck hit yon, 

130. 
Farewell, old Scutia'a bleak domain, ITS. 
FanweU, thoa fair daj, thoa gw«ea earth, and 

Farewell, thou itieam that windiiiK flowi.SSn. 
Fatewall to the Highlandi, farewell to the 

North, 223. 
Farewell, ye dongeoni dark and stronK, 301. 
Fate gave the word — the arrow sped, 22B. 
Fill ma with the roay wine, IWt. 
Fintiy. my atay in worldly rtrifo. 182, 
Flt«t, when Maggie vaa tny cam, 'Si. 
Flow gently, aveet Afton, amon^ thy grven 



For shame, IW. 
For thee a Uughing Nature gay. 3in. 
Forlorn, my loie, no comfort near, 'JiS. 
Fourteen, a aomieteer thr praiaea sings, 180. 
Frae the frienda and land I lore, 231. 
Friday first's the day appointed, IK. 
Friend of the Poet Cried and leal, 147. 
From the wbtte-bloOMnn'd eloe my dear CMoris 

reqaestMl, HW. 
From thee, Elica, I most eo. .'i.1. 
Prum those drear aolitudva and frowsy cells, 



OaiN is the day. and mirk '■ the night, 333. 

Gat re me, O. gat ^e m*. 3M. 

Oo, fetch to me a pint o' wine. 2X1. 

Gntcia. ihun nrt a man uf trortli. 102. 

GtADt me. indolgeut Heaven, that I may live. 

IW. 
Oman i^row the raabes, O, T7. 
Onde pity rne. bKaiue 1 'm litUe. )tfl. 
Onid e'en to you, kiinm-r, 364. 
Onid-momiu tn your Klajeaty. 1*. 
Quid speed and fnrder to you, Johaie, 12S. 

Kn ', whare ye t>«uu. rr cmwlin terlie, 43. 
H*dla«v;.vm 

Had [ thr wytu 7 hod 1 tie wytc. 1M2. 



« 



Hark, the I „ ., 

Has anid EilmariKick seen the Ueil, W, 

He clenah'd hie pamphlets in his fiat, IM. 

Be looked, IMO. 

He who of Kankine sane, liw itilT and dtriil 

IBH- 
Health to the Haiwella' vet'nm Chief, llti. 
Hear, land u' Cakes, and brithec ijoota, M. 
Heard ve o' the Tree o' Fninoe 3S0.i 
Bee balou, my tweet wee Donald. 2X0. 
Her daddie forbad, her minnie forbad, 206. 
Her flowing looks, tlie ravm'e wing, HiK. 
Here awa, there awa, waoderinic Willie, STtL 
Here brewer Qabriel t fire 'i extinot. IW. 
Here ciunng, swearine Unrlon lies, lit' 
Here Ho^WiUie'e aair won. day. l!tt. 
Here ia the {den, and hen the bower. 3T3. 
Here lie Willie Michie's banea. lUti. 
Here lies a mock Manguia, whose litlM 

Here lies Boebesd amang the dead, WS. 
Hera liea in earth a root of Bell, IIIM. 
Here lies John Bnshby — buiiest mau, 1!M. 
Here liea Johnie Pigeon. UK. 
Here lies, now a prey to ininlting nei^leot. KT. 
Here lyeawith ththe aold Griziel Gnmme, IW. 
Hero 'a a bottle and an honsst man. WT. 
Here '■ a health lo aDe I kie dear, 2)«. 
Here 'a a health lo them that 's awa, 313. 
Here '■ to Uiyhealth. my bonie laH. X2. 
Here Souter Hood iu Death data eleep, f4. 
Here Stewarta onoe in gWy rvi^'d, IM. 
Here, where the Seottish Mnae immortal Uvea. 

Hey, «i' tbri)', ea' thre', 248. 

Hey the dusty miller, 307. 

Hey tntti, taiti, »W. 

His faoe with smile eternal dr<M. 186. 

How can my poor hoart be ^lad. '^O. 

Bow cold ia that boaom which Polly onoe fttwd. 

lirj. 
Bow cmel ue the pnn-nts. 3i*l. 
How danr ye oa' me " Uowlet-faoe." 188. 
Bow Ung and dreary ia the night, 211. 
How. "libeity:" Girl, can H be by ttw* 

nam'd. 190. 
Ho* pleasant the banks of tiw clear wimdiaK 

Dev™. -Ml. 
How Wiidom and FoUy meet. mix. and nldla, 

ISO. 



a Bard, of no reguj, lOt. 
a fiddler to luy trade, KID. 
a keeper uf lli« law, 124. 
a son of Mara, who have been it 



my maminlo's ae haim, :913. 



i bouj^it my wife a ■Ibuk 0' tiul. £M. 

I call uo Onddew tn inapitw my iitraiu. II 

1 cott a etane 0' baalook woo, SM, 

1 do ennfMH thoa art sae fur. 3M, 

1 dream'd I lay where flowen 

ao7. 




3^4 
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I fee'd a man at MarHnmaB, 248. 

I gaed a waefn* gate yestreen, 290. 

I gaed up to Dunse^ 266. 

I gat your letter, wusome Willie, 47. 

I had sax owsen in a plengh, 265. 

I hae a wife o' my ain, 238. 

I hae heen at Crookieaen, 2**^5. 

I hold it, ISir, my boanden dutjr, 129. 

I lang hae thought, my yonthfii' friend, 39. 

I 'U ay ca' in by yon town, 257. 

I 'm now arrived — thanks to the Gods, 316. 

I *m o^er youi^, I 'm o'er yoni^, 203. 

I *m three times doubly oer^onr debtor, 127. 

I married with a scolding wire, 319. 

I mind it weel, in early date, 135. 

I murder hate hj field and flood, 188. 

I never saw a fairer, tiOS, 

I once was a maid, tho^ I cannot tell when, 103. 

I rede you, beware at the hunting, yoong men, 

306. 
I me the day I sought her, 0, 219. 
I see a form, I see a face, 284. 
I sing of a Whistle, a Whistle of worth, 100. 
I tell you now this ae night, 295. 
If thou should ask my loye, 220. 
If ye gae up to yon hul-top, 109. 
If you rattle along like your mistrees's tongne, 

1<J0. 
Hi-fated genius ! Heayen-taughtFergnsson, 176. 
In coming by the brig o' Dye, 208. 
In honest Bacon's ingle-neuk, 146. 
In Mauchline there dwells six proper young 

belles, 171. 
In politics if thou wouldst mix, 188. 
In Se'enteen Himder 'n Forty-Nine, 191. 
In simmer, when the hav was mawn, 241. 
In Tarbolt.on. ye ken, there are proper young 

men, 169. 
Li this strange land, this uncouth clime, 139. 
In vain would Prudence with decorous sneer, 

183. 
In wood and wild, ye warbling throng, 196. 
Inhuman man ! curse on thy bub^rous art, 93. 
Instead of a song, boys, I 'il give you a toast, 

158. 
Is there a whim-inspired fool, 55. 
Is there for honest poverty, 294. 
Is this thy plighted, fond regard, 278. 
It is na, Jean, thy bonie face, 235. 
It was a' for our rightfu' kinjg, 262. 
It was in sweet Senegal, 246. 
It was the charming month of May, 282. 
It was upon a Lammas night, 51. 

Jamie, come try me, 219. 

Joc'kie 's ta'en the jMuting kiss, 268. 

John Anderson my jo, Jonn, 22^^. 

Kemble, thou ciir'st mj unbelief, 191. 
Ken j'e ought o' Captain (>rose, 122. 
Kilmarnock wabstc^rs, fidge an' claw, 63. 
Kind Sir, I 've read your paper through, 145. 
Know thou, O stranger to the fame, 54. 

I^ady Onlie, honest lucky, 208. 

Lament him. Mauchline husbands a'. 195. 

Lament in rhyme, lament in prose, 15. 



Landlady, eonnt the lawin, 210. 

Lan^ hae we parted been, 218. 

Lassie wi' the lint-white looks, 289. 

Last May a braw wooer eun down the hm 

glen, 282. 
Late oripprd of an arm, and now a log, tt. 
Let loove sparkle in her e'e, 316. 
Let me zyke up to di^t that tear, 106. 
Let not women e'er oomidain, 274. 
Let other heroes boast their soara, 116. 
Let other poets raise a fraeas, 5. 
Life ne'er exalted in so rich a vrixe, 176. 
Light Uy the earth on Billie's oreaatj 197. 
Ixme on the bleaky hills, the ata^yvag floeks, 

175. 




Lord, to account who does Thee call, 188. 
Loud blaw the frosty breeies, 207. 
Louis, what reck I oy thee, 252. 
Lovely was she by the dawn, 282. 

Malljr 's meek, Mally 's sweet, 270. 
Biark yonder pomp of costly radiioa, 294. 
Maxwell, if merit here vou crave, 190. 
Meet me on the Warlock Knowe, 283. 
Mild zephyrs waft thee to life's imrihmt ahoM, 

182. 
Musing on the roaring ocean, 211. 
My blessings on ye, honest wife, 184. 
My bonie lass, I work in brass, 105. 
My bottle is a holy pool, 188. 
My Chloris, mark how green the groves, 288. 
My curse upon your venom'd stai^, 118. 
My father was a farmer upon the Carfick 

border, O, 302. 
My godlike friend — nay, do not stare, 140. 
My Harry was a gallant gay, 216. 
My heart is a-breaking, dear tittie, 230. 
My heart is sair — I dare na teU, 254. 
My heart is wae, and unco wae, 307. 
My heart 's in the Highlands, my heart is not 

here, 223. 
My heart was ance as blythe and free, 302. 
My honor'd Colonel, deep I feel, 147. 
My lady's gown, there 's gairs upon 't, 267. 
My lord a-hunting he is gane, 267. 
My lord. I know, your noble ear, 96. 
My lov'd, my honor'd, much respected friend, 

28. 
My love, she 's but a lassie yet, 219. 
My love was bom in Aberdeen, 225. 
My Pegey's face, my Peggy's form, 264. 
My Sandy gied to me a nng, 216. 
My Sandy O, my Swidy O, 216. 
Myra, the captive ribband 's mine, 222. 

Nae gentle dames, tho' ne'er sae fair, 205. 

Nae heathen name shall I prefix, 137. 

Near me, near me, 218. 

No churchman am I for to rail and to write, 79. 

No cold approach, no alter'd mien, 315. 

No more of your guests, be they titled or ooi, 

192. 
No more, ye warblers of the wood, no more, 

179. 
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wnlptui'd marble h«re, dut pompims 1 

n. 

■ODK nor daiH-t! I hnag bom yon gmn a 
Attic ■hell, 158. 



No Spuian tube, no Attic iIibII 
N.I .•iwwart »rt thou, Galloirs;, 

Now hapW down von Ksy 

N„i«U«dilifonak«tW 



uigel f acv, XEt. 
itla blytha Nsture Hrmyi, 



Now, KiudmIv, il fa 
Now Nalure clMida tl 

Now SatBrB lianss hi „ , 

" w Robin liw in hn but bur. ITi. 



i k' je piolu. Rodiv Aoekg. lOT. 

), an jro wt^re dead. gmdmKa, 2S1. 

\ ay my wife she dans me, 3>5. 

), hmiie waa yon retry brier, 391 . 

">. oam ye here the %ht to ■ban, 2SJ, 

i. oanye Uboor I«a. yoanf man. 248. 
• t. eoold 1 gire ibee lodia^s we^tb, H-t. 
It Death, hadat Uun bat ipared bis life, KS. 
IP Uiwthl thoD tynuit f«U and bloody. SI. 



r u uie T* iiiipH, i^r. 

e* and Raid ale goes, 'J<Ifi. 
u. nau eaau ;ii»t of ancient time*, IHU. 
O. bad tbe malt thy strenvtb of mind, 192. 
O. he'iarwitinR. niviniehd,3->5. 
G. bow can I be biytbe and ^. 2»4. 
O. ha« iihaU I. DuikiUD', try, 33T. 
O, I lun DUPiH to the low countrie. 36.1, 
O, Jenny '■ a' *»et, poor biidy, 3!W. 
IIJohn,«nnekinlnenow. now. now, 233. 
U. ken ye what Meg o' the Mill hoa jcotten, 9t8, 



'i«. 



v ye ileeiMn yet, 396. 



f). Uy diy 

l>, lean nor«U. ye HaochUne bellta. 303. 

O. Ie««e me on my s|nDnin-wheel. 340. 

O, let me in Ibii ae lUfAt. SK. 

O Logao, tweetly didst tlum tcUde, 301. 

O Lwd. when honoer pinobes sore, ItU). 

O lovely PnUy Stewart, -— 

O. InTe will Tsatilr* ii 

i>.3ta. 



n where it danr na we*l 



:)Mary, «..^ ._ 

:> Mar, tby mnra wm ne'er uw sweet. 258. 
3, meikle thinks my Inve o' my beauty, 233. 
[>. nutry has I been teetbin it heckle. 2H. 
[>, mirk, mirk ii this midnight huor, '£11. 



; Kndjro, 23 

nie MiebUnd lad. iSS. 

re ■■ tike a red. red RH 



0. opan the door 
OPhilly. happiL- _ 
Puoniih i«n)d and 



•otne tn^'to ihev. 271. 
be that day, 296. 
■ ■ ■ Lore, 278, 



O, racing Fortune's witfaering blast, :102. 

O rotifih, rade. ready-witted Rankine. BO. 

O. sad and hearyabnulil I port, 2M>. 

O. saw ye bonie Lesley, 2TG. 

O. saw ye ray Dear, ray PhiUr, 314. 

O, saw ye my dearie, my Eppie Macnab, SK. 

O, ling a new aone to the L<^, 166. 

O. mtne will conrt sad oompliment, ^.12, 

O. stay, Bwest warblini; wood-lark, stay, 270. 

O, Meer her up, an' hand her nan, 2t^. 

O, sweet be thy sleep in the Und of die eiaTe.XJl! 

O, teU ma na o' wind an' ntin. 2HS. 

0, that I bad ne'er been married, 270. 

O, that 's the lasaie o' m^ heart. 284. 

O. this ia DO my un laane. 284. 

O Thon dread Power, who rcign'st abora, ' 

O Tbon Great Being I what Tboo art, ~ 

O Thon. in whom we live and more, 1 

O thon pale Orb that silent thinea. M. 

O TboD that in the Heareus dace dwell, U 

O Thon, the iint. the gnabst friend, ~ 

Thou unknown. Almighty Canse, W 

O thoD 1 whatever title suit thee, 12. 

O Thou, who kindly doM praTide. lUS. 

(bou whom Poeay abhon, 184. 

O Tibbie. I hae seen the day. 214. 

O. watye wha'sin yon town. 21)7. 

O. wat ye wha that Io'm me, 380, 

0, were 1 on PanuuMia UlL, 222. 

" love yon lOao (air, 2UT. 

. in the enuld blast, .11 B. — 
u. wert tuon. love, bat near me. 292. 
O, wha my babie-cloats will bniN 298. 
O. wha will to Saint Stephen's Houh. IOI. 
O, whar gat ye that baaver-meal baoiMKk. 301. 
O, wham live jt. ray bonie bun, 'i40. 
O. when she csni bun. she bobbid fa' law. XXi. 
O, whistle an* I *11 eome to ye, my lad. 'Xt!, 
O, why should Fate sic pleasure hars, 2T4. 
O. why the deuce should I rvpioe, 170. 
O. Willie brew'd a peek o' maot. 229. 
O. wilt thoDgowi' me. sweet 'nbbieDnnbar.t) It. 
O ya wha are sas gnid yoorwl, f>5. 
O ye whose ofaeek the tear of pity Btahw, 04. 
Of a' the urta the winds oan blaw. 221. 
Of all the uimieraaB ilia that hart oar pmot. 



O. wen 



ent^aw. 



Of Lordly ooqnaintanoe yon boast. 187. 
(Hd Winter, with bis (r<«ty beanl. 17<.>. 
Od a bank of fiuweia in a Hummer day, 218. 
On Ccnnoek buks a lissie dwelb, 901. 
On peace an' real my mind wai ' ' ' ' 
Onoe fondly lor'd and still r< 

131. 
One night as I did waader. M4. 
One Queen Artetujn, as eld stories tell, 
Oppnn'd with grief, iippi im'iI with lar 
Ortbodoil ortbodoi 111. 
Our thiiaJea flinriafa d Fmh and fair, 3L 
Out over the Forth, I b«.k to Ike north, 3 



Womaa nill." his lordship m 
Raak mortal, and slandsroas poet, thjr a 
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Raving winds around her blowing, 210. 
Revei^d defender of beauteous Stuart, 136. 
Right, sir I your text I *11 prove it true, 65. 
Robin shure in hairst, 266. 
Robin was a rovin bov, 304. 
Rusticity *s ungainly, form, 181. 

Sad bird of night, what sorrow calls thee forth, 

321. 
Sad thy tale, thou idle page, 96. 
Sae flaxen were her ringlets, 255. 
Sae rantingly, sae wantonly, 204. 
Say, sages, what *s the charm on earth, 193. 
Scots, wha.hae wi' Wallace bled, 286. 
Searching auld wives* barrels, 187. 
See the smoking bowl before us, 107. 
Sensibility how charming, 234. 
She is a winsome wee thing, 298. 
She kiltit up her kirtle weel, 121. 
She *s aye, aye sae blithe, sae gay, 311. 
She 's fair and fause that causes my smart, 249. 
Should auld acquaintance be forgot, 251. 
Simmer *s a pleasant time, 217. 
Sing hey my braw John Highlandman, 104. 
Sing on, sweet thrush, upon the leafless bough, 

178. 
Sing, round about the fire wi' a rung she ran, 

251. 
Sir, as your mandate did request, 114. 
Sir, o'er a gill I gat your card, 129. 
Sir Wisdom 's a fool when he 's fou, 104. 
Sleep'st thou, or wauk'st thou, fairest crea- 
ture, 207. 
So heavy, passive to the tempest's shocks, 186. 
So vile was poor Wat, such a miscreant slave, 

197. 
Some books are lies frae end to end, 57. 
Spare me thy vengeance, Galloway, 189. 
Stav, mjr charmer, can you leave me, 205. 
Still anxious to secure your partial favor, 152. 
Stop, passenger I my story 's brief, 83, 
"Stop thief!" Dame Nature call'd to Death, 

liW. 
Strait is the spot, and green the sod, 316. 
Streams that glide in Orient plains^ 21. 
Sweet are the banks, the banks o' Doon, 309. 
Sweet closes the ev'ning on Craigiebum Wood, 

231. 
Sweet fa's the eve on Craigiebum, 276. 
Sweet flow'ret, pledge o' meikle love, 99. 
Sweet naivete of feature, 189. 
Sweetest May, let Love inspire thee, 268. 
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